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SECRET    PASSION. 


BT  THE  AUTHOR  OF 


SHAKSPEARE  AND  HIS  FRIENDS/ 
"  THE  YOUTH  OF  SHAKSPEARE,"  &C. 


Lord  of  my  lore,  to  whom  in  vassalage 

Thy  merit  hath  ray  duty  strongly  knit, 
To  thee  I  send  this  written  embassage, 

To  witness  duty,  not  to  show  my  wit. 

Srakspcabx. 

1  loved  the  man,  and  do  honour  his  memory  on  this  side  idolatry 
s  much  as  any.  He  was  indeed  honest,  and  of  an  open  end  free 
latuxe. 

Bm  Jowso*. 


IN  THREE  VOLUMES. 
VOL.  I. 
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HENRY    COLBURN,    PUBLISHES; 

GREAT  MARLBOROUGH  STREET. 


1844. 


LONDON : 

F.  SnOBERI.,  JON.,  51,  RUPERT  STREET,  HATW  ARRET, 

PRINTER  TO  H.  R.  H.  PRINCE  ALBERT. 


THE  ADMIRERS 


"  feome'CongTr  d$a&*peare," 

AND  OF  THE  OTHER  ILLUSTRIOUS  SPIRITS  OF 
THE  GOLDEN  AGE  OF  ENGLAND, 

THESE  VOLUMES, 

WITH  TRUE  HUMBLENESS, 

AND  ENTIRE  DEVOTEDNESS  TO  THE  SUBJECT, 

ARE  RESPECTFULLY  INSCRIBED, 

BY 
THEIR  FELLOW-WORSHIPPER, 

AND  VERT  OBEDIENT  SERVANT, 

THE  AUTHOR. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


What  sport  do  I  make  with  these  fools !  what  pleasure 

Feeds  me,  and  fats  my  sides  at  their  poor  innocence ! 

Hang  it,  give  me  mirth, 

Witty  and  dainty  mirth :  I  shall  grow  in  love,  sure, 

With  mine  owne  happy  head. 

The  Wild  Goosb  Chase. 

He  that  will  not,  now  and  then,  be  a  Calabingo,  is  worse  than 

a  C&lamoothe. 

The  Virgin  Martyr. 

\  But  do  yon  know  what  fooling  is?  true  fooling? 

The  circumstances  that  belong  unto  it  ? 

For  every  idle  knave  that  shows  his  teeth 

Wants,  and  would  live,  can  juggle,  tumble,  fiddle, 

Make  a  dog -face,  or  can  abuse  his  fellow, 

Is  not  a  fool  at  first  dash ;  you  shall  find,  sir, 

Strange  turnings  in  this  trade. 

The  Mad  Lover. 

If  laughter  may  be  taken  as  a  sign  of  happiness, 
then  right  happy  were  the  boisterous,  free-hearted 
merry-makers  that  were  causing  the  goodly  rafters 

VOL.  I.  b 
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of  Dame  Hart's  kitchen  to  ring  with  their  exceed- 
ing mirthfulness.  Peal  followed  peal,  and  shout 
burst  forth  after  shout,  with  so  little  show  of  dila- 
toriness,  that,  ere  one  was  half  spent,  t'other  was 
in  full  force.  Had  any  listened  to  it  but  ever  so 
small  a  space,  he  could  scarce  help  being  assured 
that  the  wantonest  wits  and  very  drollest  varlets  in 
all  Stratford,  ay,  and  for  miles  round,  had  thronged 
to  the  threshold  of  their  good  gossips,  the  jolly 
hatter,  and  his  no  less  jovial  spouse,  and  were 
there,  with  their  famous  tales  and  excellent  good 
jests,  intent  on  having  the  walls  about  their  ears, 
from  the  effect  of  the  huge  tempest  of  laughter 
they  must  needs  be  provoking. 

Yet  had  little  Tommy  Hart  and  his  affectionate 
little  helpmate  no  such  company.  In  very  truth, 
they  had  but  got  about  them,  as  was  their  wont 
ever  since  the  two  had  been  made  one — which  was 
no  great  time— one  or  two  neighbours  and  acquaint- 
ances of  some  standing,  who  were  most  of  their 
humour,  in  a  readiness  to  join  in  all  lawful  plea- 
sures, to  speak  a  jest  in  season  that  hurt  none,  and 
promote  whatever  of  singing,  or  telling  of  stories, 
or  other  goodly  frolic,  that  promised  amusement 
sufficient  for  the  wants  of  the  hour  and  the  com- 
pany. 

Hugely  did  folk  of  more  serious  sort  marvel  at 
the  wondrous  appetite  for,  and  enjoyment  in,  mat- 
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ters  of  drollery  of  Joan  Hart ;  a  laugh  seemed  as 
necessary  to  her  as  is  water  to  a  fish  ;  and,  to  look 
into  her  admirable  clear  eyes,  and  into  the  corners 
of  her  pouting  lips,  you  would  be  ready  to  take  oath 
on  it  she  had  such  provocation  to  mirth  at  her 
commandment,  nought  should  reach  her,  however 
remote  from  lightness,  but  her  smiles  should  break 
out  at  it  as  bright  and  gladly  as  though,  under  its 
assumed  gravity,  there  was  jesting  of  the  very  ex- 
quisitest  kind. 

Our  Joan  was  small  in  stature,  it  is  true,  but 
her  heart  was  of  an  exceeding  bigness,  containing, 
as  it  seemed,  whatever  was  most  pleasant  in  all 
humanity,  and  in  such  measure,  it  looked  to  be  in 
a  constant  humour  of  overflowing.     But  of  this 
sort  she  had  been  from  her  earliest  years.     Never 
did  Fate  look  so  frowningly  but  she  could  make  as 
though  the  frown  was  a  smile  of  most  covetable 
import.     When  she   came    to    have  lovers,  she 
kughed  famously  at  them  all,  which  none  could 
toke  so  pleasantly  as  'twas  meant,  save  only  little 
Tommy  Hart,  an  honest  chapman  of  her  native 
town,  of  a  like  size,  of  a  like  humour,  and  of  a  like 
age  as  herself,  who  laughed  at  her  with  as  true  a 
»«t  as  did  she  at  him.     Ere  any  long  space  was 
passed,  they  laughed  at  each  other — in  perfect  truth- 
fulness, it  may  be  said,  with  all  their  hearts — and, 
io  the  end,  the  daughter  of  the  honest  woolstapler, 

b  2 


4  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

to  the  vast  contentation  of  the  whole  neighbour- 
hood, became  the  wife  of  the  waggish  maker  of 
hats. 

And  now  were  they  keeping  the  anniversary  of 
that  very  wedding,  in  their  holiday  bravery,  with 
no  lack  of  jollity,  as  may  be  expected,  the  which, 
if  example  could  bring  a  sufficiency,  there  was  like 
to  be  the  prodigalest  display  of  it  ever  beheld. 
For  there  was  Joan,  with  her  face  as  brown  as 
any  berry,  and  as  full  of  laughter  as  is  the  sun  of 
fire,  and  looking  nigh  upon  as  warm  withal,  stand- 
ing in  the  midst  of  a  group,  sitting  round  her ; 
whereof  there  was  no  one  whose  visage  indicated 
not  all  the  mad  frolic  in  the  which  they  were  then 
engaged.  There  were  they,  a  group  of  some 
twenty  or  so,  of  divers  sorts,  conditions,  and  ages; 
old  and  young,  fat  and  spare,  servant  and  master, 
alike  enjoying  themselves  to  the  most  absolute 
contentation  ever  known. 

Prominent  among  these  was  seen  the  unwieldy 
form  of  Winifred  Poppet,  in  a  fair  miniver  cap,  a 
dainty  partlet  of  white  thread,  and  a  stamel  red 
petticoat  of  a  most  choice  fashion,  as  intent  on  the 
sport  as  if  she  took  no  heed  of  such  braveries. 

Nevertheless,  this  was  by  no  means  the  case,  for 
a  careful  observer  might  have  noticed  that  ever  and 
anon,  however  busy  she  seemed  with  the  game  that 
was  going  on,  she  turned  a  sly  glance  to  some  part 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  5 

or  other  of  her  gay  apparel,  and  twitched  a  fold 
here,  and  smoothed  a  rumple  there,  with  a  look  of 
as  infinite  contentation  as  ever  brightened  up  the 
visage  of  threescore  and  ten. 

By  her  side  was  seen  the  well-known  figure  of 
Jonas  Tietape,  in  excellent  favour  among  the 
burgesses'  wives  at  Stratford,  as  a  woman's  tailor. 
That  it  was  the  cunning  in  his  craft  that  made  him 
so  well  liked  of  his  customers,  seemed  evident 
enough,  of  all  conscience ;  for  gifts  of  person  or 
countenance,  for  the  obtaining  of  a  fair  woman's 
approval,  had  he  none  at  all,  seeing  that  his  fea- 
tures were  by  no  means  comely,  his  height  so 
dwarfish,  that  an  ordinary  boy,  of  some  twelve  or 
fourteen  years,  might,  with  no  great  difficulty, 
have  glanced  over  his  shoulder,  and  his  head,  arms, 
and  feet  of  a  bigness  out  of  all  proportion  to  the 
length  and  size  of  his  limbs. 

With  these  defects  in  him,  Jonas  was  in  such 
huge  favour  with  his  customers  —  ay,  and  with 
whoever  were  of  his  acquaintance  —  as  was  no 
woman's  tailor  in  the  whole  county.  And  how 
came  so  marvellous  a  thing  to  pass,  seeing  that 
women,  of  all  persons,  are  only  to  be  taken  by 
comeliness?  inquireth  of  me  the  courteous  reader. 
Thus  was  it :  He  had  so  comic  a  manner  with 
him,  you  could  scarce  look  him  in  the  face  but  you 
must  needs  laugh  outright     So  many  droll  antics 
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and  grimaces  had  he,  such  odd  sayings,  so  great 
a  multitude  of  quaint,  diverting  tricks,  and  such 
an  infinite  fund  of  good  humour  at  his  disposal, 
that  you  might  as  well  expect  a  hungry  dog  to  be 
indifferent  to  a  full  platter,  as  that  man,  woman,  or 
child,  in  his  neighbourhood,  could  hear  him,  or 
look  on  him,  and  carry  on  any  melancholy  or  un- 
gracious humours. 

Yet  it  must  also  be  recorded,  he  had  gifts  of 
some  sort.  Of  a  surety,  as  hath  been  said,  they 
were  not  of  person ;  nevertheless,  I  doubt  not  they 
did  him  more  true  service  wherever  he  went,  than 
could  he  have  gained  had  he  been  ever  so  proper  a 
man.  There  wag  no  game  known  or  heard  of 
betwixt  John  O'Groat's  house  and  the  Land's  End, 
he  had  not  as  pat  as  though  he  had  played  it  all 
his  days.  Hot-cockles,  or  chuck-farthing,  loggets, 
tick-tack,  seize-noddy,  barley-break,  cross-and-pile, 
pick-point,  shove-groat,  and  a  lot  more  I  cannot 
stop  to  name,  were  as  familiar  to  him  as  his  fingers 
and  thumbs. 

There  was  no  sport  at  which  he  was  not  so 
skilled,  it  was  rare  indeed  he  met  with  his  fellow 
at  any.  Cunning  at  the  bow  was  he,  as  though  he 
had  sought  to  be  held  as  a  rival  to  Clym  o'  the 
Clough,  or  even  to  Robin  Hood  himself;  and  at 
quarter-staff  none  had  dared  touch  him  since  he 
had  cudgelled  Sandie  Daredevil,  the  big   drover 
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from  over  the  border,  who  had  made  mocks  at  him, 
and  called  him  scurrilous  names,  and  threatened 
him  most  villanously,  till — though  no  seeker  of 
brawls  —  he  took  him  to  his  weapon,  and,  with 
such  earnestness,  the  rude  Scot  got  so  ugly  a 
knock  on  the  pate,  he  was  fain  from  that  time 
forth  to  take  up  his  hostel  in  the  churchyard. 
Then  at  mumming  was  there  ever  so  monstrous  a 
dragon  ?  or  in  the  May  games,  who  had  eyes  for 
any  thing,  but  his  most  delectable  hobby-horse  ? 
He  roared  so  dragonish,  it  looked  as  though  he 
would  swallow  a  whole  parish  at  a  mouthful ;  and 
his  curvetings,  his  neighings,  and  his  paces,  were 
so  to  the  life,  there  was  never  a  natural  horse  of 
any  sort  that  was  thought  able  to  do  them  half 
so  well. 

But  Jonas  Tietape,  in  a  suit  of  motley !  Then 
was  there  famous  shaking  of  sides  !  Of  a  Christ- 
mas  or  a  New  Year's  Eve,  perchance,  when  the 
spacious  hall  or  kitchen  was  thronged  with  some 
of  the  merriest  hearts  in  Stratford,  he  would  don 
the  cap  and  bells  and  parti-coloured  suit,  and  so 
choicely  play  his  part,  that  the  very  wisest  of  the 
lookers-on  could  scarce  help  lamenting  he  had  such 
lack  of  the  fool  in  him. 

Then,  how  brave  a  musician  was  he !  Twas  a 
marvel  to  hear  him  play  the  bagpipes.  He  blew 
them  with  such  exceeding  spirit,  all  the  dogs  in 
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thfc  parish  would  join  in  full  chorus  whenever  he 
headed  a  wedding-party,  playing  up  "  Light  o' 
Love/'  as  was  his  wont;  and  when  he  was  in  the 
humour  of  taking  to  the  pipe  and  tabor,  the  morice 
would  be  danced  with  such  vehemency,  the  lookers- 
on  could  scarce  help  thinking  all  in  it  had  no  less 
sufficiency  of  wings  to  their  legs  than  bells. 

These  gifts  caused  him  to  be  held  in  such  esteem, 
that  his  mis-shapen  condition  was  never  com- 
mented on  by  any  save  some  few  malapert,  uncivil 
grooms,  who,  whenever  they  had  sight  of  him, 
allowed  their  rude  wits  to  run  riot  at  the  expense 
of  his  person  and  his  calling,  till  they  got  cudgelled 
into  more  honest  behaviour.  By  those  he  was 
used  to  come  among,  nought  amiss  was  seen  in 
him.  They  had  got  so  familiar  with  the  strange- 
ness of  his  fashioning,  they  had  acquired  a  sort  of 
affectionateness  to  it.  His  dwarfishness  they  got 
a  liking  to,  far  more  suitable  stature  in  other  men 
failed  to  create.  His  large  head  had  become  an 
object  of  singular  approval ;  and  what  else  was  in 
him  unseemly  or  objectionable  to  ordinary  persons, 
to  them  was  a  feature  of  matchless  interest 

His  apparelling  was  as  little  like  that  of  com- 
mon persons  as  was  his  visage  or  figure.  He  ever 
arrayed  himself  according  to  some  conceit  or  other ; 
and,  being  his  own  fashioner,  and  having  usually 
a  fine  choice  of  materials,  he  failed  not  on  any 
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occasion  of  mirth  to  be  clothed  in  the  most  ridicu- 
lous garb  eyes  ever  beheld. 

At  this  present  showing,  he  had  on  a  jerkin  of 
divers  colours,  made  of  pieces  as  various  in  shape 
as  opposite  in  fabric ;  for  linsey-woolsey  and  Genoa 
velvet,  taffeta  and  broad -cloth,  fustian  of  Naples 
and  Welch  frieze,  Norwich  satin  and  Yorkshire 
kersey,  were  most  disorderly  mingled  together; 
and  as  for  the  suitableness  of  the  colours,  what 
could  be  said  of  an  arrangement  where  iron-grey 
and  scarlet,  murrey  and  sadnew  colour,  watchett 
and  russet,  black  aud  Lincoln  green,  were  in  closest 
neighbourhood  ?  Below  this  was  seen  a  singular 
kind  of  breeches,  of  which  one  leg  disclosed  French 
sail-cloth  of  the  coarsest  sort,  and  the  other 
painted  arras,  as  ridiculously  fine  as  the  limner's 
skill  could  make,  having  so  goodly  a  subject  as  the 
Queen  of  Sheba's  stomacher.  These  had  monstrous 
great  pockets ;  and  as  amongst  his  sundry  several 
ways  of  getting  a  living  was  the  breeding  certain 
little  dogs,  much  affected  by  his  richer  customers, 
he  was  wont  to  carry  one  in  each.  One  leg  wore 
hose  of  orange  tawny,  the  other  purple ;  and  the 
feet  had  on  them  severally,  a  boot  of  undressed 
leather,  and  an  embroidered  pantofle. 

Laughing  at  the  droll  antics  and  smart  sayings 
of  Jonas  Tietape,  till  the  tears  made  themselves 
channels  down  his  floury  cheeks,  sat   Cuthbert 
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Dredger,  the  stout  miller  of  the  Seven  Meadows, 
in  his  well-worn  leather  jerkin,  high  boots,  and 
well-stuffed  gallegaskins  as  famously  covered  with 
meal  as  was  his  ruddy  face,  beard,  and  hair — 
whilst  on  one  hand  of  him  stood  the  good  dame, 
his  wife,  and  on  the  other  his  stalwart  soa— as  like 
to  his  father  in  all  externals  as  is  one  peascod  like 
another— in  their  homely  suits,  showing  such  signs 
of  the  dusty  miller,  that  even  the  shaking  of  their 
sides  filled  the  air  with  myriads  of  motes. 

In  close  neighbourhood  to  the  stout  miller's  son 
sat,  spic  and  span  as  a  new-coined  groat,  the  youth- 
ful Margaret  Hippocras,  better  known  of  the  good 
folk  of  Stratford  and  thereabouts,  as  Peg  o'  the 
Twiggen  Bottle — her  father  keeping  a  hostel  in  the 
town  so  called — though,  by  some  of  her  familiars, 
she  was  often  entitled  Blinking  Peg,  because  of 
a  slight  infirmity  in  her  vision,  approaching  nigh 
unto  what  some  unmannerly  people  scud  was  a 
squint. 

Next  to  her  again  lolled,  almost  at  foil  length, 
the  burly  figure  of  Jasper  Broadfoot — the  plough- 
man of  a  rich  farmer  in  the  neighbourhood — in  the 
hugeness  of  his  pleasure,  his  mouth  stretching  open 
as  it  were  from  ear  to  ear,  and  his  freckled  face 
half  hid  by  the  liberal  show  of  sandy  locks,  that 
curled  in  straggling  masses  around  it.  Two  old 
maiden  sisters  were  close  adjoining,  sitting  up  as 
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straight  as  darts,  and  seeming  to  be  almost  as 
spare ;  their  sharp  noses  and  chins  showing  a  ma- 
nifest longing  for  a  nearer  acquaintance,  and  their 
apparelling  scrupulously  neat  and  clean,  as  though 
put  on  for  the  first  time ;  nevertheless,  they  had 
been  holiday  suits  with  them  any  time  these  twenty 
years.  They  were  screaming  and  clapping  of  their 
hands  in  infinite  contentation  at  the  passing  scene ; 
and,  indeed,  as  absolute  was  their  content  at  all 
such  merrymakings  in  the  which  they  had  entered 
together  with  the  same  zest  since  they  had  been 
girls,  making  mutual  monstrous  exertions  the  live- 
long day  to  earn  a  decent  subsistence  as  semp- 
stresses, and,  after  working-hours,  enjoying  them- 
selves wherever  there  was  a  fair  promise  of  creditable 
pastime. 

Last  of  all  was  a  smart  little  varlet,  with  a  pair 
of  merry  dark  eyes,  lighting  up  as  pleasant  a  face— 
albeit  the  complexion  was  of  the  darkest — as  ever 
the  sun  shone  on.  His  well  knit  limbs  were  famously 
displayed  in  his  plain  russet  suit,  and  he  seemed 
as  though  he  could  never  tire  of  their  employment ; 
for,  with  all  the  quickness  of  an  eel,  he  was  thrust- 
ing himself  now  here,  now  there,  with  an  intent  as 
though  he  would  on  no  account  fail  to  share  at  the 
fullest  in  the  sport  that  was  going  on. 

This  was  no  other  than  the  jolly  hatter,  the 
laughing  husband  of  the  merry  Joan :  and,  whilst 
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she  was  now  stooping  down  in  the  circle  around 
her — they  being  all  engaged  in  the  monstrous  plea- 
sant game  of  "  hunt  the  slipper" — swearing  most 
earnestly  the  lusty  Goody  Poppet  had  got  the 
slipper  behind  her  ample  person,  Tommy  Hart, 
who  had  cleverly  contrived  to  get  hold  of  it,  unex- 
pectedly gave  his  buxom  dame  so  sore  a  smack 
where  there  was  an  excellent  fair  mark  for  such  a 
purpose,  as  to  make  her  regain  her  perpendicular 
ere  you  could  count  one,  amid  the  loud  laughing  of 
the  whole  party,  in  the  which  she  presently  joined, 
with  a  heartiness  exceeded  by  none. 

"  Beshrew  thy  hand,  Tom,"  exclaimed  she,  with 
a  sort  of  mock  anger  in  her  laughing ;  "  an  I  do 
not  complain  to  the  Thirdborough  of  thy  monstrous 
heavy  blows,  I  am  a  shotten  herring." 

Here,  catching  a  glimpse  of  the  slipper  gliding 
behind  the  backs  of  divers  of  the  circle,  she  made 
a  sudden  pounce  upon  the  tapster's  daughter,  but, 
by  some  trick  of  the  woman's  tailor,  her  foot 
slipped,  and  she  came  against  Jasper  Broadfoot 
with  such  force,  as  to  send  him  against  the  two  an- 
cient sisters,  who,  in  spite  of  their  exceeding 
uprightness,  were  speedily  put  on  a  level  wit^  the 
floor. 

"  A  murrain  on  thee,  wench  1"  cried  her  laugh- 
ing husband.  "  In  seeking  for  the  slipper,  thou 
must  needs  be   a  slipper  thyself.     Where  were 
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thine  eyes  to  lead  thee  so  far  from  the  object  of 
thy  search  ?  Perchance,  an  thou  canst  not  see, 
thou tanst  feel." 

So  saying,  with  the  slipper  again  in  his  hand, 
he  took  her  smartly  over  the  toes. 

"Oh,  thou  villain!"  exclaimed  she,  of  a  sud- 
den throwing  herself  upon  him,  grappling  him 
with  both  arms  to  secure  what  she  wanted ;  but, 
lo!  ere  she  was  well  down  she  felt  a  tap  on  the 
shoulder,  and,  directing  her  gaze  that  way,  she  be- 
held the  point  of  the  slipper  resting  there,  as  if 
held  by  some  one  behind  her.  She  was  up  on  the 
instant,  and  was  just  in  time  to  see  it,  as  it  looked 
to  her,  disappearing  down  the  gaping  throat  of 
Jonas  Tietape.  It  was  a  feat  of  conjuring,  such  as 
he  was  wont  on  an  occasion  to  amuse  his  wondering 
gossips  with,  but  the  simple  Joan  thought  she 
could  not  miss  having  it,  and  grappled  her  ac- 
quaintance by  the  throat,  to  make  him  disgorge 
the  desired  mouthful,  till  he  was  getting  black  in 
the  face,  and  she  distinctly  saw  it  in  the  hands  of 
the  young  ploughman,  flourished  within  an  inch  of 
her  nose.  Before  she  could  recover  herself,  it  had 
disappeared  she  knew  not  whither. 

"Never  saw  I  the  like  o'  this,  gossips  !"  cried 
Joan,  somewhat  scant  of  breath,  and  looking  in  a 
huge  perplexity.  "It  hath  been  said  there  are 
few  quicker  at  this  pastime  than  am  I,  and  yet 


14  THE  SECRET  PA8SION. 

have  I  been  toiling  to  no  profit  this  half  hour  or 
more." 

This  speech  elicited  no  more  sympathy  than 
might  be  gathered  from  a  general  laugh  both  loud 
and  long,  to  which  many  of  the  company  added 
famous  commendations  of  the  poor  woman's  pa- 
tience and  agility. 

"I  do  think  thou  couldst  teach  a  horse  to  eat 
his  beans  with  a  toothpick,  dame/9  observed 
Jonas,  in  his  drollest  manner ;  "  thou  hast  so  per- 
severing a  way  with  thee/' 

"  Slow  and  sure,  Joan,"  exclaimed  her  husband, 
approvingly. 

"  Nay,  good  fellow,"  quoth  the  old  miller,  who 
was  as  ready  as  any  at  a  jest,  "  had  she  taken 
such  time  to  discover  a  husband  as  she  hath  to  find 
a  slipper,  I  doubt  much  thy  fair  commodity  of 
hats  would  have  seen  a  mistress  in  her  this  side  of 
domesday." 

"A  husband,  quotha!"  cried  Joan,  cunningly 
taking  a  sharp  scrutiny  of  the  circle  around  her. 
"  They  require  no  such  horrible  painstaking  to  get 
a  hold  of — Heaven  be  thanked !  Had  I  thought 
my  Tom  had  been  so  difficult  of  possessing,  I  would 
as  soon  have  gone  for  counsel  to  a  Bedlam  beggar, 
as  have  looked  beyond  my  nose  for  him.  Ah, 
goody,  I  have  thee  this  time  !" 

But  goody,  with  a  chuckle  that  made  her  chin 
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quiver  like  a  goodly  aspen  tree,  exhibited  to  the 
disappointed  Joan  her  two  empty  hands. 

"By  my  halidom,  I  could  have  sworn  I  saw  it !" 
exclaimed  she,  in  some  little  emphasis,  as  she  nar- 
rowly watched  a  very  suspicious  movement  behind 
the  two  ancient  spinsters.  As  a  cat  looketh  after 
a  mouse,  did  she  continue  to  peer  at  their  motions, 
dfly  affecting  the  whilst  to  have  nothing  so  far 
from  her  thoughts. 

And  thus  it  continued  some  little  time  longer, 
with  a  vast  expenditure  of  jests  from  all,  and  such 
antics  from  the  frolicsome  woman's  tailor,  as  helped 
the  general  mirth  hugely.  It  so  happened  at  last, 
however,  that  Peg  o'  the  Twiggen  Bottle,  being 
intent  upon  a  complete  concealment  of  her  defect 
of  vision  from  hearing  some  pretty  flatteries  poured 
into  her  ear  by  the  young  miller,  had  got  her  eyes 
modestly  fixed  as  it  were  upon  the  floor,  and  was 
80  taken  with  the  attentions  of  her  companion, 
that  she  neither  heard  nor  saw  the  efforts  of  her 
other  neighbour  to  induce  her  to  pass  the  slipper. 
Joan,  whose  looks  were  sharpened  by  repeated 
Mores,  detected  the  impatient  pokings  the  inatten- 
tive Peggy  was  receiving,  and  unexpectedly  dashed 
upon  the  possessor  of  the  slipper  before  she  had 
time  to  remove  it,  and,  with  a  shout  of  exultation, 
which  was  swelled  by  that  of  all  the  circle,  she 
caught  hold  of  the  long-sought  prize,  and  waved  it 
over  her  head  in  triumph. 
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The  first  use  she  made  of  it  was,  though  with 
infinite  good  humour,  to  repay  her  husband  the 
smacks  she  had  had  of  him,  and,  malgre  his  at- 
tempts to  escape  behind  others  of  the  company, 
she  desisted  not  till  all  was  returned  with  a  hand- 
some interest,  to  the  exceeding  good  entertainment 
of  her  several  guests.  Jonas  Tietape  must  needs 
put  his  unshapely  person  in  the  way,  making  of 
such  grimaces  as  would  have  unsettled  the  solemn- 
ness  of  an  owl,  but  the  slipper  spared  not  him  any 
more  than  his  host :  certes  he  got  it  in  places  quite 
opposite  to  what  the  giver  intended,  for  with  his 
antics  he  so  flung  himself  about,  that  what  was 
aimed  at  his  head  lighted  on  his  heels.  He  was  as 
nimble  at  his  tricks  as  a  kitten — now  with  his  heels 
in  the  air  and  his  hands  on  the  ground,  or  each 
following  the  other  like  the  sails  of  a  windmill, 
whilst  the  head  seemed  to  be  shifting  of  itself  into 
all  sorts  of  unnatural  positions,  with  such  ridicu- 
lous looks  upon  the  ungainly  countenance,  all 
around  laughed  till  their  sides  ached.  And  this  of 
a  surety  did  not  lessen  when  the  heads  of  two  little 
dogs,  doubtless  made  in  some  way  uncomfortable 
by  his  strange  movements,  were  seen  suddenly  to 
emerge  from  his  pockets,  with  looks  half  of  curious- 
ness  and  half  of  alarm,  making  a  sharp  angry  yelp, 
as  if  they  liked  not  such  uneasy  motion. 

The  chamber  in  which  these  famous  gambols 
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were  going  on,  albeit  no  other  than  Dame  Hart's 
kitchen,  was  as  proper  a  one  to  sit  in  as  might 
be  found  in  dwellings  of  greater  note  than  that 
of  the  jolly  hatter  of  Stratford.  There  were 
huge  rafters  went  across  the  top,  whereon  was 
fixed  a  rude  rack  containing  divers  flitches  of 
bacon.  The  chimney  was  of  exceeding  capacious- 
ness, projecting  far  into  the  room,  having  within, 
on  each  side,  a  commodious  bench  for  the  lovers  of 
the  chimney-corner,  to  whom  the  close  neighbour- 
hood of  the  firedogs  offered  most  choice  attractions. 
Above,  was  an  old  crossbow,  a  rusty  helmet,  a  stout 
sword  and  buckler,  and  a  quarter-staff  worthy  of 
the  Miller  of  Mansfield. 

On  a  shelf  were  arranged  an  excellent  show  of 
clean  platters,  and  on  another  divers  cooking  uten- 
sils as  bright  and  clean  as  scrubbing  could  make 
them.  Bunches  of  dry  herbs  were  swinging  in 
one  place,  and  a  bag  with  seeds  close  upon  it.  A 
goodly  bundle  of  corn,  in  the  ear,  and  a  fair  bough 
of  hawthorn,  full  of  berries,  were  seen  not  far  from 
them ;  a  skin  or  two  were  stretched  out  and  drying 
on  the  wainscot ;  there  was  no  lack  of  blocks  and 
irons  such  as  appertained  to  the  batter's  trade,  but 
they  were  evidently  put  away  for  the  nonce,  wher- 
ever good  room  for  them  could  be  found ;  and  a 
space,  nigh  upon  a  yard  square,  near  the  chimney, 
was  covered  with  the  choice  ballads  of  the  time. 
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A  large  oak  table  had  been  thrust  on  one  side 
to  allow  the  revellers  more  space,  and  a  liberal 
show  of  stools  were  huddled  together  in  another 
corner.  A  huge  iron  pot  was  swinging  over  the 
firedogs,  to  which  a  stout,  middle-aged  woman,  with 
bare  arms,  and  a  face  that  rivalled  them  in  ruddiness, 
ever  and  anon  came  out  of  some  adjoining  chamber 
to  look  to. 

On  one  occasion  she  was  accompanied  with 
an  exceeding  ragged  boy,  who  looked  not  to  be 
more  than  some  six  or  eight  years  old.  He 
helped  to  carry  a  log  from  the  wood-house  to  the 
kitchen-fire,  which  he  seemed  intent  on  with  so 
monstrous  an  earnestness  expressed  in  his  fat, 
foolish  visage,  that  it  drew  upon  him  the  good- 
humoured  jesting  of  divers  of  the  company,  whilst, 
on  a  sudden,  Jonas  took  him  by  the  seat  of  his 
soiled  and  worn-out  slops,  held  him  at  arms'  length 
above  his  head,  and  made  such  monstrous  mouths 
as  though  about  to  make  a  meal  of  him  without 
any  grace  said.  The  boy  struggled  somewhat,  to 
the  great  endangering  of  his  sorry  garments,  that 
were  so  patched  there  was  no  telling  of  what  colour 
they  might  have  been,  and  he  bawled  most  fa- 
mously, but  only  as  it  seemed  to  the  heightening 
of  the  mirth  of  the  lookers-on. 

The  woman  observed  this  with  a  huge  indiffer- 
ency,  that  some  might  have  thought  argued  little 
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of  the  mother  in  her ;  though  out  of  all  doubt  the 
chubby,  dirty,  and  ragged  little  urchin,  on  whom  the 
frolicsome  Jonas  was  playing  off  his  antics,  was  her 
child.  She  continued  her  attentions  to  the  cookery, 
notwithstanding  the  boy  occasionally  set  up  so  main 
aery  she  must  have  been  monstrous  hard  of  hearing 
had  she  not  known  of  it  somewhere  nigh  upon  the 
end  of  the  street.  At  last  it  so  chanced,  his .  tor- 
mentor, by  some  odd  contortions  of  all  his  limbs, 
thrust  his  unseemly  head  exactly  upon  the  very 
opposite  extremity  to  where  nature  had  originally 
placed  it,  and  hopped  around  the  room  on  his  two 
hands  like  a  bird,  supporting  the  frighted  boy  on 
his  legs,  which  were  standing  above  his  head  like  a 
pair  of  monstrous  horns.  The  shouts  which  this 
feat  created  made  the  mother  turn  from  the  pot  she 
was  so  intent  on. 

u  Heart  o'  grace,  here's  a  sight  to  see !"  exclaimed 
the  woman,  in  no  slight  astonishment,  and  with 
tome  small  spice  of  ill-nature.  "  Launce,  lad  !  o' 
my  life,  thou  ridest  in  a  strange  fashion  :  but  fair 
and  softly,  and  the  worst  beast  may  be  made  to  go 
its  best  paces." 

Notwithstanding  this  consolation,  the  boy,  who 
from  the  ordinary  state  of  his  apparel  was  known 
by  gentle  and  simple  as  Ragged  Launce,  cried  more 
lustily  than  ever :  yet  was  his  fright  so  ludicrous  it 
was  clean  impossible  for  any  to  care  about  releasing 
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him  from  his  unpleasant  position  :  and  the  merry 
knave  continued  his  leaping  till  he  was  tired. 

"  I  have  put  thee  to  most  unblessed  extremities, 
friend  Launce,"  said  he,  as  he  gravely  placed  him 
again  upon  his  legs,  and  with  a  mock  interest 
appeared  to  arrange  in  the  best  fashion  the  boy's 
dilapidated  garments.  "  But  thou  hast  bad  habits, 
friend  Launce/'  he  continued,  pulling  the  poor 
boy's  linen  out  of  the  wide  rents  in  his  several 
garments — "  bad  habits,  which,  albeit  neither  parson 
nor  pedagogue,  it  is  my  vocation  to  mend.  I 
prythee  come  to  my  dwelling  when  thou  hast 
ceased  to  be  wanted  as  a  scarecrow,  and  I  will 
do  thy  elbows  all  the  service  my  craft  can  com- 


"  In  sooth,  his  apparelling  be  none  o'  the  best," 
said  his  mother,  with  a  show  of  gravity  in  the 
laugh  she  heartily  joined  in  with  those  about  her, 
"  nor  could  it  well  have  been  so,  seeing  that  after 
Dickon  o^  the  Close  had  worn  it  seven  year,  he  gave 
it  to  his  ploughman  Robin,  who  died  the  next 
sheep-shearing  of  the  sweating  sickness ;  and  my 
poor  husband,  that's  also  dead  and  gone,  had  it  on 
him  in  all  seasons,  thatching  or  ditching,  felling  or 
weeding  from  the  Martinmas  Master  Gosling's 
brindled  cow  tossed  Goody  Skillet  into  the  horse- 
pond,  till  that  very  Allhallow's  when  Sir  George 
Carew's  Irish  hound  was  drowned  in  the  well ;  a 
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matter  of  three  year  and  a  half:  and  since  then 

Launce  hath  had  them  for  lack  of  better." 
*  A  fine  choice  of  masters,  o'  my  life,"  cried  Tom 

Hart  to  his  guests,  merrily.     "  I  trust  there  be  no 

danger  of  hats  serving  so  many.* 

"  Nay,  Tom,  that  would  suit  us  but  ill,  I  pro- 
mise you/9  answered  his  ready  helpmate,  as  she 
was  assisting  to  get  the  supper  in  proper  forward- 
ness. "  Of  the  two,  I  would  liefer  a  lack  of  heads 
for  the  hats,  than  a  lack  of  hats  for  the  heads.  For 
mine  own  part,  were  I  a  sovereign  princess,  I  would 
make  it  felony,  without  benefit  of  clergy,  for  any 
one  to  shelter  his  crown  in  any  covering  whereof 
another  man  hath  already  had  honest  advantages." 
"  That  is  to  say,  dame,*  observed  Jonas  Tietape, 
with  a  grin  of  surpassing  drollery,  "  an  a  man  must 
needs  take  to  other  men's  hats,  he  should  have  no 
head  to  support  his  own  withal." 
"Odds  pigs,  Jonas  !"  exclaimed  the  stout  miller, 

"that  would  not  be  a  law  to  break  on  a  sudden. 

However  ill-lined  a  man's  purse  may  be,  methinks 

be  could   better  afford  to  lose  his  hat  than  his 


"  Ah !  feyther,  that  would  I  for  one  at  all  times/ 
answered  the  younger  Dredger,  breaking  off  for  a 
while  from  his  dalliance  with  the  fair  tapster. 

u  I  warrant  you,"  observed  Jasper  Broadfoot, 
opening  his  huge  mouth  with  a  horse-laugh  such 


£2  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

as  might  have  disturbed  the  repose  of  all  the  steeds 
in  the  neighbourhood. 

Jasper  Broadfoot  had  not  much  to  say;  but 
Jasper  Broadfoot  had  at  times  a  monstrous  deal  to 
laugh,  and  his  little  say  was  ever  the  prelude  of  a 
burst  of  mirth,  of  which  the  end  seemed  more  pro- 
blematical than  all  the  pages  of  that  famous  master 
of  figures,  Master  Euclid. 

"  Prythee  heed  not  such  idle  fancies,  good  gos- 
sips," here  observed  Goody  Poppet,  with  an  air 
the  while  that  spoke  an  infinite  satisfaction  with 
her  fine  apparel,  the  greater  portion  of  which  was 
of  other  people's  wearing.  "  There  be  no  harm  in 
putting  on  a  thing  that  fitteth  you  —  the  more  espe- 
cial if  it  cost  nothing — though  it  hath  been  worn  of 
another." 

"  Truly  I  think  not,"  added  the  miller's  wife, 
who  did  not  disdain  a  cast  gown  from  the  lady  of 
the  manor,  or  any  other  worshipful  person  within 
five  miles  of  her,  which  she  appeared  in  with  slight 
regard  of  the  laws  made  and  provided  against  the 
commonalty  wearing  what  was  allowed  only  to  their 
betters. 

"Dear  heart,  doth  say  so,  indeed!91  exclaimed 
Penelope  Tressle,the  elder  of  the  two  spinsters,  with 
a  smile  of  some  ambiguousness  on  her  spare  visage. 
"  For  mine  own  part,  I  either  mislike  others  appa- 
relling hugely,  or  it  misliketh  me,  for  of  other  than 
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mine  own  gear  have  I  never  donned  since  I  have 
known  the  use  of  homespun  :  and  Honour  hath 
been  afflicted  with  the  like  foolishness." 

u  Ay,  that  have  I,w  said  her  younger  sister,  in- 
nocently, «  and  I  thank  God  for  it" 

"And  what  art  thou  thankful  for,  thou  scare- 
crow ?"  cried  Tommy  Hart,  as  he  caught  Ragged 
Launce  up  by  the  arm,  and  placed  him  on  one  of 
the  stools,  where,  in  the  light  of  the  fire,  he  stood 
half  abashed,  with  one  finger  to  his  eye,  and  the 
other  hand  grasping  the  tattered  remnants  of  his 
lower  garment.  He  was  silent  for  awhile,  even 
though  all  around  him  were  busy  making  the  very 
hitingest  jests  they  could  think  of  at  his  expense ; 
and  laughing  seemed  a  privilege  it  was  evident 
none  cared  to  be  deprived  of. 

"Thou  hast  monstrous  cause  for  thankfulness, 
friend  Launce,"  said  Jonas,  as  he  was  soberly  intent 
on  making  the  boy's  jerkin — which  was  a  world  too 
large  —  sit  upon  him  with  some  pretensions  to  the 
court  style ;  ever  and  anon  standing  at  a  distance, 
as  though  to  admire  the  sit  of  it,  and  looking  on 
the  bystanders  with  that  air  of  satisfaction  with 
which  an  admirable  workman  is  wont  to  shew  his 
handicraft. 

"What  art  thankful  for,  I  pry  thee  ?"  cried  Tommy 
Hart, once  again. 
"Methinks  I  have  no  great  call  for  thanks  at 
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this  present,"  observed  Ragged  Launce,  looking 
steadfastly  on  the  cuff  of  his  jerkin ;  then,  suddenly 
lifting  up  his  eyes  to  his  questioner  with  a  famous 
shrewd  look,  added,  "  but  an  thou  let  me  have  a 
fair  new  cap  to  my  head  to  wear  on  holidays,  I  will 
have  such  notable  cause  for  thanks,  I  cannot  help 
being  thankful  the  rest  of  my  life." 

"  Why,  thou  cozening  rogue,  thou  !"  exclaimed 
the  merry  hatter,  joining  heartily  in  the  laugh  this 
speech  raised  at  his  expense.  "  But,  out  of  good- 
will to  thy  father,  to  whom  I  owe  some  thanks,  the 
fair  new  cap  thou  shalt  have,  and  with  it  such  a 
suit  withal  as  thy  mother  Maud  and  that  grinning 
varlet  Jonas  can  provide  for  thee  out  of  one  of 
mine." 

This  announcement  was  received  with  infinite 
contentation  ;  and,  as  may  be  supposed,  none  were 
so  well  content  with  it  as  Maud  and  her  ragged 
boy,  of  whom  the  latter  was  so  in  especial,  and 
minded  not  a  wMt  the  many  rough  tricks  the  merry 
knave  kept  playing  upon  him.  In  the  meanwhile, 
Maud,  assisted  by  Dame  Hart  and  her  more  ma- 
tronly gossips,  had  finished  her  cookery,  and  got 
it  spread  on  the  table  ready  for  the  now  hungry 
company,  who,  nothing  loath,  sat  themselves  down 
to  it  in  a  presently,  and  were  soon  wondrous  busy  in 
essaying  the  several  dishes.  Nevertheless,  busy  as 
they  seemed  every  one  of  them,  their  mirth  scarce 
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slacked  an  instant.    The  woman's  tailor  appeared 

to  have  a  greater  commodity  of  tricks,  jests,  strange 

grimaces,  and  odd  distortions  of  himself  than  ever 

he  had,  whereof  he  displayed  a  most  choice  store, 

till  some  could  not  eat  for  laughing,  and  others 

could  not  laugh  for  choking ;  and,  as  for  drinking, 

none  dared  so  much  as  put  a  cup  to  his  mouth  in 

his  right,  for,  after  the  resistless,  ludicrous  grimace 

that  was  sure  to  come  of  it,  a  hogshead  was  as 

likely  to  be  swallowed  as  a  mouthful. 

The  first  to  begin,  and  the  last  to  leave  off,  every 
kugh*that  was  set  a-going  was  Tommy  Hart  and 
his  fair  helpmate ;  and  so  excellent  an  example 
was  not  like  to  be  lost  sight  of  in  such  a  company ; 
whereof  the  consequence  was,  the  black-pudding 
cooled  on  the  trenchers,  and  the  porridge  was  like 
to  be  sent  away  scarce  touched  of  any,  had  not 
wine  space  intervened  between  the  fits  of  mirth 
that  were  so  general. 

Of  all  those  present  there  was  but  one  who  looked 
w  if  taking  any  interest  in  the  meal  before  him,  and 
this  was  no  other  than  Ragged  Launce.  He  sat  on 
a  stool  cross-legged,  with  a  smoking  bowl  of  por- 
ridge in  his  lap  ;  and  though  such  excess  of  mirth, 
shrieks,  and  shouts,  and  frantic  gesticulations  pro- 
ceeded from  every  one  about  him,  Launce  continued 
at  his  porridge  as  grave  as  a  lawyer  making  a  will 
at  the  death-bed  of  his  client,  blowing  every  burning 
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spoonful  with  an  intense  energy  that  puffed  up  his 
dirty  fat  cheeks  as  big  as  those  of  a  trumpeter  at 
the  sounding  of  some  monstrous  high  note  j  yet,  in 
his  eagerness  taking  of  it  so  hot,  the  tears  ran  down 
his  eyes  in  streams  as  he  gulped  the  scalding  morsel. 
But,  when  he  had  finished  the  bowl,  there  was  a 
change,  I  warrant  you !  In  an  instant  he  was  as 
alive  to  the  fun  as  any,  and,  of  the  various  voices 
that  burst  forth  at  every  fresh  piece  of  exquisite 
fooling  on  the  part  of  Jonas,  the  shrill  treble  of 
Ragged  Launce  was  far  above  the  loudest. 

In  a  short  space,  he  was  called  upon  to  Itelp  to 
remove  the  trenchers,  which  he  did  with  an  exceed- 
ing readiness,  taking  care,  as  he  turned  his  back  to 
the  table,  to  empty  into  his  gaping  jaws  whatever 
eatable  thing  was  left  thereon. 

"Launce!"  shouted  Jonas  Tietape,  in  a  voice 
that  made  the  boy  drop  the  trencher  he  was  then 
carrying  away.  He  turned  round  short,  and  picked 
up  the  fallen  vessel,  but  answered  not,  for  a  reason 
doubtless  sufficiently  to  the  purpose.  "  Launce, 
I  tell  thee,  come  hither !" 

The  boy  slowly  approached — albeit  with  a  coun- 
tenance of  some  irresolution.  "  My  trencher, 
sirrah !  What  made  thee  remove  it  without  any 
request  so  to  do?" 

Launce  seemed  suddenly  suffering  from  some 
convulsive  action  of  the  face,  part  of  which  looked 
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afflicted  with  an  awful  swelling.  He  twisted  his 
mouth  about  in  an  exceeding  odd  manner ;  but, 
instead  of  answering,  stared  very  hard  at  his  ques- 
tioner, and  returned  the  trencher  to  the  table. 

"  Ah,  this  be  it  out  of  all  doubt !"  exclaimed 
Jonas,  "  but  what  witchcraft  hath  conjured  away 
the  goodly  portion  of  exquisite  dumpling  that  was 
on  it  but  a  moment  since  ?" 

Launce  looked  as  though  making  desperate 
efforts  to  answer.  The  corners  of  his  mouth  were 
seen  to  move  with  violent  twitches ;  the  swelling 
shifted  a  bit,  but  did  not  diminish.  Nothing,  how- 
ever, came  of  these  movements,  but  a  stare  more 
fixed  and  of  less  meaning  than  the  former  one. 

"Hast  lost  the  use  of  thy  tongue,  knave  !"  No, 
it  was  his  teeth  he  had  lost  the  use  of.  In  trans- 
ferring the  contents  of  the  trencher  to  the  capacious 
cupboard,  that  had  already  received  the  unfurnish- 
ing  of  sundry  others  equally  well  provided,  he  had 
on  the  sudden  sent  his  teeth  with  such  force  into 
the  thick  piece  of  dough,  that  he  could  not  with- 
draw them,  and  he  could  neither  swallow  the 
unwieldy  mouthful,  nor  disengage  his  jaws  for 
the  purposes  of  speech.  In  short,  his  mouth  was 
as  firmly  closed  as  though  a  padlock  had  fastened 
it. 

"  Alas,  gossips,  this  is  a  sad  business !"  cried 
Jonas,  looking  wondrously  doleful.     "  The  loss  of 
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my  dumpling  I  care  not  so  much.  Though  I  do 
affirm  it  to  be  as  delicate  eating  as  dumpling  ever 
was.  Yet  the  loss  of  this  poor  boy's  gift  of  speech 
is  as  deplorable  a  thing  as  can  well  be  thought  of. 
But  I  must  needs  essay  a  touch  of  mine  art.  I 
do  hope  to  recover  both  these  losses." 

Ragged  Launce  was  getting  more  uneasy  every 
minute.  His  face  had  become  marvellously  hot 
and  red,  and  his  grimaces  horribly  violent.  The 
company  looked  in  silence  it  is  true,  but  with  looks 
of  such  meaning  as  any  language  at  their  com- 
mandment could  not  half  so  well  have  expressed. 

The  tailor  with  great  gravity  drew  the  boy  to- 
wards him,  muttering  a  strange  jargon  in  a  rapid 
voice  that  made  ragged  Launce  tremble  to  his  shoes. 
Suddenly  laying  the  boy's  head  in  his  lap,  he 
caught  hold  of  his  nose  with  one  hand,  and  his 
chin  with  the  other,  and  drew  open  his  mouth,  ex- 
hibiting to  all  the  huge  lump  of  dumpling  that 
seemed  to  fill  the  whole  space  within. 

"  Behold  the  virtue  of  mine  art,  my  masters  !" 
cried  Jonas  exultingly.  "  Lo!  I  have  found  the  lost 
dumpling."  A  laugh  long  and  loud  testified  the 
general  acknowledgment  of  his  skill  as  a  conjuror. 
Launce  made  one  desperate  effort — a  swelling  rose 
in  his  neck  of  a  size  awful  to  look  on — his  eyes 
became  red  with  straining — tears  gushed  over  his 
dingy  cheeks — he  gasped  as  though  like  one  taken 
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with  a  sudden  fit,  and  then  drew  a  strong  breath. 
"  0  my  life,  I  knew  not,  but  you  had  done  with 
your  trencher  F  said  he,  in  a  monstrous  eagerness. 
a  Behold  the  virtue  of  mine  art,  my  masters  !" 
again  exclaimed  Jonas,  in  the  same  exulting  tone. 
tt  Lo !  I  have  found  the  lost  speech." 

In  the  midst  of  the  roar  of  mirth  which  came  on 
the  heels  of  this  marvellous  discovery,  there  was 
heard  a  loud  knocking  at  the  outer  door,  at  the 
which  all  started,  some  with  astonishment,  some 
with  alarm,  and  some  with  wonder.  Ragged 
Launce  in  very  fear  slunk  away  and  hid  himself 
under  the  big  settle,  but  failed  not  as  he  went  to 
take  with  him  a  huge  roasted  pippin  with  cloves 
in  it,  that  lay  with  others  close  at  hand  on  the 
table ;  but,  quick  as  he  had  done  it,  it  escaped  not 
the  eye  of  his  busy  mother,  who  on  the  instant 
pursued  him  with  the  ladle  she  had  in  her  hand, 
and,  as  he  was  ducking  under  the  settle,  hit  him  so 
sore  a  stroke  with  it  on  his  pole,  he  set  up  a  cry 
loud  enough  to  alarm  all  the  watch  in  the  town. 
Nevertheless,  seeing  he  was  likely  to  have  no  worse 
usage,  as  the  enraged  Maud  forbore  any  further 
proceedings,  hearing  a  repetition  of  the  rude 
knocking  more  violent  than  before,  he  quieted  his 
dying,  and  with  one  hand  rubbing  his  bruised 
pate,  with  the  other  he  thrust  the  pippin  into  his 
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mouth,  and  soon  lost  all  sense  of  pain,  or  fear 
either,  in  its  enjoyment. 
«  Who  can  it  be  ?" 

"  What  can  any  seek  here  at  this  untimely 
hour?" 

"  It  cannot  be  thieves  surely." 
"  Pray  Heaven  it  be  not  fire  1" 
"  Hath  any  ill-mannerly  rogue  been  set  on  to 
disturb  our  pleasure  ?" 

u  Some  drunken  varlet  mayhap,  who  hath  mis- 
taken his  lodging ." 

"  Perchance  it  be  some  one  for  me." 
"  Nay,  I  expect  'tis  I  who  am  wanted." 
"  As  I  live,  it  was  an  awful  knocking  !" 
"  An  it  should  be  any  thing  not  of  this  world." 
"  Alack  !  do  not  say  so,  I  prythee  !" 
"  Mercy  on  us,  there  it  be,  again  !  Oh  it  cannot 
help  being  a  warning  for  us  to  prepare  for  our 
ends." 

And  thus  every  one  cried  out  something,  and 
every  one  imagined  something,  but  none  looked 
inclined  to  see  what  something  it  was.  This  state 
of  things  was  made  a  thousand  times  worse  by  the 
woman's  tailor  suddenly  assuming  cm  aspect  of  the 
most  absolute  affright  ever  witnessed,  whilst  at 
the  same  time  he  uttered  a  cry  so  terrible  all  the 
women  shrieked,  and  rushed  into  the  arms  of  the 
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nearest  them  with  such  wondrous  force,  more 
than  one  was  borne  to  the  ground,  and  the  rest 
were  so  jostled  together,  a  flock  of  timid  sheep 
set  on  by  a  dog  could  not  have  got  in  so  small  a 
compass. 

Jonas  stood  aloof  from  the  fear-struck  throng 
with  his  hands  on  his  hips,  and  his  mouth  at  its 
utmost  stretch,  giving  vent  to  so  boisterous  a  peal 
of  laughing  as  even  those  old  rafters,  familiar  as 
they  were  with  such  sounds,  had  had  no  know- 
ledge of. 

u  Why,  thou  intolerable  faint  hearts  !*  exclaimed 
be,  as  soon  as  he  could  get  proper  command  of  his 
speech.  u  If  it  be  any  thing  less  substantial  than 
Goody  Poppet's  stout  wench,  with  her  lantern  to 
see  home  her  mistress,  I  have  no  more  brains  than 
a  three-hooped  pot."  Whereupon  the  merry  knave 
threw  open  the  door,  and  flying  like  a  wheel, 
turning  round  upon  his  hands  and  feet,  he  passed 
with  a  mischievous  chuckle  through  the  next 
chamber  to  the  house-door,  though  the  way  was 
so  dark  you  could  not  see  your  hand  in  it. 

This  declaration  somewhat  pacified  the  affrighted 
company,  whereof  the  male  part  seemed  the  readi- 
est satisfied  —  the  most  scared  being  by  far  the 
quickest  to  assume  an  air  of  indifferency — the  miller 
and  his  son  boldly  saying  they  were  assured  all 
along  it  could  be  no  other  than  their  gossip's  hand- 
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maid ;  but  Tommy  Hart  honestly  said,  he  had  not 
been  in  so  horrible  a  fear  all  his  days,  and  vowed 
he  would  never  rest  till  he  had  served  that  "  snipt- 
taffeta  fellow/'  as  he  styled  the  tailor,  with  such 
another  trick. 

As  they  were  all  rapidly  gaining  confidence,  and 
Goody  Poppet  was  preparing  for  putting  herself 
under  the  guidance  of  her  usual  attendant  in  dark 
nights  to  return  home,  the  door  opened.  Every 
one  expected  the  stout  wench  so  well  known  to 
them,  but  there  presently  entered  one  who  was  no 
more  like  unto  her,  than  is  the  golden  sun  to  a 
Banbury  cheese. 

The  hood  with  which  her  delicate  sweet  face  was 
enveloped  was  suddenly  thrown  back  from  her 
shoulders  by  the  hand  of  Jonas  Tietape,  who  had 
entered  with  her,  and  there  was  displayed  the  fea- 
tures of  a  young  girl,  of  not  more  than  twelve 
years,  flushed  as  though  with  some  great  exertion, 
and  wearing  withal  a  troubled  air,  that  did  give  to 
its  surpassing  loveliness  an  expression  so  touching, 
the  horridest  villain  could  not  help  feeling  its  ex- 
quisite influence. 

"  Susannah !"  cried  Joan  Hart,  evidently  in  a 
wondrous  amazement  as  she  recognised  her  youth- 
ful visitor.  "  Why,  what  hath  brought  thee  here 
at  this  untimely  hour?" 

"  Truly  a  great  need  !"  replied  as  musical  soft 
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a  voice  as  ear  ever  heard  this  side  of  Heaven ;  and 
then  she  wrung  her  dainty  little  hands,  and  looked 
so  pitiful,  all  present  felt  their  hearts  melt  within 
them.  "  An  it  please  you,  good,  sweet  aunt,  you 
return  with  me  to  Shottery  on  the  instant." 

The  tender-hearted  Joan  stopped  not  for  ques- 
tioning. Leaving  the  child  to  the  sympathy  of  her 
guests,  she  flow  for  such  things  as  were  needful 
for  her  to  put  on  for  the  journey,  and,  before  the 
more  inquisitive  of  the  company  had  extracted, 
from  amidst  her  constant  tears  and  sorrowful  ex- 
clamations, aught  beside  her  having  run  all  the 
way  over  the  fields,  without  any  companion,  in  so 
dismal  a  night,  Joan  had  returned  ready  to  start. 
Her  husband  grasped  his  cudgel,  and,  having 
quicklyJighted  a  lantern,  and  put  himself  in  a 
like  readiness,  he  bade  his  guests  "  good  night," 
and  was  soon  anxiously  accompanying  the  fair 
child  and  his  excellent  helpmate  into  the  street. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

All  I  have  done  is  little  yet  to  purpose, 
Bat,  ere  I  leave  him,  I  will  perceive  him  blush  ; 
And  make  him  feel  the  passions  that  I  do, 
And  every  true  lover  will  assist  roe  in't, 
And  send  me  their  sad  sighs  to  blow  it  home, 
For  Cupid  wants  a  dart  to  wound  this  bosom. 

The  Laws  of  Candy. 

Fred.  She's  free  as  you  or  1  am,  and  may  have, 

By  that  prerogative,  a  liberal  choice 

In  the  bestowing  of  her  love. 

Lod.  Bestowing? 

If  it  be  so,  she  has  bestowed  herself 

Upon  a  trim  youth. 

The  Captain. 

That  such  an  oyster- shell  should  hold  a  pearl — 
And  of  so  rare  a  price — in  prison. 

Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a  Wife. 

The  musician  sat  tuning  of  his  cittern,  close 
upon  where  sat  an  ancient  gentlewoman,  with 
whom  it  was  evident  he  was  not  only  upon  terms 
of  some  intimacy,  but,  if  looks  and  courteous  words 
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denote   aught,  the  exquisite  and  very  vehement 
gallantry  of  his  manner  towards  her  had  touched 
her  affections  somewhat.  Of  a  verity,  he  was  a  man 
like  enough  to  impress  a  woman's  heart  with  a 
sense  of  the  most  absolute  affectionateness,  for  not 
only  had  he  in  visage  and  person  such  gifts  as  are 
usually  all-powerful  with  a  fair  lady,  the  which 
were  set  off"  in  a  very  gallant,  peach-coloured  suit, 
with  a  cloak  of  murray  velvet,  faced  with  fur,  and 
all  corresponding  appurtenances ;   but  there  was 
that  in  his  look,  in  his  voice,  and   in  his  every 
motion  —  albeit  there  was  a  marvellous  stiffness 
to  the  homage  and  tenderness  with  which  he  ap- 
peared to  regard  his  companion,  that  smacked  of  an 
age  gone  by  —  that  spoke  him  to  be  of  no  common 
sort. 

Certes,  the  tall,  antiquated,  stately  dame,  who 
looked  into  his  eyes  with  so  manifest  a  conceit  of 
ecstasy,  was  not  of  that  proper  condition  that  would 
in  ordinary  cases  attract  so  admirable  a  gallant. 
She  lacked  youth  most  abominably ;  and  of  charms 
had  she  no  more  than  would  serve  to  show  she  was 
oot  quite  a  dressed-up  anatomy.     Her  parchment 
risage — albeit  there  was  paint  enough  on  it  to  have 
done  some  service  towards  creating  any  Red  Lion 
or  flaming  Phoenix  worthy  of  being  the  pride  of 
the  whole  city — only  gave  signs  of  life  in  the  con- 
stant trick  she  had  of  forcing  her  mouth,  which 
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resembled  a  hole  in  a  hose  that  had  been  horribly 
boggled  in  the  mending,  into  the  fashion  of  smiling  ; 
and  in  the  no  less  continual  habit  of  hers,  of  raising 
her  sunken  eyes  from  the  edge  of  her  robe,  that 
stood  out  all  around  her  stiff  as  any  board,  unto 
those  of  the  handsome  musician,  and  then  as  sud- 
denly letting  them  fall  to  renew  their  long  ac- 
quaintance with  the  fading  pattern  of  her  dress. 

Her  close  vest  and  round  ruff,  her  long  waist 
and  stiff  farthingale,  her  lace  cuffs  and  trimmings, 
with  her  gown  of  faded  satin,  looked  as  though 
done  on  stone ;  and,  had  it  not  been  for  a  sort  of 
palsy,  which  she  strove  to  disguise  by  keeping  her 
chin  fixed  in  her  left  hand,  as  though  it  were  in  a 
pillory,  that  gave  her  head  an  inconstant  humour 
of  motion,  the  curls  of  her  perriwig  —  set  with 
streamers    in   the   old   Venetian   fashion,   with   a 
feather  at  the  side  —  might  as  easily  have  passed 
for  a  cunning  piece  of  statuary.     Her  right  hand, 
however,  partook  not  of  such  stillness ;  for,  though 
it  was  close  on  winter,  and  a  pleasant  fire  of  logs 
was  burning  on  the  fire  beside  her,  she  kept  it 
beating  the  air  with  a  huge  fan  very  vigorously; 
ever  and  anon  furling  it  quickly,  and  tapping  of 
her  companion  playfully,  or  shaking  it  at  him, 
when  his  compliments  seemed  to  her  to  have  a 
meaning  in  them  which  appealed  somewhat  too 
directly  to  her  too  susceptible  nature. 
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u  Nay,  Master  Dulcimer,  thou  must,  indeed," 
exclaimed  the  dame,  with  an  exceeding  earnest- 
ness, furling  her  fan  briskly,  and  then  as  rapidly 
opening  it  to  the  full  display  of  a  most  moving 
scene  from  the  romance  of  Launcelot  du  Lac, 
painted  thereon. 

"  By  those  divine  and  love-darting  orbs,  I  am 
in  no  voice,"  replied  the  musician,  in  a  tone  of 
exquisite  melancholy,  as  he  struck  two  or  three 
tender  chords  upon  his  instrument 

"  Oh,  thou  silly  flatterer,  thou  !  "  cried  she, 
shaking  her  closed  fan  at  him,  though  with  a 
snirk  on  her  visage  that  would  have  assured  a 
less  observant  spectator  she  was  well  pleased  at 
such  language.  "  But,  prythee,  tell  me  not  thy 
voice  is  like  to  fail  thee,  for  I  have  set  my  heart  on 
hearing  this  ballad." 

"  A  villanous  cold,  an  it  please  you,  sweetest 
Wy,"  said  the  gallant,  bending  over  his  cittern  to 
the  complete  hiding  his  face  for  the  nonce  from 
toe  keenness  of  her  looks,  as  he  added,  in  a  sort  of 
passionate  whisper,  "  Sooth  to  say,  the  foolish 
Hong  I  have  for  singing  o'  nights  under  the 
chamber  that  holds  such  a  pearl  of  price,  hath 
occasioned  me  so  monstrous  a  hoarseness,  I  doubt 
I  have  more  notes  than  a  cuckoo." 

w  Dear  heart,  thou  shalt  have  a  posset  on  the 
instant!"  exclaimed  the  enamoured  dame,  rising 
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with  as  much  state  in  her  movements  as  tenderness 
in  her  looks. 

"  Nay,  by  this  heavenly  light,  I  will  never  allow 
it,  sweet  Mistress  Deborah  !"  cried  the  musician, 
suddenly  rising  with  a  famous  humility  in  his 
countenance.  "  I  am  scarce  fit  to  be  noticed  of 
such  excellence/' 

"  Thy  hoarseness  must  be  cured,  Master  Dulci- 
mer," said  the  lady,  curtseying  to  the  very  ground 
to  the  low  bending  of  the  gallant  before  her,  as  he 
with  the  deepest  air  of  reverence  took  her  hand  to 
lead  her  back  to  her  seat,  from  which  she  had  got 
a  pace  or  two.  "  Believe  me,  Master  Dulcimer, 
'tis  the  exquisitest  posset  ever  made  —  the  sove- 
reignest  thing  on  earth  for  a  hoarseness.  Her 
gracious  highness  Queen  Mary,  of  glorious  memory, 
hath  oft  applied  to  my  poor  ability  for  the  concoct- 
ing of  it,  and  hath  expressed  wonderful  comfort 
ere  she  had  scarce  swallowed  a  mouthful." 

t€  I  should  scorn  myself  ever  after,  could  I  suffer 
my  humbleness  to  be  raised  by  such  matchless 
goodness,  to  taste  what  the  highest  of  the  land 
must  have  been  but  too  proud  to  have  enjoyed  at 
such  fair  hands." 

"  They  were  well  pleased  enough  doubtless, 
Master  Dulcimer.  Not  only  her  late  Highness, 
who  honoured  me  with  many  tokens  of  her  most 
princely  regard,  but  that  puissant  and  most  excel- 
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lent  sovereign  Henry  the  Eighth,  and  his  sweet 
on,  the  young  King  Edward,  who  is  now  a  saint 
in  Heaven,  as  likewise  her  present  Highness  the 
Queen's  Majesty,  hath  granted  me  many  precious 
favours ;  for,  as  thou  art  I  know  well  acquainted, 
I  have  lived  among  princes  and  nobles  all  my 
days." 

"  Of  a  surety,  that  accounteth  for  the  princely 
and  noble  air  thou  possesseth  so  completely." 

"  In  sooth  I  know  not,"  said  the  lady  with 
another  majestic  bend  to  the  ground,  in  return  for 
one  of  a  like  kind  which  followed  the  civil  speech 
of  ber  gallant.  "  But  thy  hoarseness,  Master  Dul- 
cimer, getteth  no  remedy  all  this  while.  As  it 
hath  been  got  in  my  service,  I  cannot  but  endea- 
vour its  cure  with  all  speed." 

At  this  she  was  again,  in  all  the  dignity  of  a 
queen,  sweeping  forward  to  procure  the  promised 
posset,  when  the  musician  once  more,  with  a  reve- 
rence even  more  respectful,  and  a  concern  more  abso- 
lute than  he  exhibited  on  the  previous  occasion,  took 
her  hand  with  many  fine  spun  expressions  of  hum* 
bleness,  and  led  her  back  to  her  seat.  A  little 
more  stately  colloquy  followed,  full  of  flattery  on 
one  side,  and  of  vanity  on  the  other.  But  as  the 
speech  of  Master  Dulcimer  was  evidently  getting 
terribly  thick,  till  it  became  more  like  the  croak- 
ing of  a  raven  than  the  voice   of  a  gallant,  she 
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became  monstrous  eager  the  posset  should  be 
tried. 

At  last  when  she  found  the  flattering  humility 
of  her  companion  was  in  no  way  to  be  moved,  and 
possibly  in  some  measure  tired  of  the  many  bend- 
ings  to  the  floor,  her  notions  of  proper  ceremony 
bade  her  make  in  return  for  the  many  equally 
lowly  her  gallant  honoured  her  with  at  every  fine 
speech,  a  thought  seemed  suddenly  to  have  entered 
into  her  head,  the  which,  had  she  not  been  so 
intent  on  the  sweet  things  she  heard,  would  have 
found  a  place  there  at  the  very  first. 

u  By  my  fay,  I  had  clean  forgot !"  said  she ; 
then  raising  her  voice  to  a  pitch  somewhat  of  the 
sharpest,  she  cried,  "  Mistress  Varnon !  haste,  I 
prythee,  and  make  a  posset  for  worthy  Master 
Dulcimer." 

This  speech  was  directed  to  a  most  comely 
maiden,  who  stood  concealed  from  view  in  one  of 
the  deep  windows.  Possibly  she  had  gone  there 
for  the  better  seeing  some  music  she  held  in  her 
hand  ;  and  perchance  the  youth  at  her  side  was 
offering  what  assistance  he  had  at  his  command- 
ment in  the  proper  understanding  of  it,  but  me* 
thinks,  if  this  had  been  the  case,  there  had  been 
no  such  need  as  there  seemed  for  the  passionate 
words  that  one  gave  the  other,  and  the  deep  fond- 
ness  which   shone   in  their  looks,    and    in    their 
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exceeding  closeness.  Surely,  it  needed  not  the 
youth's  hand  locked  in  that  of  the  maiden,  whilst 
the  other  arm  encompassed  her  girdle  with  so  firm 
a  pressure,  her  little  ruff  ever  and  anon  seemed 
like  to  be  crushed  against  his  jerkin,  for  the  proper 
understanding  of  music  of  any  kind ;  but  this  was 
not  all.  These  two,  it  was  evident,  had  been  as 
regardless  of  the  antiquated  dame  and  her  formal 
gallant,  as  were  that  goodly  pair,  of  them.  Their 
loving  dialogue,  for  such  it  was  out  of  all  doubt,  so 
filled  every  sense,  not  only  were  their  companions 
lost  sight  of,  but  of  the  whole  world  were  they  in  a 
like  forgetfulness. 

"Methinks  it  cannot  but  be  wrong,  my  dear 
lord,"  murmured  the  blushing  maiden,  her  heart 
beating  against  her  lover's  breast,  like  a  bird  newly 
caged  fluttering  the  bars  of  its  prison-house.  "  'Tis 
true  aunt  Deborah  useth  me  with  exceeding  harsh- 
ness, but  I  can  scarce  reconcile  me  to  the  part 
your  friend  is  playing,  which  cannot  but  end 
in  her  great  unhappiness,  and  to  leave  her  in  a 
state  of  such  terrible  disappointment  as  must  needs 
come  of  it,  when  all  is  discovered,  looketh  to  me 
cruel  and  unraaidenly." 

"Tush,  sweet  heart !"  exclaimed  the  disguised 
gallant,  pressing  her  to  him  more  fondly.  '*  The 
usage  you  have  at  her  hands  is  such,  that  for  it 
nothing  can  be  too  great  a  punishment.     She  hath 
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employed  her  utmost  for  the  complete  marring  of 
your  happiness,  merely  because  the  Queen  liketh 
not  my  Lord  Southampton  to  marry,  and  so  leave 
her  with  one  servant  the  less,  of  whom  she  can 
command  attentions  that  in  her  old  age  she  should 
have  never  a  thought  of;  and  to  be  in  favour  with 
her  Highness,  Dame  Deborah,  hath  not  only  done 
me  all  manner  of  ill  offices  with  the  Queen,  but 
hath  spoke  of  you  to  her  in  so  horrible,  infamous 
a  manner,  as  your  pure  heart  can  have  no  notion 
of." 

"  In  very  sooth  now,  dear  Wriothesley,  hath  she 
done  me  this  huge  unkindness  ?"  earnestly  in- 
quired his  indignant  mistress,  whilst  big  tears 
trembling  on  the  long  lashes  of  her  fair  eyes  did 
most  eloquently  speak  her  sense  of  her  kinswoman's 
injustice. 

"  As  I  live,  my  Sweeting,  His  so !"  replied  the 
youth  with  a  like  earnestness.  "  I  was  told  of  it 
by  one  who  was  present,  and  I  shortly  after  re- 
ceived of  the  Queen  a  sharp  rating,  with  number- 
less proud  peremptory  terms,  for  paying  any  sort 
of  heed  to  one  so  discreditably  spoken  of." 

The  lashes  of  the  fair  listener  became  so  heavily 
laden  with  those  most  choice  pearls,  that  they 
could  no  longer  have  footing  there,  and  came 
stealing  over  her  downy  cheek  as  if  well  inclined 
to  linger  over  such  dainty  ground. 
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"Sweetest  life!"  whispered  her  lover  with  in- 
creased vehemency  of  love  at  the  sight  of  her  tears. 
"There  is  no  bearing  this  monstrous  tyranny. 
Hill's  stratagem  is  the  very  properest  stratagem 
that  could  have  been  devised,  for  without  it  how 
could  I  have  had  access  to  thee,  my  life  !  my  heart ! 
for  a  single  instant  ? — and  'tis  her  own  unconscion- 
able vanity  that  is  to  blame,  if  she  take  to  heart  at 
the  discovery,  the  being  made  so  absolute  a  gull. 
But  I  am  assured  no  harm  will  come  of  it.  Her 
heart  is  as  stiff  as  her  stomacher,  and  she  hath 
about  as  much  feeling  as  hath  the  oak  floor  she 
passeth  over  with  so  stately  a  step." 

Mistress  Varnon  wiped  away  the  tears  that 
rested  on  her  cheeks,  as  though  they  meant  to 
settle  there  all  their  days ;  but  she  attempted  not 
any  sort  of  reply. 

u  On  the  knees  of  my  heart,  I  beseech  thee 
secure  my  happiness ;"  continued  the  devoted  lover, 
pressing  the  trembling  girl  to  him  with  a  greater 
shew  of  affectionateness  than  ever.  "  I  have  all 
things  in  readiness ;  it  needeth  but  thy  consent  to 
be  free  for  ever  of  the  infamous  slanders,  and  con- 
tinual tyrannies  to  which  thou  hath  of  late  been 
subjected." 

The  looks  of  Mistress  Varnon  were  fixed  on  the 
floor,  and  an  expression  of  indecision  appeared  to 
linger  over  her  exquisite  sweet  countenance,  but 
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her  heart  was  beating  faster  than  she  thought  any 
heart  had  ever  done,  since  the  world  was  made. 

u  Do  I  not  love  thee,  a  thousand  times  better 
than  life  !"  murmured  the  young  nobleman  in  a 
tone  of  tender  melancholy,  it  was  scarce  possible 
for  one  of  her  loving  nature  to  listen  to  unmoved. 
"  In  honest  truth,  my  whole  soul  is  so  wrapt  in  thy 
infinite  perfections,  if  thou  deny  me  the  precious 
gift  of  them,  I  shall  take  such  a  hatred  to  my 
miserable  life,  I  will  to  Ireland  on  the  instant,  in 
the  hope  some  rebellious  kern  may  help  me  to  a 
speedy  riddance  of  it." 

"  Nay,  that  thou  shalt  never  do ;"  replied  the 
loving  maiden,  in  tones  so  soft  and  low,  and  trem- 
bling withaU  they  could  scarce  he  heard. 

"  Wilt  consent,  then,  my  sweeting,  to  what  I 
have  in  my  exceeding  love  for  thee  proposed?" 
asked  her  lover,  with  a  look  that  spoke  how  much 
depended  on  her  answer.  Her  lips  just  opened, 
and  at  the  same  moment  her  head  drooped  upon 
his  shoulder.  The  reply  can  only  be  guessed  by 
the  manner  in  which  it  was  received.  The  lover 
pressed  his  fair  companion  in  an  embrace,  that 
seemed  not  likely  to  be  ended  shortly ;  and  he 
only  raised  his  lips  from  the  rosy  resting-place 
they  had  found  without  any  effort  at  resistance, 
when  her  name,  repeated  in  her  auntfs  sharpest 
tone,  and  a  warning  cough  from  Master  Dulcimer, 
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awakened  the  devoted  maiden  -from  a  sense  of 
bliss  to  which  she  had  given  herself  up,  heart  and 
soul. 

Recovering  as  quickly  as  she  could  the  music 
that  had  dropped  from  her  hand  in  the  ecstacy  of 
her  feelings,  she  was  busily  pointing  out  to  her 
lover,  seemingly  equally  intent  on  the  notes  as  her- 
self^ passage  which  they  were  trying  in  a  low  voice, 
when  the  tall  figure  of  her  kinswoman,  handed 
along  by  the  disguised  music-master,  with  a  forma- 
lity that  made  any  great  speed  impossible,  came 
upon  their  hiding-place. 

"Excellent  proper  scholars,  o'  my  life!"  ex- 
claimed the  pretended  Master  Dulcimer.  "  Mis- 
tress Varnon  proveth  herself  worthy  of  the  lessons 
of  her  most  admirable  sweet  mistress." 

Here  followed  the  courteous  bend  that  closed 
every  such  sugared  compliment — the  which  of  ne- 
cessity was  acknowledged  by  another  from  the  lady 
equally  ceremonious. 

"  In  sooth,  Master  Dulcimer,  I  must  needs  own 
she  is  a  close  scholar,  and  an  apt,"  replied  the 
antiquated  virgin ;  the  suspicions  excited,  and 
the  sharp  reproof  she  had  prepared,  changing,  in 
consequence  of  the  timely  flattery,  into  smiles  and 
goodwill.  "And  she  hath  of  late  so  liked  the 
singing  of  madrigals,  she  is  no  less  impatient  than 
am  I  for  the  coming  of  yourself  and  boy  to  help  us 
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in  the  indulgence  of  this  exquisite  rare  pastime. 
But  I  must  not  let  aught  interfer  ewith  the  curing 
of  your  hoarseness.  Go,  Mistress  Varnon,  use  thy 
utmost  skill  in  the  making  of  my  choice  posset ; 
prepare  it  with  all  proper  speed;  and  take  with 
thee  Master  Dulcimer's  boy  into  the  garden  to 
help  thee  gather  the  herbs  that  are  necessary  in 
the  making  it." 

It  is  doubtful  whether  the  young  lovers  were 
more  pleased  to  escape  from  the  room,  than  was  the 
stately  spinster  to  get  rid  of  them.  She  had  a 
little  scheme  in  her  mind,  intended  to  force  her 
companion  into  a  confession  of  the  unconquerable 
passion  she  fancied  she  had  inspired  him  with,  for, 
though  he  had  said  many  tender  and  gallant 
things,  she  had  heard  nothing  of  a  sort  to  be  com- 
pared with  the  intensity  of  her  own  affection  ;  but 
his  reservedness  she  attributed  to  his  modesty. 
She  could  not  believe  him  to  be  no  better  than  a 
poor  musician.  In  her  own  mind  there  was  no 
conviction  so  perfect  as  that  he  was  some  prince  or 
other,  so  smitten  with  her  attractions,  as  to  wil- 
lingly seek  disguise  to  obtain  the  pleasure  of  her 
sweet  society.  His  appearance,  his  manners,  and 
his  language,  she  had  for  some  time  passed,  pro- 
nounced to  be  such  as  a  long  acquaintance  with 
courts  could  alone  obtain ;  and  in  this  rare  delusion 
she  fooled  herself  to  the  top  of  her  bent. 
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She  considered  that  he  wanted  encouragement, 
and  that  nothing  could  afford  it  so  well  as  a  decla- 
ration of  her  feelings  in  his  favour.  How  to  bring 
this  about  in  a  discreet  and  maidenly  manner  she 
bd  long  thought  of,  and  at  last  satisfied  herself 
she  had  conceived  a  plan  excellently  well  adapted 
for  her  purpose.  She  had  scarce  well  rid  herself 
of  her  exquisite  fair  niece  and  her  disguised  lover, 
when  she  turned  a  gaze  upon  her  companion  of 
such  infinite  affectionateness,  as  no  language  can 
do  justice  to,  whereupon,  meeting  his  bright  glance, 
in  the  which  lurked  —  though  she  saw  it  not  —  a 
look  of  sly  pleasantry,  she  as  suddenly  cast  her  eyes 
to  the  ground,  and  sighed  as  though  her  heart 
nrast  needs  break  in  a  presently. 

The  seeming  musician  regarded  her  for  a  mo- 
ment with    some    sort  of  compassionateness,   as 
though  loath  to  carry  the  deception  further ;  but 
the  very  absolute  ridiculousness  of  the  love-sick 
anatomy  before  him,  together  with  what  he  knew 
of  her  infamous  behaviour  to  her  gentle  kinswoman, 
and  a  remembrance  of  how  completely  the  happi- 
ness of  two  young  and  amiable  people  depended  on 
his  successfully  carrying  on  the  jest,  satisfied  his 
conscience  for  the  nonce  ;  and  furnishing  his  looks 
with  the  proper  gravity,  and  his  carriage  with  the 
customary  starchness,  he  bowed  himself  upon  her 
hand,  which  he  took  into  his  own  with  a  monstrous 
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show  of  gallantry,  and  in  words  of  the  movingest 
sort,  requested,  as  he  was  denied  the  most  sweet 
delight  of  entertaining  her  with  his  voice,  she 
would,  out  of  her  marvellous  condescension,  lap  his 
spirit  in  that  rapture  he  never  failed  to  enjoy  to  an 
exquisite  excess,  when  listening  to  her  incompa- 
rable performance. 

The  only  reply  she  gave  was  conveyed  in  a  sort 
of  hysteric  sob — a  sudden  casting  of  her  eyes  to 
the  ceiling,  as  sudden  a  clasping  in  both  her  own 
of  the  hand  of  her  gallant  —  then  a  look  at  him 
brimming  over  with  affectionateness — and  lastly,  a 
sudden  movement  with  stateliest  steps,  her  eyes 
fixed  on  him  all  the  way — to  the  virginals. 

"Oh,  Master  Dulcimer!"  exclaimed  she,  in  a 
most  perturbed  voice  as  she  sunk  on  the  seat  that 
stood  before  that  instrument. 

Master  Dulcimer  said  never  a  word ;  for,  having 
seated  her,  and  made  his  leg  with  the  gravity  ex- 
pected of  him,  he  was  diligently  employing  himself 
in  turning  over  the  leaves  of  Thomas  Morley's 
"  First  Booke  of  Ballets  to  five  Voyces,"  which, 
with  various  other  madrigals,  pastorals,  roundelays, 
ayres,  and  catches  by  John  Bennett,  Thomas 
Weelkes,  John  Farmer,  William  Bird,  John  Dow- 
land,  and  John  Wilbye ;  with  a  goodly  heap  of 
older  works  by  Sheryngham,  Davy,  Browne,  Sir 
Thomas  Phillips,  Fairfax,  Cornish,  Turges,  Tudor, 
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tad  Banester,  were  partly  on  the  virginals,  and  on 
i  stand  adjoining. 

Whilst  thus  employed,  Aunt  Deborah  had  time 
to  recover  in  some  measure  from  the  intense  plea- 
surable bewilderment  into  which  her  gallant  had 
thrown  her,  and,  with  an  exceeding  audible  sigh, 
and  a  marvellous  loving  glance,  she  began  a  few 
tars  of  quaint  and  pleasing  symphony.  Ere  she 
hid  proceeded  far,  however,  she  stopped. 

"In  sooth,"  she  murmured,  with  a  smile  that 
ought  have  been  becoming  enough  some  forty 
jears  before ;  "  in  very  sooth,  I  know  not  what  to 
sing." 

"  Such  exquisite  sweet  singing  as  thou  singest 
at  all  times,"  replied  her  companion,  somewhat 
enamouredly,  "  rendereth  the  choice  of  but  slight 
concern.  Be  assured,  whatever  pleaseth  thee  to 
sing,  shall  infinitely  please  me  to  hear." 

a  Excellent  Master  Dulcimer !  "  exclaimed  his 
antiquated  mistress,  in  a  very  fervour. 

"  Hast  thou  no  moving  ballad,  most  admirable 
Mistress  Deborah — no  touching  ditty  that  should 
express,  with  a  natural  force,  the  desperate  passion 
of  some  love-lorn  heart  ?     Hast  thou..." 

u  Have  I  not,  sweetest  Master  Dulcimer !  "  re- 
plied the  lady,  clasping  her  hands  powerfully  toge- 
ther, and  taking  another  sharp  scrutiny  of  the 
ceiling. 

VOL.  I.  d 
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"  A  song  of  such  ravishing  sort  must  ne 
command  my  very  deepest  attentiveness,"  obser 
the  disguised  musician. 

"  But  it  is  one  of  my  poor  contrivance/'  wl 
pered  Aunt  D  eborah,  her  look  again  downc 
"  A  trifle,  a  very  trifle,  dear  Master  Dulcin 
which  thy  superior  skill  cannot  but  despise/1 

How  the  gentleman  protested  the  greatnesi 
his  opinion  of  any  production  from  such  a  sou: 
may  readily  be  imagined ;  and  the  modest  dej 
ciation  with  which  the  lady  spoke  of  her  perfo 
ance  ere  she  could  be  got  to  commence  the  sing 
of  it,  it  needeth  no  great  stretch  of  fancy  neit 
to  have  a  proper  notion  of.  Suffice  it,  that,  a 
many  delays,  a  wonderful  display  of  affection 
her  looks,  and  with  a  constant  fire  of  sighs  t 
ought  to  have  melted  the  most  obdurate  he 
Aunt  Deborah  betook  herself  to  her  instrunn 
and,  in  a  voice  of  the  shrillest,  commenced 
following  words : 

AUNT  DEBORAHS  DITTY. 
"  Honey-sweet  lips  ! — Most  tempting  fruit  that  growetl 

Fain  would  I  taste,  if  tasting  there  might  be ; 
Honey-sweet  lips  ! — Most  rosy  flower  that  bloweth, 

Fain  would  I  own,  if  such  might  bloom  for  me. 
Oh,  doleful  strait  '.—The  tree  doth  grow  so  high, 

I  might  o'er-reach,  would  I  such  fruit  devour ; 
Oh,  sad  mischance ! — The  plant  so  low  doth  lie, 

I  fear  to  fait  stooping  to  pluck  the  flower. 

Honey-sweet  lips !" 
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It  was  with  a  great  to  do  the  disguised  master 
of  music  kept  the  grave  and  deeply-attentive  visage 
he  had  all  along  commanded ;  for,  in  sober  truth, 
the  very  monstrous  passionateness  put  on  by  the 
starched  and  ceremonious  maid  of  honour  to  Her 
Highness  Queen  Mary,  of  sanguinary  memory, 
was  so  absolutely  ridiculous,  that  any  ordinary 
man  might  have  laughed  his  head  off  ere  his  mind 
had  well  got  rid  of  the  humour  it  would  have  put 
him  into.  Such  turning  up  of  eyes*— now  to  her 
companion,  and  anon  to  that  part  of  the  ceiling 
that  was  directly  above  her  head — such  sugared 
looks  that  no  conserve  could  have  been  half  so 
sweet,  had  not  the  vessel  that  furnished  them  had 
more  in  it  of  the  fashion  of  the  empty  gallipot 
than  of  any  such  tempting  cates  as  good  house- 
wife's do  put  in  them — such  smiles  of  infinite  love 
as  must  have  penetrated  the  very  core  of  a  mill- 
stone, had  they  beamed  on  any  thing  human,  of 
whatsoever  sort,  more  desirable  than  the  shrivelled- 
up  lips  from  which  they  originated — such  blushes 
of  modest  bashfulness,  a  tithe  of  which  would 
have  sufficed  the  wants  of  St.  Ursula's  eleven 
thousand  in  any  extremity— such  sighs  as  no  un- 
done church-organ  ever  gave,  whereof  the  bellows 
lacked  wind  beyond  all  toleration — such  devotion, 
such  prudence,  such  longing,  such  coyness,  such 
hope,  such  doubt,  and  such  fear,  were  never  exhi- 
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bited  in  the  singing  of  any  ditty  since  the  beginning 
of  time. 

Nevertheless,  the  assumed  Master  Dulcimer 
leaned  on  the  virginals  over-against  the  singer, 
beating  of  the  time  as  it  were  with  his  hand,  and 
seeming  to  be  quite  rapt  with  such  bewitching 
minstrelsy  —  albeit,  his  midriff  was  in  extreme 
jeopardy  with  his  efforts  to  restrain  his  mirth. 
Peradventure,  he  dared  not  trust  himself  to  speak, 
though  he  had  no  lack  of  encouragement  so  to  do, 
for  speech  gave  he  none  at  all ;  yet  the  suffusion 
of  his  eyes,  which  arose  from  his  powerful  struggle 
to  preserve  his  gravity,  was  regarded  by  the  love- 
sick Aunt  Deborah  as  a  sure  sign  her  ditty  had 
touched  him  to  the  quick ;  and  after  a  short  pause, 
to  allow  time  for  it  to  produce  its  due  effect,  she 
proceeded : 

SECOND  VBR8K. 

"  Tempt  roe  no  more ! — With  excellence  so  winning, 

Scarce  can  I  look,  and  not  as  soon  be  won  ; 
Tempt  me  no  more  ! — Though  knowing  nought  of  sinning. 

With  such  sweet  sin  I  needs  roust  be  undone. 
Oh,  sumle88  joy ! — Methinks  these  sugared  baits 

Do  hold  to  me  an  unresisting  lure  ; 
Oh,  nameless  bliss! — Methinks  there  honour  waits, 

With  honest  bonds  to  make  my  wish  secure. 
Honey-sweet  lips  !*' 

Nature  could  hold  out  no  longer.    The  assumed 
Master  Dulcimer  was  just  on  the  point  of  giving 
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lay  to  those  powerful  inclinations  he  had  with 
ach  huge  difficulty  withheld,  when,  as  the  singer, 
with  amorous  sighs,  and  looks,  blushes  and  smiles, 
a  thousand  times  more  exquisitely  ridiculous  than 
those  which  accompanied  the  singing  of  the  first 
verse,  closed  her  ditty — as  if  the  pent-up  passion 
she  had  so  long  kept  within  proper  bounds  had 
now  burst  its  barriers — she  had  no  sooner  got  to 
the  last  note  than,  with  an  energy  that  nigh 
pressed  the  breath  out  of  his  body,  she  on  a  sudden 
threw  herself  forward  into  his  arms,  and  doubtless 
would,  if  she  had  dared,  have  helped  herself  right 
liberally  to  the  tempting  objects  that  had  formed 
the  burthen  of  her  song. 

The  gallant  was  taken  so  by  surprise,  he  could 
do  nothing  against  such  an  assault  but  struggle  as 
he  best  could  to  get  free ;  certes,  Aunt  Deborah 
had  got  so  close  a  hold  of  him,  and  he  was  placed 
in  so  exceeding  awkward  a  position,  his  liberation 
looked  to  be  no  easy  matter.  At  last  it  came 
with  a  quickness  he  had  hardly  dared  to  hope. 

Whilst  he  was  tugging  and  twisting  with  more 
vigour  than  gallantry  to  rid  himself  of  the  embrace 
of  his  antiquated  mistress,  the  door  of  the  chamber 
was  suddenly  burst  open,  and  there  rushed  into  the 
room,  seemingly  out  of  breath  with  the  speed  he 
had  used  in  getting  into  it,  the  long-legged,  iron- 
visaged,  antient  serving-man,  that  was  at  once  her 
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steward,  groom  of  the  chambers,  gardener,  bailiff, 
cellarer,  clerk  of  the  kitchen,  running- footman,  and 
a  good  score  of  other  callings,  and  had  been  so  ever 
since  he  could  clean  a  trencher,  empty  a  flask,  or 
grow  a  salad. 

That  he  was  intent  on  the  saying  of  something 
of  the  very  utmost  consequence  there  could  be  no 
manner  of  doubt ;  nought  but  the  most  absolute 
necessity  could  ever  have  induced  a  serving-man, 
used  to  the  rigorous  formalities  of  so  stern  a  mistress, 
to  break  into  her  privacy  in  so  rude  a  manner  as  he 
had  done.  He  would  himself  have  thought  the 
world  was  at  an  end,  had  he  dared  to  do  so  on  any 
common  occasion.  But,  whatever  was  his  intent,  of  a 
surety  he  said  nothing,  for  he  had  scarce  got  well 
into  the  room,  when  he  stopped  short  in  his  speed 
as  though  he  had  seen  a  basilisk. 

He,  who  had  ever  regarded  the  stately  Aunt 
Deborah  with  an  awe  scarcely  less  than  that  he 
would  have  felt  standing  in  the  presence  of  the 
Queen's  Highness,  and  would  as  soon  have  ex- 
pected to  have  discovered  the  grave  Lord  Burghley 
cutting  purses  in  Tothill  Fields,  as  his  proud  and 
formal  old  mistress  allowing  of  the  most  innocent 
familiarity  from  an  individual  of  the  opposite  sex, 
.  even  had  he  been  a  prince,  beheld  her  in  a  situation 
with  so  mean  a  person  as  a  singing-master,  which, 
to  put  on  it  the  most  charitable  construction,  was 
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exceeding  equivocal.  He  was  struck  dumb  with 
surprise  and  consternation,  and  stood  with  mouth 
wide  agape,  and  eyes  staring  with  all  their  power. 

But  how  did  Aunt  Deborah  take  this  untimely 
interruption  ?  At  sight  of  her  serving-man,  from 
whom  she  had  exacted  the  respect  due  from  one 
having  absolute  power  and  empire,  she  was  nigh 
ready  to  die  with  rage,  vexation,  and  pride.  She, 
who  had  set  herself  up  as  so  immaculate,  of  such 
wondrous  dignity,  of  such  unparalleled  perfection 
in  all  things,  as  one  so  infinitely  superior  to  those 
around  her — she  was  not  to  be  approached  without 
every  possible  show  of  humility  and  reverence  ;  to 
be  detected  by  her  own  serving-man  in  an  act  so 
opposed  to  her  former  bearing,  as  having  tender 
dalliance  with  a  gallant,  was  shame  unspeakable. 
The  offence  of  finding  her  under  such  circumstances 
would  at  any  time  have  been  beyond  forgiveness — 
bearing  the  rude  character  the  old  man's  intrusion 
did,  it  was  deadly. 

The  affectionate  old  spinster  resumed  her  starched 
appearance  with  what  facility  she  could,  and,  livid 
with  shame  and  anger,  she  glared  upon  the  bewil- 
dered and  terrified  domestic.  "Begone,  rascal !" 
cried  she,  in  those  deep  tones  that  express,  much 
more  than  violent,  loud  exclamations  of  any  sort, 
the  powerful  feelings  under  which  the  speaker  is 
labouring.      "  Out  of  my  house  1     Pack  on  the 
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instant !     An  I  see  thy  villanous  visage  another 
hour,  I  will  have  thee  scourged  out  of  my  presence  I" 

"  But,  mistress ! — pry  thee,  my  lady !"  exclaimed 
the  serving-man,  trembling,  and  pale  with  fear. 

"  Dost  dare  speak  tome?"  replied  the  enraged 
dame,  stretching  out  her  arm  in  the  direction  of 
the  door ;  then  adding,  in  a  higher  key,  "  Begone, 
knave !" 

But  to  do  her  bidding  the  poor  man  had  not  the 
power.  His  knees  knocked  together,  his  hands  and 
head  shook  as  with  the  palsy,  and  he  looked  as  one 
about  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

"  Strip  off  my  apparelling,  and  the  badge  of  the 
Varnons,  and  get  thee  hence  for  an-  unmannerly, 
meddling  jackanapes." 

"  But  Mistress  Varnon  hath  run  off  with  the 
musician's  boy,  an  it  please  you,  my  lady  !"  stam- 
mered out  the  serving-man,  as  well  as  his  fear  would 
allow  him. 

Aunt  Deborah  gave  a  sudden  start  at  this  intel- 
ligence, and  her  paleness  was  visible,  in  despite  of 
her  paint. 

"  What  sayest,  fellow  ?"  demanded  she,  solemnly. 
u  Dost  dare  to  say  a  Varnon  is  capable  of  such 
infamy  ?" 

The  man,  as  he  gained  courage,  told  his  tale ; 
which  was  to  the  effect  that,  as  he  was  working  in 
the  garden,  he  spied  the  musician's  boy  and  Mis- 
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tress  Varnon  in  a  wonderful  loving  humour,  and, 
thinking  their  behaviour  marvellous  strange,  he 
kept  an  eye  on  their  movements.  They  seemed  for 
a  while  to  be  gathering  of  herbs,  but  made  no  great 
progress  in  their  labour.  In  their  rambles,  they 
at  last  came  to  the  wicket  at  the  bottom  of  the 
garden,  and  they  were  so  loving  and  so  intent  on 
each  other's  discourse,  they  took  no  heed  that  they 
were  watched.  They  presently  opened  the  gate 
and  went  out,  and,  on  the  man's  going  there  to  see 
what  they  could  be  at,  which  he  did  not  like  doing 
too  quickly,  he  beheld  them  both  galloping  away  on 
fleet  horses. 

Aunt  Deborah  listened  in  a  state  of  breathless 
amazement,  evidently  in  such  a  rage  with  her  gentle 
kinswoman,  her  anger  against  the  serving-man  was 
dean  forgot.  She  was  uttering  the  bitterest  de- 
nunciations against  her  for  bringing  such  shame 
upon  her  family  by  her  intolerable  infamousness  in 
running  off  with  so  low  a  person  as  a  musician's 
boy;  when  her  attendant,  having  obtained  some 
slight  sense  of  security,  ventured  to  say  that  he 
believed  the  musician's  boy  was  no  musician's  boy 
at  all,  nor  any  thing  of  the  sort,  for,  as  he  was 
looking  after  the  runaways  at  the  gate,  a  swash- 
buckler-looking  knave,  in  a  terrible  swaggering 
mood,  came  up  to  him,  and  bade  him  tell  his  mis- 
tress to  be  under  no  concern  for  the  disappearance 
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of  the  young  lady,  for  my  Lord  Southampton  had 
her  safe,  and  that  they  would  be  married  within 
five  minutes  of  their  leaving  the  house.  More- 
over, he  had  given  him  a  tester,  to  tell  one  Master 
Dulcimer  to  join  his  friend  instantly. 

"  Master  Dulcimer !"  screamed  his  mistress, 
looking  around ;  but  if  she  sought  that  admirable 
master  of  music,  her  eyes  must  have  been  of  a  very 
choice  sort  to  have  seen  him,  considering  that  he 
was  then  on  a  swift  horse,  on  the  track  of  his 
young  friend,  and  the  lovely  partner  of  his  flight, 
having  made  the  best  of  his  way  out  of  Aunt  De- 
borah's house  as  soon  as  he  found  himself  released 
from  her  too  affectionate  embrace. 

The  love-sick  virgin  now  saw  that  she  had  been 
cozened.  She  had  managed  to  regain  her  huge 
fan,  and  had  employed  it,  in  its  wonted  manner, 
with  great  diligence,  when  she  suddenly  furled  it, 
with  a  look  as  full  of  hate  and  rage  as  might  have 
belonged  to  a  Medusa,  broke  it  over  the  head  of 
the  astonished  menial,  and  stalked  out  of  the  room, 
desperately  intent  on  vengeance. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Beware,  delighted  poets,  when  you  sing, 
To  welcome  nature,  in  the  early  spring, 

Tour  numerous  feet  not  tread 
The  banks  of  Avon ;  for  each  flower 
(As  it  ne'er  knew  a  son  or  shower) 

Hangs  there  the  pensive  head. 

D'Avbnant. 

It  wu  a  sport  very  pleasant  of  these  beasts  to  see  the  bear, 

with  his  pink  eyes,  learing  after  his  enemies'  approach,  the  nim- 

Mentfls  and  wait  of  the  dog  to  take  his  advantage,  and  the  force 

•ad  experience  of  the  bear  again  to  avoid  the  assault.    If  he  was 

bitten  in  one  place,  how  he  would  pinch  in  another  to  get  free  ! 

sod.  if  he  was  taken  once,  then  what  shift  with  biting,  with 

clawing,  with  roaring,  tossing  and  tumbling,  he  would  work  to 

wind  himself  from  them !    And,  when  he  was  loose,  to  shake  his 

•vs  twice  or  thrice,  with  the  blood  and  the  slaver  about  his 

viflDony,  was  a  matter  of  goodly  relief. 

Lanbbam. 

Here  I  lay,  and  thus  I  bore  my  point. 

.  Shakspbarb. 

u  Now,  dame,  prythee  put  forth  thy  best  house- 
wifery, for  amongst  our  company  this  day  will  be 
one  for  whom  I  have  an  especial  respect/' 
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"  Tis  Master  Shakspeare,  then,  I  lay  my  life 
onV 

"  Ay,  that  is  it,  dame ;  and  one  more  worthy  of 
all  honour,  either  amongst  such  as  be  players,  or 
with  folk  of  any  condition,  distinction,  or  goodness 
whatsoever,  we  are  not  like  to  see  in  our  time,  I 
promise  you." 

"Marry,  he  shall  have  the  best  entertainment 
we  can  give  him,  and  with  such  heartiness  of  good- 
will, as  he  may,  perchance,  lack  in  a  braver  feast. 
But  who  have  you  provided  to  meet  him,  sweet 
heart  ?  for,  methinks,  there  should  be  some  choice 
in  the  company  which  one  so  esteemed  is  required 
to  grace." 

"  As  for  that,  dame,  I  can  but  ask  mine  own 
fellows  of  the  Fortune,  most  of  whom  must  depart 
with  me,  on  the  morrow,  for  Windsor;  and, 
though  they  may  not  be  so  approved  in  their  art  as 
those  he  hath  been  used  to  at  the  Globe,  I  doubt  not 
at  all  he  careth  for  Ned  Allen  sufficient  to  be  con- 
tent with  the  fellowship  of  such  humbler  spirits  as 
he  is  wont  to  have  at  his  board." 

"  Heaven  be  good  to  him,  for  he  is  a  most  sweet 
gentleman,  and  his  great  deserts  are  not  like  to 
suffer  discredit  from  an  honest  woman's  prayers. 
But  it  is  fit  we  should  have  no  brawlers  nor 
breedbates,  nor  ruffling  braggadocios  amongst  us 
to  disgrace  him  and  ourselves ;   for,  if  I  mistake 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  61 

wt  hugely,  there  are  such  to  be  found  among  our 
friends  of '  The  Fortune ;'  and  it  will  as  little  credit 
you,  dear  heart,  who,  I  am  proud  to  say,  hath  as 
honest  a  name  in  his  calling  as  hath  any  man, 
and,  moreover,  hath  as  fair  a  provision  for  his 
living  as  might  satisfy  some  of  higher  estate,  as  it 
will  honour  a  guest  who,  of  his  eminent  qualities, 
demandeth  at  your  hands  whatever  respect  and 
affection  it  may  be  in  your  power  to  afford." 

u  Well  said,  sweet  heart !  O  my  life,  an  excellent 
proper  speech  !  And  as  it  regardeth  my  state  and 
prospects,  what  you  have  scud  be  as  true  as  truth 
itself,  and  I  thank  God  for  it,  and  will  never  abuse 
his  favour,  be  assured.  But,  as  to  our  fellows, 
there  be  some,  I  am  afraid,  of  rather  a  graceless 
sort;  nevertheless,  I  think  not  of  them  so  ill  that 
they  will  show  their  unworthy  humours  before  so 
true  a  heart  as  Will  Shakspeare.  I  must  needs 
have  Ben  Jonson  for  one." 

aI  should  like  him  the  better,  could  he  better 
govern  himself;  for  he  can  be,  at  times,  as  ex- 
cellent good  company  as  might  be  desired.  But  he 
is  not  free  from  envy  of  another's  greater  good- 
fortune,  however  assured  he  may  be  of  his  worthi- 
ness, and  hath  a  boisterous,  rude  way  with  him,  at 
times,  that  looketh  to  be  ever  intent  on  a  quarrel." 

"  Nay,  dame,  speak  of  him  not  so  ill.  Ben  is  a 
king,  in  his  way." 
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"A  king,  i'faith,  that,  ever  and  anon,  must 
needs  be  using  of  his  sceptre  by  way  of  cudgel,  for 
the  better  showing  of  his  authority." 

"  Like  enough,  dame ;  nevertheless,  he  is  too 
great  a  personage  amongst  us  to  be  slighted,  and 
he  is,  besides,  well  known  to  Will,  so  that  we  can 
have  no  cause  for  omitting  him." 

"  For  mine  own  part,  husband,  I  have  no  wish 
that  way ;  indeed,  I  have  oft  found  infinite  pleasure 
in  his  company ;  so  let  him  come,  o'  God's  name, 
only  I  would  be  more  content  were  I  assured  he 
would  come  in  a  fitting  mood.  But  who  else  shall 
you  have  to  meet  sweet  Master  Shakspeare  ?" 

"  Why,  dame,  I  cannot  but  have  Will  Byrde ; 
he  hath  a  most  exquisite  throat  for  a  ballad,  of  any 
one  of  my  acquaintance ;  and  Humphrey  Jeffes, 
he  playeth  the  viol  like  a  master ;  and  John  Shanke, 
he  telleth  a  good  jest  with  a  marvellous  proper 
spirit;  and  Tom  Dowton,  he  knoweth  tricks  of 
conjuring  that  would  surprise  you  mightily  ;  and 
Ned  Colbrand,  and  Francis  Grace,  and  Samuel 
Rowley,  they  sing  a  three-part  song  in  a  manner 
which  is  a  delight  to  hear ;  and  Gabriel  Spencer. . . " 

"  Surely  that  is  he  who  broke  the  constable's 
head." 

"  Ay,  but  none  of  us  are  constables,  sweet  heart ! 
so  our  heads  be  in  no  danger." 

"  I  warrant  you.    But  if  he  be  so  violently  dis- 
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posed,  one  head  is  like  to  be  no  more  respected  by 
him  than  another/' 

"  Fear  nought,  dame.  Gabriel  would  not  harm 
a  moose ;  but  there  doth  exist  such  an  antipathy 
between  a  constable  and  a  player,  that  if  a  cracked 
crown  come  of  it,  it  is  no  marvel ;  and,  peaceable 
man  as  I  am,  if,  of  the  two,  one  is  to  be  hurt, 
methinks  he  should  be  the  constable— therefore 
Gabriel  deserveth  no  blame.  Besides,  he  hath 
many  commendable  gifts,  which  should  make  him 
good  company.  Possibly  I  may  chance  to  fell  in 
with  Armin,  or  Massye,  or  some  other  choice 
spirit,  whose  tricks  and  jests  cannot  fail  to  garnish 
our  entertainment  right  pleasantly/' 

u  As  you  will,  dear  heart ;  but  fail  not  to  have 
sufficient  recourse  to  your  lute,  which,  in  my 
humble  thinking,  be  as  delicate  garnish  for  a 
friend's  banquet  as  any  honest  heart  need  desire/' 

"But  it  is  not  reasonable  all  should  be  so  partial 
to  my  humble  performances,  as  is  so  good  a  wife. 
And  now  I  must  needs  be  going.  I  have  pressing 
business.  I  am  ordered  to  bring  my  dogs  and 
bean  to  court,  for  her  majesty's  games.  Spare 
neither  pains  nor  pence,  Joan.  So  God  be  with 
you!" 

"Good  bye,  sweet  heart;  and  if  you  see  my 
father,  I  pray  you  give  him  my  love  and  duty/' 

"  I  will  not  fail,  and  will  strive  to  bring  him 
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with  me  to  dinner  ;  for  I  know  he  will  be  right 
glad  to  meet  Master  Shakspeare." 

The  foregoing  dialogue  had  been  spoken  by  per- 
sons aiming  at  no  great  pretensions  in  any  of  those 
things  most  commonly  assumed.  They  were  simple 
of  heart,  and  simple  in  manners ;  had  been  married 
long  enough  to  know  how  to  appreciate  each  other's 
good  qualities,  and  to  conform  completely  to  each 
other's  tastes.  So  contented  a  couple  was  not  often 
to  be  met  with.  Thay  had  no  ambition  in  dress, 
in  great  company,  in  fine  furniture,  or  in  gay 
living ;  they  cared  only  to  be  a  comfort  to  each 
other,  and  a  source  of  pleasure  to  those  around 
them.  Edward  Allen  had  lately  built  a  playhouse 
in  Cripplegate,  which,  as  with  a  prophetic  eye  to 
its  results,  he  named  "The  Fortune ;"  and,  having 
married  the  daughter  of  Phillip  Henslowe,  who 
had  realized  a  fortune  by  his  gains,  as  the  master 
of  a  company  of  players,  and  of  a  collection  of  dogs, 
bulls,  and  bears,  which  seemed  in  equal  favour, 
Allen  found  himself  obliged  to  take  a  prominent 
part  in  both  performances,  and  was  now  hulloing 
on  one  of  his  four-footed  company  at  Paris  Garden, 
and  anon  applauding  as  favourite  a  biped  at  the 
Fortune  playhouse. 

These  different  pursuits,  at  times,  made  strange 
confusion  in  his  speech.  They  would  then  so  mingle 
in  his  thoughts,  he  could  not  mention  them  with  the 
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qualities  that  were  singular  to  each  and  every  one, 
kot  would  speak  of  one  of  his  best  bears  as  of  a 
most  moving  tragedian  ;  whilst  he,  who  had  drawn 
Soods  of  tears  from  a  crowded  audience,  was  men- 
tioned as  the  bravest  dog  at  his  game  that  had  been 
seen  any  time  these  ten  years. 

His  wife,  though  she  had  been  bred,  as  it  were, 
in  one  continual  scene  of  worrying  and  biting,  had 
a  monstrous  dislike  of  all  quarrelsomeness ;  but  the 
biting  of  bulls  and  bears  she  had  been  so  used  to 
look  upon,  that  she  could  no  more  regard  it  as 
strife,  than  could  a  miller  decry  as  noise  the  tur- 
moil of  his  mill-wheel.  She  could  see,  with  infinite 
contentation,  a  bull  pinned  to  the  ground  by  a 
savage  dog,  whilst  some  of  his  fellows  were  being 
tossed  in  the  air,  yet  would  not  allow  the  cat  to  be 
catching  of  mice,  she  so  hugely  disliked  dumb 
innocents  to  be  harmed.  Amongst  her  friends  she 
was  universally  esteemed,  as  more  than  ordinarily 
grave  in  her  humour,  charitable,  pious,  discreet, 
and  kind ;  and  if  her  husband  thought  her  face  or 
person  not  so  good  as  those  of  many  women  of  his 
acquaintance,  there  could  be  no  doubt  of  it  he 
found  her  heart  a  wondrous  deal  better  than  them 
all.  So,  as  it  must  needs  be,  Edward  Allen  and 
his  yokefellow  led  an  exceeding  happy  life. 

Leaving  his  fair  helpmate  to  play  the  part  of  the 
good  wife,  which  she  was  wont  to  perform  with 
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such  perfectness  there  was  not  room  for  the  finding 
of  a  single  fault,  the  courteous  reader  must  a  while 
with  the  husband,  whose  excellences  of  disposition 
were  no  less  admirable;  for, having, under  the  care  of 
his  fair  partner,  been  getting  himself  ready  for  a 
journey,  the  whole  time  of  what  hath  been  set  down 
of  their  discourse,  he  started  off  in  his  best  suit 
and  cap,  and  making  forth  from  the  liberty  of  the 
Clink,  where  he  had  his  dwelling,  he  proceeded 
across  a  field  lying  towards  Lambeth  Marsh,  called 
Pedlar's  Acre,  wherein  were  some  buildings,  to- 
wards  which  he  made.  These  proved  to  be  the 
ordinary  habitations  of  certain  of  his  company  of 
beasts  before  they  were  suffered  to  make  sport  at 
the  Paris  Garden.  Here  he  remained  not  long, 
ascertaining  from  an  old  woman  remaining  there, 
that  his  father-in-law  and  partner  had  gone  off 
with  his  best  bears  and  dogs  to  the  Queen's  Ma- 
jesty, at  Somerset  House.  Making  his  way  from 
thence  to  the  water-side,  he  jumped  into  a  boat, 
and  was  soon  crossing  the  river  with  as  much  speed 
as  a  pair  of  oars  could  make  for  him. 

On  landing  at  the  stairs,  he  was  allowed  to  pass 
the  yeomen  there  on  guard,  for  they  knew  him 
well,  and  shortly  found  himself  greeted  by  a  bullet, 
headed,  bald-pated,  old  fellow,  with  legs  like  nine- 
pins, a  body  like  a  barrel,  and  a  face  as  glowing  as 
the  flaming  cinders  in  a  blacksmith's  forge.     He 
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us  surrounded  by  a  motley  group,  some  holding 
dogs  and  some  bears,  and  there  were  with  them 
certain  officers  of  the  queen's  household,  who  ap- 
peared to  be  exceedingly  intent  on  what  was  going 
forward.  They  were  in  a  part  of  the  courtyard, 
where  a  post  had  been  set  up  over-against  the 
window  of  the  queen's  privy  chamber,  where  she 
wis  wont  to  regale  herself  with  a  sight  of  the  sport. 
At  other  windows  that  commanded  a  view  of  the 
games,  were  groups  both  of  ladies  and  of  gallants ; 
whilst,  surrounding  the  spot  which  contained  the 
bear-keeper  and  his  beasts,  was  a  throng  of  curious 
people,  young  and  old,  who  thought  themselves 
fortunate  in  being  able  to  see  the  queen  witness 
such  royal  pastime. 

The  new  comer  being  addressed  as  "  son  Allen," 
in  a  rough  but  not  unfriendly  voice,  by  the  person 
just  alluded  to ;  this  pointed  the  latter  out  to  be  no 
other  than  Phillip  Henslowe,  the  most  approved 
master  of  the  sports  of  the  Paris  Garden  all  London 
could  produce,  and  a  long-established  favourite 
with  its  good  citizens. 

After  a  few  words  of  cheerful  greeting,  and  an 
affectionate  inquiry  after  his  daughter,  which  eli- 
cited the  loving  message  she  had  sent,  the  old  man 
set  his  son-in-law  to  fasten  one  of  the  bears  to  the 
post,  he  giving  directions  the  whilst  to  him  and 
the  holders  of  the  dogs,  and  ever  and  anon  address- 
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ing  the  beasts  themselves,  that  they  should,  on 
account  of  their  having  such  noble  spectators,  exhi- 
bit such  nobleness  of  sport  as  should  make  them 
worthy  of  so  much  distinction.  Then  he  would 
turn  to  some  of  the  queen's  officers  about  him,  and 
lament  the  irreparable  loss  he  had  sustained,  in 
the  last  winter,  of  two  of  the  very  cleverest  bears 
that  had  ever  come  out  of  Muscovy.  He  told  how 
they  had  been  brought  over  to  him  when  cubs,  and 
what  absolute  pain6  he  had  taken  with  their  educa- 
tion, till  they  had  become  the  most  accomplished 
bears  that  had  ever  hugged  the  breath  out  of  a 
mastiff.  And  then  he  digressed  to  certain  of  his 
dogs,  whose  qualities  he  vaunted  as  excelling  that 
of  the  best  that  had  ever  been  known  in  the  memory 
of  man,  either  in  the  baiting  of  bulls  or  bears ;  nay, 
for  the  matter  of  that,  they  were  of  such  unmatch- 
able  courage  and  fierceness,  they  would  as  lief 
fly  at  a  lion  or  a  tiger  as  at  more  accustomed 
prey. 

Old  Henslowe  did  not  want  listeners,  and  he 
talked  with  the  air  of  one  who  takes  the  subject  of 
his  discourse  to  be  of  such  high  consequence  it  can 
admit  of  no  rivalry ;  and  though,  like  all  his  fel- 
lows, he  had  his  jerkin  and  cap  off,  and  his  shirt- 
sleeves tucked  up  above  his  elbows,  and  his  appa- 
relling was  in  every  way  the  reverse  of  the  courtier, 
he  lacked  not  attention,  nor,  it  may  be  added, 
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respect;  for  he  was  an  oracle  in  these  matters, 
and  they  were  in  such  fashion,  there  were  few  at 
court  who  desired  not  to  have  some  knowledge  of 
them.  His  son-in-law  t  w^s  busily  engaged  in 
fastening  up  the  animal  that  was  first  to  be 
baited — a  huge,  shaggy  brute,  that  stared  about 
him  with  a  solemnness  of  visage  as  of  a  justice  of 
peace  at  the  least. 

He  had  scarce  done  this,  when  a  stir  in  the 
crowd  gave  notice  that  the  queen  was  approaching ; 
and,  sure  enough,  her  highness  appeared  in  great 
splendour,  closely  attended  by  the  noble  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh,  then  first  in  her  favour,  and  surrounded 
at  a  convenient  distance  by  her  courtiers  and  ladies 
in  waiting.     Even,  at  that  distance,  the  marks  of 
age  and  decay  were  but  too  visible  in  her  visage ; 
and,  moreover,  she  wore  an  expression  of  inquietude, 
which,  despite  of  the  efforts  of  her  courtly  compa- 
nion who  stood  at  her  side,  after  she  had  seated 
herself  on  a  chair  of  state  placed  for  her  at  the 
window,  to  entertain  her  with  such  discourse  as  he 
knew  she  most  affected,  scarcely  left  her  an  instant. 
On  her  appearance,  all  heads  were  uncovered,  and 
an  huzza  set  up,  which  caused  the  dogs  to  bark, 
and  the  bears  to  growl,  as  if  they  must  needs  testify 
their  loyalty,  and  the  satisfaction  they  had  in  being 
set  by  the  ears  for  the  entertainment  of  such  exalted 
company. 
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Presently  a  clear  circle  was  made  round  the  beai 
at  the  stake,  none  being  allowed  to  come  within  it 
save  only  those  engaged  with  the  dogs.  Ok 
Henslowe  took  by  the  neck  one  of  the  powerfullesi 
of  his  mastiffs,  and  showed  him  to  Bruin,  whicl 
set  him  to  growling  and  struggling  furiously  tc 
get  at  him ;  and  Bruin  turned  his  solemn  visagt 
towards  his  enemy,  with  a  glance  from  his  eye  am 
a  glisten  of  his  formidable  teeth,  that  savoured  o: 
any  thing  but  affection.  The  old  man  aggravatec 
the  dog  by  shaking  him  at  his  prey,  and  sohoing 
him  on,  not  forgetting  to  remind  the  beast  that  th< 
eyes  of  the  Queen's  Highness  were  upon  him,  am 
that  it  behoved  him  to  show  of  what  high  blood  hi 
was,  and  who  had  been  his  master. 

At  a  little  distance  his  son-in-law  was  encouraging 
another  dog  to  the  attack  by  similar  means,  ant 
others  were  being  held  in  readiness,  all  of  whicl 
looked  desperately  eager  at  the  sport.  Presently 
old  Henslowe  let  loose  his  dog,  who  went  direct  a4 
his  prey,  like  a  hawk  at  the  quarry ;  but  Bruii 
was  an  old  hand  at  the  game,  and,  standing  on  hi 
hind-quarters,  looked  ready  for  his  assailant,  le 
him  come  as  savage  as  he  would.  The  mastif 
flew  at  his  throat,  but  the  bear  knocked  him  asidi 
with  one  of  his  fore-paws,  like  a  dexterous  fencer 
He  made  another  spring,  which  would  have  sue* 
ceeded  better,  had  not  Bruin  got  him  in  his  arm: 
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with  so  fierce  a  hog  that  it  made  him  squeak  for 
it  Before,  however,  he  could  do  any  serious  hurt, 
&e  other  dog  was  let  at  him,  and  Bruin  was  fain 
to  let  go  his  hold  of  the  first  to  defend  himself  from 
the  second. 

The  game  now  became  wondrous  exciting,  for 
the  dogs  were  eager  and  fierce,  and  the  bear  mar- 
vdkras  quick  in  his  movements,  and  snapping  and 
pawing  off  his  foes  with  a  dexterousness  that  baffled 
their  attacks  and  won  hiifi  great  applause.  The 
audience  seemed  to  take  great  interest  to  the 
combat ;  even  her  highness  looked  as  though  she 
regarded  it  with  more  attentiveness  than  the 
wgared  compliments  of  the  noble  gentleman  at 
her  side.  Hitherto  all  had  looked  on,  with  too 
ttoeh  respect  for  the  great  personage  in  whose 
company,  as  it  might  be  said,  they  were,  than 
some  hearty  commendation  now  and  then  from  one 
or  two  of  the  more  privileged ;  but  old  Henslowe, 
in  the  intensity  of  his  honest  pleasure  in  the  fight, 
dean  forgot  under  whose  awful  eyes  he  was,  and 
made  the  air  resound  again  with  his  plaudits, 
which,  with  even-handed  justice,  he  bestowed  with 
equal  vehemence  now  on  one  party  and  now  on  the 
other.  Now  it  was  "  Brave  dog  !"— anon  "  Brave 
bear!*  —  then  there  was  heard,  "Well  fought, 
Jowler !—  a  good  grip,  Kncher ! —  closely  hugged, 
Bruin  r  and  the  like  encouragements,  which  seemed 
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to  have  vast  effect,  for  the  dogs  worried  the  bear 
with  a  spirit  that  increased  every  minute,  and  the 
bear  seemed  every  minute  to  put  forth  a  more 
valiant  opposition.  Edward  Allen  looked  on  with 
quite  as  great  satisfaction,  though  he  was  not  quite 
so  boisterous  in  giving  it  words :  yet  he  could  not 
forbear  once  remarking  to  a  bystander,  that  Bruin's 
action  was  of  the  true,  high,  Roman  dignity  ;  and 
Jowler's  delivery  pointed  him  out  as  the  first  tra- 
gedian of  his  time. 

When  it  was  thought  the  bear  had  been  suffi- 
ciently worried,  and  the  dogs  appeared  to  tire  of  the 
sport,  they  were  put  on  one  side,  and  another  bear 
and  other  dogs  were  brought  forward  to  supply 
their  places.  As  this  fight  was  but  a  repetition  of 
that  already  described,  methinks  there  be  no  need 
of  giving  here  any  account  of  it.  Nevertheless,  it 
afforded  as  abundant  contentation  as  the  other. 

It  so  chanced  an  odd  accident  put  an  end  to 
the  entertainment  in  the  most  summary  fashion. 
As  the  second  bear  was  being  released  from 
the  stake,  he  slipped  his  collar,  and  made  a 
sudden  rush  at  the  crowd  around.  After  so  much 
fighting,  it  was  not  supposed  he  could  be  in  any 
very  amiable  mood,  so  his  unexpected  attack  threw 
the  whole  company  into  the  horriblest  fright  the 
eye  ever  beheld.  In  endeavouring  to  get  them- 
selves out  of  his  way,  they  tumbled  over  each  other 
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by  dozens :  in  the  confusion,  the  dogs  broke  from 
their  keepers  and  flew  at  their  liberated  prey.  Old 
Henslowe  and  his  son-in-law  rushed  forward  to 
part  them ;  but,  in  the  press,  they  were  knocked 
down,  and  bear,  dogs,  and  men  were  presently  seen 
struggling  on  the  ground  in  one  undis.tinguishable 
mass,  whilst  such  as  had  the  use  of  their  legs  were 
making  their  escape  with  no  less  haste  than  alarm. 
Her  majesty  and  her  courtiers  got  themselves  to  a 
place  of  safety  with  much  more  speed  than  dignity ; 
but,  in  a  few  minutes,  the  uproar  ceased,  Bruin  was 
recaptured,  and  the  dogs  severally  secured.  It 
way  readily  be  believed  there  was  no  more  bear- 
baiting  before  her  highness  that  day. 

Henslowe  saw  his  beasts  depart  to  their  habita- 
tions with  their  attendants,  and  then,  putting  on 
his  jerkin,  accompanied  his  son  Allen  to  look  for 
his  expected  guests.  Much  they  discoursed  by 
fte  way  on  the  state  of  their  affairs — now  dilating 
on  their  doings  at  the  Fortune,  and  now  at  Paris 
Garden ;  and,  from  what  passed  betwixt  them,  a 
goodly  lesson  might  have  been  learned  of  the  rela- 
tive value  of  interludes  and  bear-baiting ;  of  players 
and  play-writers,  and  bulls,  bears,  and  dogs  of 
divers  kinds  and  qualities.  Apparently  well  satis- 
fied with  these  matters,  as  far  as  they  were  con- 
cerned with  them,  they  at  last  arrived  at  a  small 
^ay-side  inn,  near  the  Pimlico  fields,  as  you  go  to 
▼ol.  i.  k 
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Chelsea,  much  frequented  by  honest  citizens  with 
a  taste  for  the  country,  and  a  proper  enjoyment  for 
curds  and  cream,  hot  cakes,  and  a  game  at  bowls. 
Instead  of  going  through  the  house,  they  entered 
at  an  open  gate,  which  led  them  through  a  shady 
avenue  into  a  sort  of  garden,  having  bowers  all 
round  for  the  accommodation  of  the  company. 
Here  was  a  swing,  and  several  other  rustical  plea- 
sures, and  beyond  was  a  smooth  bowling-green,  in 
great  repute  for  the  neatness  with  which  it  was 
kept. 

Old  Henslowe  and  his  son  became  aware,  as  they 
approached,  of  some  persons  being  in  hot  and  violent 
dispute.  People  were  seen  leaving  their  favourite 
bowers,  some  with  alarm,  and  some  with  curiosity. 
The  swing  was  deserted;  the  climbing-pole,  the 
skittles,  and  the  butts  for  the  shooters  completely 
neglected ;  and  all  were  hastening  to  look  into  the 
cause  of  the  huge  uproar  which  was  existing  in  the 
bowling-green.  Among  a  throng  of  persons,  some 
of  whom  affected  a  display  of  greater  bravery  than 
was  usual  amongst  the  regular  frequenters  of  "  The 
Shepherd  and  Shepherdess,"  whose  sharp  speeches 
and  ready  answers  had  more  than  once  drawn 
attention  to  them  from  the  more  quiet  part  of  the 
company,  there  was  seen,  more  prominently  than 
all  others,  a  sturdy,  broad-faced,  stout-made  man. 
not  ill  apparelled,  yet  seeming  to  be  careless  oi 
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such  things,  his  features  inflamed  with  passion,  and 
both  by  voice  and  gesture  shewing,  as  plainly  as 
such  things  could,  that  he  was  in  a  very  monstrous, 
tearing  humour  with  some  one.  Around  and  about 
him  were  two  or  three  of  his  companions,  evidently 
striving  all  they  could  to  pacify  him,  most  promi- 
nent among  whom  was  one  who,  by  his  appearance, 
was  a  person  of  worship,  though  this  arose  as  much 
from  his  having  so  goodly  a  presence  as  from  wear- 
ing handsome  garments. 

A  little  in  the  rear  of  these  was  another  group, 
surrounding  a  man  of  a  middle  height,  yet  of  a  well- 
knit  frame,  whose  face  was  pale  with  passion.  It 
might  be  seen,  from  his  manner  and  language,  that 
he  was  quite  as  violent  as  the  other,  and  that  he 
paid  as  little  attention  to  the  representations  of  his 
companions  in  their  endeavours  to  restore  him  to 
good  humour.  An  indifferent  spectator  could  easily 
have  ascertained,  from  what  fell  from  these  different 
persons,  that  there  had  been  a  violent  quarrel  during 
a  game  at  bowls  betwixt  two  of  a  party  of  players 
who  had  met  together  at  "  The  Shepherd  and 
Shepherdess"  for  the  enjoyment  of  those  innocent 
pleasures  the  place  afforded.  The  two,  it  appeared, 
were  Benjamin  Jonson  and  Gabriel  Spencer,  both 
of  "The  Fortune;"  the  former,  besides,  being  a 
writer  of  plays  of  singular  merit,  as  witness  his 
admirable  "Every  Man  in  his  Humour."     Both 
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were  of  marvellous  hasty  tempers,  and  exceedingly 
intolerant  of  the  slightest  opposition.     After  taunt* 
ing  each  other  with  terrible  provoking  words,  they 
got  so  inflamed,  that  they  were  for  running  each 
other  through  where  they  stood;  but  they  were 
separated  by  some  of  their  more  peaceable  compa- 
nions, and  made  to  put  by  their  rapiers  ere  they  had 
done  any  mischief — yet  not  without  the  giving  and 
receiving  of  a  challenge  to  settle  their  quarrel  the 
next  day  in  Hoxton  Fields.    It  was  hoped,  by  those 
who  strove  most  to  reconcile  them — particularly 
the  person  just  spoken  of,  who  was  addressed  some- 
times as  Will,  and  sometimes   as  Master  Shak- 
speare  —  that  the  matter  in  dispute  might  be  ad- 
justed without  any  recourse  to  weapons ;  and  they 
laboured  assiduously  with  that  object  in  view. 
.  It  was  in  this  stage  of  their  proceedings  that  old 
Henslowe  and  his  son-in-law   approached  them. 
The  latter  thought  it  wisest  to  take  no  notice  of 
the  dispute  ;  and  therefore,  in  a  cheerful  manner, 
he  accosted  them  all  and  severally,  which  behaviour 
of  his  was  immediately  responded  to  by  the  greater 
part  with  every  sign  of  welcome  and  good-humour, 
for  the  purpose  of  calling  off  the  attention  of  the 
disputants  from  their  quarrel ;  and  they  even  put 
aside  their  squabble,  and  replied  to  their  salutations 
in  something  like  a  friendly  spirit.     An  invitation 
was  shortly  after  proffered  to  them  by  Edward  Allen, 
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which  was  as  heartily  received  as  given,  and  in  a 
presently  there  was  such  a  vast  expenditure  amongst 
them  of  harmless  frolic  and  pleasantry,  that  it 
appeared  to  the  peaceful  Allen  harmony  had  been 
completely  restored.  He  was,  however,  about  the 
only  one  in  the  company  under  that  impression, 
which  doubtless  arose  from  his  entire  ignorance  of 
the  bitter  taunting  speeches  that  had  passed  betwixt 
Ben  Jonson  and  Gabriel  Spencer,  which,  it  was  well 
known,  from  their  turbulent  dispositions,  neither 
would  overlook. 

Nevertheless,  in  the  full  belief  that  the  quarrel 
was  a  trifling  one,  which  must,  of  course,  be  entirely 
forgotten  whilst  they  were  enjoying  themselves 
under  his  roof,  he  readily  joined  in  the  mirth  that 
was  going  on  around  him,  as  they  strolled  towards 
Westminster,  for  the  purpose  of  taking  boats  to 
Southwark.  They  engaged  two  boats  ;  and  it  was 
*°  managed,  that  Gabriel  should  proceed  in  one, 
and  Ben  in  the  other,  and  there  were  about  either, 
one  or  two  judicious  friends  who  tried  to  reconcile 
them.  It  did  not  appear  they  had  much  success, 
for  both  parties  continued  in  the  same  dogged  hu- 
mour— without  doubt  entertaining  feelings  against 
each  other  not  readily  to  be  removed. 

They  all  arrived,  without  further  adventure,  at 
Edward  Allen's  house  in  the  liberty  of  the  Clink,  and 
net  with  the  most  friendly  of  welcomes  from  the 
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good  dame,  who,  in  her  extreme  pleasure  at  seein§££ 
of  her  father,  seemed  determined  to  be  pleased  even  ^ 
with  those  she  least  liked  to  see.     She  had  got  two  ^ 
or  three  good  gossips  of  her  acquaintance  of  her  " 
own  sex  to  meet  her  husband's  company,  and  had 
greatly  excited  their  expectations  by  anticipating    ' 
the  monstrous  satisfaction  they  were  to  find  in  the 
society  of  some  of  her  expected  guests,  particularly 
dilating  on  the  marvellous  sweet  qualities  of  her 
husband's  fast  friend,  Master  William  Shakspeare, 
of  "  The  Globe,"  whom  she  made  no  disguise  in 
averring  she  liked  with  all  an  honest  woman's  par- 
tiality.    At  the  entrance  of  her  husband  with  his 
company,  she  singled  out  Master  Shakspeare,  and 
made  him  known  to  these  her  friends  with  such 
warmth  of  gratification,  as  no  doubt  would  have 
rendered  somewhat  uneasy  a  husband  less  satisfied 
with  his  wife's  worthiness  of  nature,  or  his  friend's 
honourableness  of  mind,  than  the  well-contented 
Ned  Allen. 

The  reception,  and  the  efforts  they  were  obliged 
to  make  to  renew  an  acquaintance  or  to  establish 
one  with  the  fair  companions  of  their  fair  hostess, 
for  awhile  took  off  the  attention  of  the  associates 
of  Ben  Jonson  and  Gabriel  Spencer  ;  and  the 
securing  of  their  places  at  dinner,  the  satisfying 
of  their  several  appetites,  and  the  attentions  they 
thought  it  necessary  to  pay  to  their  female  fellow- 
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4S"*iests,  prevented  them  for  some  time  noticing  their 
ariour.      Nevertheless,  some  time  before  the 
al  was  finished,  they  could  not  help  regarding, 
nthout  very   considerable   alarm,  the   exceeding 
strangeness  of  their  conduct.     Gabriel  sat  pale  and 
stately,  with  a  sinister,  restless  look  glancing  from 
bis  gray  eyes.     He  was  wont  to  be  a  good  feeder 
and  a  loud  talker,  but  all  marvelled  to  see  he  ate 
.little  and  talked  less:  Ben,  with  his  broad  red 
face,  sat  over-against  him,  looking  all  the  less 
pleasant  for  the  gloomy  frown  which  seemed  to  sit 
on  it  immoveably.     He  had  never  been  wont  to 
neglect  either  his  meat  or  his  liquor  ;  but  now  he 
bad  not  a  maid's  appetite  in  courting  time ;  never- 
theless, he  neglected  not  the  good  wine,  of  whicli 
there  was  abundance,  but  poured  it  down  as  though 
he  was  labouring  under  a  thirst  that  could  not  be 
quenched,  or  made  his  throat  a  funnel  for  the  pur- 
pose of  noting  how  quickly  good  liquor  would  run 
<Wn  it.   The  excellent  housewife  had  put  forth  all 
her  skill  in  the  making  of  dainty  dishes  to  entertain 
her  husband's  guests,  as  she  believed  they  deserved ; 
>nd  the  result  was  a  banquet  that  should  have 
pleased  the  most  critical. 

There  certainly  was  no  lack  of  commendation 
from  the  well-pleased  guests.  Even  the  dame's 
good  gossips  eat  and  praised,  and  praised  and  eat, 
is  though  desirous  of  doing  the  fullest  justice  to 
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their  entertainment.    And  well  were  they  qualified 
for  this,  for  they  were  no  flaunting  madams  too 
proud  and  iguorant  to  trouble  themselves  about 
domestic  matters.    They  were  simple,  honest,  city 
dames,  of  excellent  reputation,  than  whom  none 
knew  better  the  proper  ordering  of  a  house,  and  all 
that  showeth  the  notable  true  housewife,  in  the 
best  and  kindliest  fashion.     Dame  Allen,  in  her 
duty  of  a  good  hostess,  was  diligent  in  seeing  that    • 
all  fared  well,  and  were  well  satisfied  with  their  fare*  - 
Whilst  engaged  in  this  office,  she  was  struck  with  * 
the  uneasy  air  and  strange,  unsocial  manner  of  the  * 
quarrelers  ;    but,  as  neither  of  them  were  of  her  ~3 
esteemed  acquaintance,  she  contented  herself  with  m 
an  occasional  pressing  to  partake  of  her  dainties,  « 
and  then  directed  her  attention  to  such  as   she  ^ 
regarded  with  more  esteem.     Still,  ever  and  anon,  « 
she  glanced  at  the  two  with  a  curious  inquietude,  « 
and  busied  her  mind  with  marvelling  what  it  was   4 
that  made  them  appear  so  ill  at  ease,  in  the  midst 
of  such  general  contentation. 

At  last  the  meal  was  over,  the  table  cleared,  and 
again  spread  with  tankards,  and  glasses,  and  wine, 
and  back,  and  cakes,  and  comfits,  and  the  like 
after-dinner  cates ;  and  every  one  seemed  to  be 
inclined  to  talk  to  his  neighbour ;  some  ventured 
upon  a  jest,  and  all  looked  to  be  inclined  for  plea- 
santry and  good  fellowship  after  the  bias  of  their 
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several  humours.  Old  Henslowe  talked  of  the 
notable  bulls  and  bears  he  bad  seen  in  his  day,  and 
entered  into  some  spirited  accounts  of  the  dogs 
they  had  been  matched  with.  His  daughter 
chimed  in  with  anecdotes  of  the  savagest  of  these 
animals,  speaking  of  their  fiercest  encounters  as 
familiarly  as  might  another  of  her  sex  of  the  spor- 
u?eness  of  kittens.  Her  worthy  husband,  as  was 
his  wont,  divided  his  discourse  so  much  between 
quadrupeds  and  bipeds,  that  there  was  no  knowing, 
for  certain,  which  had  the  advantage  of  his  com- 
mendations. Others  spoke  of  news  from  court  and 
gossip  concerning  the  ill-repute  into  which,  it  was 
said,  the  Earl  of  Essex  had  fallen  with  the  queen. 
Shakspeare  was  dividing  many  gentle  courtesies 
and  compliments  amongst  his  fair  hostess  and  her 
fair  friends,  as  it  seemed,  infinitely  to  their  con- 
tentation.  Each  appeared  to  have  something  to 
engage  himself  withal,  and  some  means  of  affording 
entertainment  to  himself  and  his  neighbours. 

Yet,  of  the  company,  there  must  be  excepted  two, 
for  Gabriel  Spencer  still  continued  his  sullen  re- 
serve, and  Benjamin  Jonson  kept  up  his  wild 
manner  and  frequent  recourse  to  the  tankard ;  in 
addition  to  which  he  began,  in  a  fierce,  taunting 
manner,  to  make  remarks  which,  though  riddles  to 
most  of  the  guests,  were  easily  seen  by  Gabriel, 
and  a  few  others,  to  be  levelled  at  him.     The  flash- 
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ing  eyes  and  increasing  paleness  of  the  latter 
warned  the  observant  that  there  would  be  mischief 
anon,  if  they  had  not  the  wit  to  ward  it  off;  and  so 
they  presently  took  measures  that  should  direct 
attention  elsewhere.  They  chose  to  be  pressing 
on  their  host  for  a  taste  of  his  skill  on  the  lute, 
which,  after  some  backwardness,  he  was  induced 
to  afford ;  and,  of  a  surety,  he  well  earned  the 
praises  so  liberally  bestowed  on  his  admirable 
handling  of  his  instrument.  Then  was  enjoyed 
the  sweet  throat  of  Will  Byrde ;  and  his  exquisite 
ballad  was  scarcely  ended  when  Humphrey  Jeffes 
was  enforced  to  show  the  goodly  quality  of  his  viol- 
di-Gamba.  John  Shanke's  ready  jest  was  equally 
at  their  bidding ;  and  Tom  Dow  ton's  tricks  of 
conjuring  were  as  little  called  for  in  vain.  Ere  the 
last  of  these  marvels  had  exhausted  the  astonish- 
ment of  the  company,  the  three-part  song  of  Ned 
Colbrand,  Francis  Grace,  and  Samuel  Rowley,  was 
heard  in  all  its  grateful  harmony. 

The  thoughtful  few  who  so  judiciously  sought  to 
render  ineffective  the  evil  humours  of  their  un- 
friendly companions  noticed,  not  without  much 
alarm,  that  neither  the  tasteful  playing  on  the  lute, 
the  exquisite  ballad,  the  famous  performance  on 
the  viol,  jest,  conjuring,  or  three-part  song,  had 
any  effect  on  the  angry  and  unsocial  spirits  who 
sat  amongst  them  ;    and  they  began  to  experience 
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a  creeping  dread,  that  chilled  their  own  efforts  to 
keep  the   rest    sufficiently    amused.      Of  these, 
Master  Shakspeare  had  been  all  along  the  most 
active.    He  had  seen  that  mischief  was  brewing 
under  the  cloudy  brows  of  his  two  angry  associates, 
and  sought  all  means  at  his  disposal  to  bring  them 
into pleasanter  and  more  commendable  feelings; 
but  the  evident  uselessness  of  his  labours  began  to 
be  painfully  conspicuous,  for,  misliking  the  strange 
looks  and  behaviour  of  Ben  Jonson  and  Gabriel 
Spencer,  Dame  Allen   and   her   gossips  had,  one 
after  another,  stolen  out  of  the  chamber.     The 
newsmongers  sat  silent,  gazing,  with  no  small  share 
of  anxiousness,  at  the  singular  bearing  and  be- 
haviour of  their  turbulent  friends.     The  singers 
forgot  their  voices,  and  the  musicians  their  in- 
struments;  the  jester  had  ceased  attempting  to 
raise  a  laugh  at  his  quirks  and  quiddities,  and  the 
conjurer  seemed  to  have  taken  an  entire  leave  of 
his  art — so  wrought  upon  were  they  all  with  the 
strangeness  of  the  conduct  of  their  fellow-guests. 
Old  Henslowe  and  his  son-in-law  appeared  to  be 
the  only  persons  who  knew  not  the  feelings  that 
were  nourished  by  their  implacable  friends ;    and 
they  were  so  intent  upon  a  discussion  respecting 
the  best  age  at  which  bears  should  be  first  brought 
to  the  games,  as  to  have  no  thought  or  care  for 
any  thing  else. 
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Shakspeare,  who  had  omitted  nothing  that 
might  reconcile  the  hostile  parties,  or  make  them 
forget  their  quarrel,  saw,  with  alarm,  the  offensive 
conduct  of  the  now  half- intoxicated  Ben  Jonson  ; 
and  at  last  ventured,  in  an  under-tone,  to  make  an 
impressive  remonstrance  to  him.  At  this  the 
other,  striking  his  fist  on  the  table,  loudly  ex- 
claimed, with  a  contemptuous  look  and  voice,  u  Let 
him  go  hang !  Who  cares  for  such  a  white-livered 
hound  ?"  The  words  were  scarce  out  of  his  mouth, 
when  Gabriel  started  up,  his  long  pent-up  passion 
no  longer  to  be  restrained,  and,  catching  in  his 
hand  a  heavy  tankard  that  stood  before  him,  he 
sent  it,  with  so  true  an  aim,  at  the  head  of  the 
insulter,  that  it  knocked  him  off  his  stool.  A 
violent  scene  followed,  every  one  springing  to  his 
legs  in  confusion,  all  asking  questions,  or  making 
comments,  and  crowding  round  either  the  prostrate 
player  or  his  adversary.  Henslowe  and  his  son-in- 
law  seemed  as  greatly  astonished  as  though  all 
their  bears,  bulls,  and  dogs,  had  joined  in  general 
fight ;  and  the  rest,  if  their  astonishment  was  less, 
their  anxiety  was  equally  painful. 

At  the  first  outcry,  Dame  Allen  and  some  of  her 
gossips  had  rushed  to  the  door,  in  as  huge  a  fear 
as  women  are  wont  to  fall  into  on  such  occasions, 
to  learn  the  nature  of  the  disturbance ;  and  their 
exclamations,   as  may  well  be  believed,  did   not 
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tend,  in  any  manner,  to  lessen  the  uproar  and 

Confusion.     Poor  Dame  Allen!    terrible  was  her 

disappointment  at  the  result  of  an  entertainment, 

*o  enjoy  the  superior  attractions  of  which  she  had 

invited  so  many  estimable  persons  of  her  own  sex ; 

ajxl  it  was  not  till  the  worthiest  of  her  guests,  in 

Iter  thinking,  had  come  to  assure  her  that  there 

Was  no  cause  to  be  under  any  alarm,  for  his  friend 

Viad  only  been  stunned,  and  was  in  a  fair  way  of 

perfect  recovery,  that  she  grew  to  be  in  a  more 

tranquil  state. 

Whilst  some  of  the  company  were  busy  raising 
the  fallen  man,  a  few  assembled  about  the  other, 
and,  partly  by  persuasion,  partly  by  force,  got  him 
out  of  the  room,  and  thence  into  the  street  On 
coming  to  himself,  Ben  was  monstrous  furious, 
and  at  first  could  not  be  pacified  in  any  manner 
when  he  found  his  adversary  had  gone  away ;  but 
in  the  end  he  became  less  violent,  and  finally  took 
his  leave  of  his  host  as  though  h6  thought  no  more 
of  the  matter.  At  this  all  the  company  went  their 
sreral  ways,  with  an  abundance  of  friendly  good 
wishes  from  their  kind  and  cheerful  entertainers. 
They,  in  the  simplicity  of  their  hearts,  fancied  that 
the  quarrel  would  go  no  farther;  but  in  that  they 
were  in  as  great  error  as  ever  they  were  in  all  their 
days. 
Early  on  the  morrow  two  men  were  seen  walking 
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rapidly  together  in  the  direction  of  Hoxton  Fielt3- 
It  was  a  fair  morning  in  September,  with  a  ficr» 
cool  air,  and  the  hedges  were  in  full  foliage,  shoved 
ing  a  rare  crop  of  berries,  and  a  no  less  pie 
stock  of  the  latest  flowers  of  the  season  ;  and 
herds,  which  stood  in  groups,  hither  and  thithe — ^ 
were  breaking  their  fast  with  what  looked  to  be 
most  absolute  enjoyment  of  their  meal.    Flocks  C^ 
sparrows  and  finches  were  flitting  from  spray  t^^ 
spray,  and  numerous  bands  of  larks  were  whirling  0 
over  the  open  pastures.     The  distant  report  of  &> 
gun  from  the  stubbles,  which  were  plainly  discern  & 
ible  in  the  landscape,  showed  that  the  sportsman^ 
was  abroad,  and  busy  at  his  vocation.     The  twc^ 
men  walked  on  at  a  brisk  pace,  as  hath  been  said,^ 
the  one  looking  exceeding  fierce  and  sullen,  the^ 
other  wearing  a  melancholy  expression  with  a  visible  "* 
tinge  of  uneasiness. 

"  I  think,  Ben,"  exclaimed  the  first,  in  a  serious 
tone  of  voice,  "  h  would  be  as  well,  your  honour 
well  cared  for,  to  settle  this  unhappy  dispute, 
betwixt  you  and  Gabriel,  without  the  shedding  of 
blood." 

"  Tush,  Will ;  dost  take  me  for  a  craven !"  ex- 
claimed the  other,  fiercely.  "  Am  I  to  be  knocked 
o*  the  pate  by  every  scurvy  knave  that  lists,  and 
care  for  nought  but  to  patch  up  my  quarrel ! 
Zounds !  shall  I,  who,  as  it  were,  have  served  my 
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apprenticeship  to  the  profession  of  arms,  and  that, 
too,  with  9ome  small  credit  to  myself  and  respect 
of  mine  enemies,  shall  I  be  a  mark  for  so  worth- 
leas,  contemptible  a  fellow  as  this  Gabriel  Spencer; 
to  be  flung  at  when  it  suiteth  his  humour,  and, 
when  I  have  had  my  brains  nigh  upon  knocked 
out,  present  my  service  to  him  with  his  morning 
draught !  Nay,  I'll  put  my  tongue  in  pawn  to  the 
first  cur  who  seeketh  a  breakfast,  ere  it  shall  give 
its  assent  to  anything  so  odious." 

"  I  admit  that  the  blow  is  an  affront  not  to  be 
endured,"  observed  the  other,  whom  the  under- 
standing reader  will  have  no  difficulty  in  discovering 
to  be  Master  Shakspeare.  "But  surely  he  had 
exceeding  pro  vocation. " 

"Provocation  be  hanged  !"  sharply  answered 
his  friend,  who  was  no  other  than  Benjamin  Jonson. 
"  Was  it  like,  after  what  had  passed,  that  I  could 
sit  tamely  by  and  see  so  vile  a  fellow  making 
mouths  at  me,  like  a  sick  ape  after  physic  1  Fore 
George,  I  had  a  month's  mind  to  cudgel  him  as 
he  sat.  I  tell  thee,  Will,"  added  he,  in  a  decided 
tone,  "the  knave  hath  crossed  me  often.  I  like 
not  his  humours.  I  am  earnest  in  my  quarrel, 
tnd  with  the  help  of  my  good  rapier,  which  hath 
done  me  yeoman's  service  before  now,  I  will  bring 
it  to  a  proper  ending/' 

Master  Shakspeare  knew  Ben  too  well  to  expect 
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any  approach  being  made  to  the  amicable  set 
of  this  difference  in  his  present  mood ;  there 
he  wisely  held  his  speech,  and  the  two  conti 
to  walk  on  in  silence  till  they  turned  the  end  o 
lane,  which  bordered  on  the  fields  to  which 
were  proceeding.  As  they  were  advancing  a 
the  path  that  leads  across  one  of  the  larger  fi 
they  became  aware  of  two  persons  waiting  un< 
clump  of  trees,  down  in  one  of  the  corners  of  it 
whom  they  made.  They  were  so  intent  on 
discourse  that  they  did  not  discover  the  appr 
of  Ben  and  his  friend,  till  they  came  close  1 
them,  and  overheard  the  following  dialogue. 

"  Of  a  truth,  Captain  Swashbuckler,  you  sj 
monstrous  temptingly  of  your  rapier." 

"  A  right  Toledo,  as  I  live,  worthy  Master  S 
cer.  But  that  I  have  confidence  in  your  discre 
I  would  not  have  told  you  the  name  of  the  § 
grandee  of  whom  I  had  it." 

'•The  Duke  de  Medina  Sidonia,  I   think 
said,  to  whom  it  had  been  presented  by  the  I 
of  Spain." 

"  And  in  consequence  of  my  pressing  necessi 
and  of  my  exceeding  friendship  for  you,  I  re 
my  demand  of  forty  crowns,  which  is  not  a  qui 
of  its  right  estimate,  to  five,  which  I  would  n« 
any  one  else  take  for  the  loan  of  it." 

4€  I  am  bound  to  you,  Captain  Swashbuckler 
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your  consideration,  and  for  standing  my  friend  in 
this  quarrel ;  and  I  willingly  pay  you  the  sum  you 
require." 

"Thanks,  worthy  sir;  but  concerning  of  this 
little  matter  of  dispute  betwixt  you  and  that  hec- 
toring bricklayer,  Benjamin  Jonson,  be  you  under 
no  manner  of  concern  as  to  its  issue.  Remember 
you  my  lessons — forget  not  your  punto  reverso — of 
all  things  bear  in  mind  the  secret  thrust  I  took 
such  pains  to  inform  you  of — and  you  shall  have 
his  weapon  at  your  command  and  his  life  at  your 
disposal,  ere  you  have  exchanged  half  a  score  of 
passes  with  him.  I  remember  me,  as  well  as  if  it 
was  but  yesterday,  when  I  taught  the  noble  Earl 
of  Leicester  this  same  matchless  trick  of  fence; 
and  I  know  not  how  many  of  his  enemies  he  over- 
threw by  employing  it  in  the  duello  with  them. 
But,  by  the  god  of  war,  here  come  the  very  men 
we  look  for  P 

Saying  this,  Captain  Swashbuckler  advanced, 
and,  taking  off  his  hat  with  the  easy  assurance  of  a 
cast  captain,  saluted  the  persons  who  approached  him. 
His  broad,  bronzed  face  was  not  made  a  whit  hand- 
somer for  the  patch  over  his  eye,  and  his  ungainly 
shape  was  not  more  prepossessing  than  his  aspect. 
He  was  dressed  in  a  faded  suit  of  cinnamon,  with  a 
goodly  ruff,  wore  his  soiled  beaver  with  the  air  of 
a  commander,  and  strode  in  a  pair  of  worn-out 
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buff  shoes,  with  crumpled  roses,  as  though  t 
could  not  be  so  great  a  man  in  the  world. 

After  salutation,  and  mutual  introductions,  1 
ter  Shakspeare  and  he  stood  a  little  apart,  to  arr 
the  business  of  the  meeting.  It  was  the  eai 
desire  of  the  former  to  bring  things  to  an  ami< 
settlement,  but  the  other  must  needs  show  hii 
to  be  a  man  of  war,  and  talked  so  overpoweri 
of  the  affront  his  principal  had  received,  and 
tered  so  learnedly  into  the  proper  proceeding 
the  duello  in  such  cases,  that,  with  a  sad  h 
Master  Shakspeare  found  he  could  not  preven 
fight  both  parties  were  so  bent  upon. 

It  chanced,  however,  that  previous  to  the  < 
batants  being  set  against  each,  on  the  sec 
measuring  their  rapiers,  "  the  right  Toledo,"  * 
Captain  Swashbuckler  had  sold  his  friend, 
found  to  be  several  inches  longer  in  the  blade 
the  sword  of  Ben  Jonson.  Master  Shakspeare 
tily  protested  against  such  a  weapon  being  i 
and  was  in  hopes  this  inequality  would  put  an 
to  the  combat ;  but  Ben  insisted  that  his  advei 
should  have  his  own  weapon,  which  he  strc 
commended  as  having  befriended  him  on  ma 
pinch,  and  he  would  take  that  worn  by  his  fr 
Will  Shakspeare,  which  was  of  the  same  lei 
The  latter  strove  to  prevent  this,  but  all  his  o 
tdons  were  overruled  ;  and  at  last  Ben  Jonson 
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Gabriel  Spencer  found  themselves  opposite  each 
other  with  the  naked  blades,  as  the  former  had 
ruled,  crossed  in  front  of  them. 

Captain  Swashbuckler  appeared  even  less  pleased 
with  this  arrangement  than  Master  Shakspeare, 
but  they  both  drew  a  little  off  from  the  combatants, 
to  watch  and  wait  the  issue  of  the  fight.  Ben 
Jonson  looked  determinedly,  yet  with  the  quiet 
steady  glance  of  an  old  swordsman ;  and  Gabriel 
Spencer,  though  he  was  somewhat  disconcerted  at 
the  disappointment  he  had  to  endure  in  being 
deprived  of  the  advantages  he  might  have  derived 
from  so  choice  a  weapon  as  that  which  had  had  the 
honour  of  being  conferred  by  the  King  of  Spain 
on  so  distinguished  a  grandee  as  the  Duke  de 
Medina  Sidonia,  felt  such  confidence  in  the  lessons 
he  had  received  from  a  master  of  fence  so  well 
known  at  Paul's  as  Captain  Swashbuckler,  as  to 
be  perfectly  free  from  apprehension  for  himself. 
But,  most  unfortunately  for  him,  it  so  chanced 
that,  in  the  very  beginning  of  the  duel,  after  a  few 
passes  only,  and  before  he  thought  of  applying  to 
the  famous  secret  thrust  that  had  so  befriended 
the  great  Earl  of  Leicester,  his  own  weapon  was 
turned  aside,  and  at  the  same  moment  the  other 
passed  through  his  body.  Poor  Gabriel !  he  uttered 
but  one  groan,  and  fell  dead  at  the  feet  of  his  ad- 
versary. 
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Master  Shakspeare  was  greatly  shocked,  but  he 
saw  at  a  glance  no  human  aid  could  avail.  Ben 
Jonson  seemed  no  less  distressed ;  it  was  evident 
he  was  terribly  moved,  and  he  vowed  very  earnestly 
he  would  willingly  give  all  he  was  worth  in  the 
world  such  a  mischance  had  not  happened.  He 
called  to  Captain  Swashbuckler  to  help  bear  his 
friend  out  of  the  field,  but  the  noble  captain  had 
thought  it  much  better  to  bear  himself  out,  as 
soon  as  he  beheld  the  turn  things  had  taken,  and 
was  no  longer  within  hearing.  He,  however,  did 
not  forget  to  take  with  him  the  goodly  rapier, 
which  he  had  so  lately  sold  at  so  poor  a  price,  in 
the  fullest  conviction  that  its  matchless  character 
must  be  of  much  more  advantage  to  a  living 
teacher  of  fence  than  to  a  dead  pupil. 

With  the  assistance  of  some  labouring  men  from 
an  adjoining  brick-field,  the  body  of  Gabriel 
Spencer  was  removed  to  a  fitter  resting-place  ; 
and  his  death  was  so  much  spoken  of,  as  soon  as 
it  became  known,  that  Ben  Jonson  found  it  neces- 
sary to  remove  himself  as  far  from  the  scene  of  the 
fatal  quarrel  as  was  possible  for  him. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Ham.     Your  schoolmaster  ? 
Hollo.  Even  he. 

The  Bloody  Brother. 

Oh,  thoa  unfaithful,  fearful  man,  thou  hast  killed  roe. 
In  saving  me  this  way,  thoa  hast  destroyed  me 
Robbed  me  of  that  thy  love  can  never  give  more. 
A  Wipe  for  a  Month. 

Before  his  face  plotting  his  own  abuse, 

To  which  himself  gives  aim : 

While  the  broad  arrow,  with  the  forked  head, 

Misses  his  brows  bat  narrowly. 

A  Mad  World  my  Masters. 

Let  me  crave 
Thy  virtuous  help  to  keep  from  grave 
This  poor  mortal,  that  here  lies 
Waiting  when  the  destinies 
Will  undo  his  thread  of  life. 

The  Faithful  Shepherdess. 

Into  a  certain  tenement  that  was  in  the  village 
of  Shottery,  must  we  now  introduce  the  courteous 
reader.  Certes,  this  same  dwelling  was  none  of 
the  stateliest,  yet  had  it  very  fair  accommodations 
for  those  who  dwelt  therein,  and  an  exceeding 
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inviting  appearance  from  the  highway  before  it 
when   the  twining   woodbine   which   covered  titta 
porch,  and  clung  round  the  casements,  and  abov* 
every  part,  up  to  the  eaves,  with  infinite  luxurious*^ 
ness,  was  in  its  fullest  bloom — the  more  especS-sa 
when  there  was  a  fair  posy  of  freshest  flows?' 
standing  in  some  convenient  vessel  on  the  windo^"** 
sill,  and  through  the  open  door  there  could  be  sc    -* 
a   glimpse   of  the  fruit-trees   in  the   garden, 
fullest  bloom,  or  with  store  of  pippins  and  ch^^" 
ries  on  their  pleasant  boughs,  while,   before  t-"~J 
door,  two  rosy-cheeked  girls  sat  with  an  exceeds  J 
fair  show  of  diligence — the  one  knitting  of  ho»  * 
and  the  other,  evidently  scarce  a  year  older,  spl  -^ 
ning  at  her  wheel,  ever  and  anon  looking  from  h-^^ 
labours  to  regard  or  give  some  sage  admonitions- — 
marvellous   for  one  of  her   tender  years  —  to 
laughing,  shouting,  lovely  boy,  twinned  at  a  birC^ 
with  her  sister,  who  was  romping  and  rioting  witf* 
a  young  hound  of  a  noble  breed,  at  a  little  distance, 
the  two  rolling  over  each  other  on  the  grass  with 
admirable  good  fellowship  on  both  sides,   and  a 
huge  outcry  of  mingled  barking   and  shouting; 
and  presently  the  dog,  breaking  away  from  his  com- 
panion, and  standing  at  some  little  way  off,  utter* 
ing  many  a  short  joyful  bark,  and  wagging  of  his 
tail  very  famously,  watching  the  movements  of  his 
lovely  playfellow,  and  bounding  off  again  as  the 
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boy  sought  to  lay  hold  of  him,  and  repeating  these 
antics  till  he  graciously  allowed  himself  to  be 
caught. 

Then  broke  out  afresh  the  noisy  play  with  so 
wild  an  uproar,  that  it  would  bring  out  the  alarmed 
mother  from  her  household-work,  and  thereupon 
she  would  rate  the  boy  and  the  dog,  for  their  blame- 
ableness  in  creating  so  horrid  a  din,  and,  more  than 
all,  rate  the  elder  sister  for  having  allowed  it. 
Whereof  the  result  would  be,  the  dog  would  pre- 
sently look  as  grave  as  dog  ever  looked  when  found 
at  fault,  and,  spying  of  a  beggar  at  the  end  of  the 
village,  would  set  off  with  a  monstrous  eagerness 
down  the  road  to  show  his  extreme  watchfulness ; 
the  boy  would  return  to  the  task  he  had  been 
conning,  ere  weariness  made  him  fling  it  aside 
for  choicer  entertainment ;  and  the  elder  girl,  after 
niany  loving  words,  endeavouring  to  impress  on 
the  truant  the  exceeding  profitableness  of  book 
over  play,  would  continue  her  spinning,  and  her 
discourse  with  her  sister  on  divers  matters  seeming 
to  be  of  the  most  absolute  importance,  which  had 
been  so  rudely  interrupted. 

By  the  time  the  matron  had  left  the  door,  the 
dog  had  returned  to  his  accustomed  place  before 
the  house.  At  first  he  put  on  an  exceeding  discreet 
behaviour,  only  venturing  to  cast  a  wistful  glance 
at  his  fellow-culprit,  when  tired  of  scratching  at 
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his  ears,  biting  at  his  tail,  snapping  at  the  flies  that 
ventured  in  his  neighbourhood,  or  following  any  of 
those  employments  most  in  request  among  dogs  of 
all  degrees  when  not  inclined  for  sleep,  food,  or 
other  occupation.  For  awhile  the  head,  so  rich  in 
shining  curls,  of  his  playfellow,  was  not  raised  from 
his  task ;  but  ere  long  it  was  slowly  lifted  up. 

As  soon  as  the  child's  eyes  met  those  of  his  fast 
friend,  the  latter  left  off  what  he  was  then  about ; 
his  tail  was  in  motion  on  the  instant;  at  first 
slowly  and  softly,  then  beating  of  the  ground  with 
monstrous  vigorous  thumps,  as  he  ventured  on  a 
subdued  bark.  Anon,  some  little  encouragement 
covertly  given  by  the  boy,  set  him  leaping  around 
him,  at  a  short  distance,  making  it  less  and  the 
bark  louder  as  the  other  increased  the  evidence  he 
could  not  avoid  showing  of  the  pleasure  with 
which  his  playmate's  proceedings  were  regarded. 
It  was  rarely  the  temptation  was  long  resisted. 
The  task  was  again  cast  aside,  and  they  were 
presently  frolicking  together  with  more  noisy  en- 
joyment than  ever. 

Such  was  the  scene,  with  occasional  trifling 
variations,  that  had  every  sunny  morning  for  the 
last  year  or  two  been  presented  to  the  ordinary 
wayfarer  when  passing  through  the  quiet  village 
of  Shottery.  Did  it  appear  he  was  a  stranger  in 
these  parts,  and,  struck  by  the  singular  beauty  and 
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intelligence  of  the  children,  must  needs  inquire  to 
whom  they  belonged,  he  was  sure  to  hear  one  of 
two  monstrous  different  stories-— perchance  both. 

One  was,  that  the  mother  was  the  daughter  of 
an  honest  yeoman,  whose  sons  lived  in  the  house 
higher  up  the  road,  where  the  family  of  the 
Hathaway's  had  dwelt  time  out  of  mind,  and  that 
Anne,  instead  of  marrying  some  person  of  sub- 
stance and  repute  among  her  neighbours,  as  was 
expected  of  her,  and  as  she  might  have  done,  had 
she  so  desired — there  being  no  lack  of  such  anxious 
to  be  connected  with  so  worthy  a  man  as  John 
Hathaway — had  taken  up  with  a  young  fellow 
from  Stratford  (whose  father  was  as  poor  as  any 
church  mouse),  so  wild  in  his  courses  that,  after 
stealing  of  Sir  Thomas  Lucy's  deer,  beating  his 
men,  and  numberless  worse  offences,  he  abandoned 
his  wife  and  his  three  children,  and  joined  the 
players  in  London,  where  he  had  since  been  leading 
a  horrible  ungodly  life,  in  all  sorts  of  riotous  ill- 
living —  taking  little  note  of  his  poor  wife  and 
sweet  young  family,  save  once  in  a  way  or  so 
coming  to  see  them. 

Then,  if  the  intelligencer  were  a  woman,  which 
was  like  enough,  and  a  careless  and  unthrifty  wife, 
which  was  not  impossible,  she  would  be  mon- 
strously indignant  at  the  barbarousness  of  hus- 
bands, saying  that,  as  far  as  she  knew,  one  was 

VOL.  I.  F 
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not  a  whit  better  than  another ;  wives  were  to  be 
slaves  forsooth,  and  to  be  cast  aside  like  old  gar- 
ments not  fitting  to  be  worn  when  the  occasion 
served,  while  their  dissatisfied  partners  did  nought 
but  find  fault  and  give  trouble. 

Much  more  to  the  same  purpose  was  like  to 
follow,  was  her  companion  inclined  to  listen,  but 
it  most  frequently  happened  she  was  brought  back 
to  the  proper  subject  of  inquiry,  and  then  pro- 
ceeded to  communicate  numberless  interesting 
particulars  relating  to  the  persons  whom  she  had 
before  mentioned;  and  the  stranger,  unless  he 
sought  other  information,  went  away  with  the 
impression  that  of  all  the  base,  idle,  careless,  pro- 
fligate husbands,  unnatural  fathers,  and  intolerable 
worthless  varlets,  one  Will  Shakspeare  was  the 
worst,  out  of  all  doubt. 

But  the  other  tale  was  of  an  exceeding  different 
complexion,  inasmuch  as  it  described  the  said  Will 
as  being  the  son  of  a  respectable  Burgess  of  Strat- 
ford ;  some  time  since  Alderman  and  High  Bailiff 
of  that  town,  a  youth  well  esteemed  of  many  for 
his  singular  fine  talent  in  the  writing  of  ballads 
and  plays,  who  was  inveigled  into  a  marriage  ere 
he  was  eighteen,  by  an  artful  cozening  jade  nigh 
upon  old  enough  to  be  his  mother,  whose  temper 
was  of  that  intolerable  sort  he  was  forced  to  fly  his 
native  town,  rather  than  indure  any  more  of  it, 
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and  seek  his  fortune  in  London,  where  his  mar- 
vellous skill  and  learning  so  wrought  upon  the 
Queen's  Highness,  it  was  said  she  would  have  had 
him  right  willingly  to  have  been  her  husband,  had 
he  not  had  already  a  wife  of  his  own.  Neverthe- 
less, this  stood  so  little  in  the  way  of  his  advance- 
ment that  his  fortune  was  made  presently  by  her 
Highness,  who  would  scarce  let  him  out  of  her 
sight,  and  it  was  with  much  ado  he  could  escape 
from  her  to  attend  to  the  wants  of  his  young 
family,  who  with  their  mother  he  maintained  with 
so  liberal  an  exhibition,  taking  for  her  the  house 
in  which  she  then  dwelt,  and  filling  it  with  com- 
forts such  as  no  woman  of  her  condition  had 
experienced,  that  she  was  envied  of  all  the  wives 
in  the  village. 

Should  the  teller  of  this  tale  be  a  man,  as  is  not 
unlikely,  and  had  a  thriftless  idle  baggage,  with  a 
goodly  spice  of  the  shrew  in  her,  for  a  wife,  which 
many  men  have  had  before  now,  he  will  at  this 
point  of  his  discourse  speak  terrible  bitter  things  of 
the  wretchedness  of  husbands  that  have  such  vile 
jades  for  to  be  their  helpmates,  and  if  the  stranger 
check  him  not,  it  is  like  he  will  be  monstrous 
moving  upon  his  own  grievances  in  this  particular, 
till  he  do. 

He  will  then  straightway  be  ready  to  take  his 
oath  on  it,  so  loving  a  husband  and  tender  a  father 

f2 
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as  Master  Shakspeare  never  lived  in  this  world ; 
that,  despite  his  dame's  crabbedness,  artfulness,  and 
folly,  he  had  tried  all  things  to  induce  her  to  be  a 
good  wife  to  him  ;  and  that  on  his  children  he  so 
doated,  he  lavished  his  whole  gains  in  the  bringing 
of  them  up  tenderly.  The  boy  in  especial  he  had 
such  proud  hopes  of,  it  was  said  he  had  writ  a 
play  wherein  he  was  made  to  be  no  less  a  person 
than  the  Prince  of  Denmark.  Thereupon  the 
stranger  would  quit  the  place  in  the  opinion  that 
the  said  Master  Shakspeare  was  made  up  of  every 
wonderfullest  excellence,  and  was  so  fortunate 
withal,  save  in  the  matter  of  his  wife,  that  he 
could  not  but  envy  him  his  gifts. 

Whereabouts  lyeth  the  truth  betwixt  these  con- 
trary statements,  the  courteous  reader  will  doubt- 
less be  able  in  some  sort  to  determine. 

It  hath  been  discovered  by  some  prying,  imper- 
tinent jackanapes  or  another,  that  the  bright 
source  of  all  that  we  have  of  splendour,  clearness, 
and  excellence  in  things  visible,  hath  on  it  divers 
unsightly  spots.  If  that  face  which  is  of  such 
wondrous  brilliance  no  gaze  can  be  fixed  on  it  for 
long  and  not  blinded,  be  so  disfigured,  it  is  utter 
foolishness  to  expect  the  fairest  and  perfectest 
thing  in  nature  to  be  free  of  spec  or  flaw. 

The  sun  throweth  out  his  golden  beams  with  so 
unmeasured  a  prodigality  that  none  save  such  poor 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  101 

inquisitorial  critical  knaves,  who,  if  allowed  to  see 
a  hair's  breadth  beyond  their  noses,  must  do  so  only 
to  find  fault  with  what  most  helpeth  them  in  the 
use  of  their  sight,  would  be  so  horribly  ungrateful 
as  to  point  out  any  small  defect  in  him  visible  only 
after  intolerable  prying  and  searching,  quite  re- 
gardless of  the  prodigious  heap  of  benefit  all  derive 
at  his  hands. 

Wherefore,  in  pourtraying  of  certain  spots  in 
this  our  intellectual  sun,  or  rather  such  as  do  so 
appear  when  viewed  in  ignorance  of  the  circum- 
stances which  produced  them,  the  which  becometh 
proper  and  necessary  for  the  full  understanding  of 
the  subject — it  behoveth  all  who  read,  to  be  mind- 
ful of  the  incalculable  advantages  placed  at  our 
disposal  by  the  infinite  generousness  of  his  nature, 
and  if  there  should  be  any  grievous  error  mixed 
up  with  such  bountiful  store  of  good,  let  us 
straightway  regard  with  a  proper  humility  the 
knowledge  that  the  sweetest,  gentlest,  noblest  of 
God's  creatures  could  not  escape  the  debasing 
touch  of  evil. 

Peradventure,  this  blemish,  if  any  there  be,  shall 
be  none  so  great — at  least  it  must  needs  leave 
good  warrant  for  the  exercise  of  our  charity. 

In  the  blooming  daughter  of  the  honest  yeoman 
of  Shottery,  of  a  surety,  there  was  no  lack  of 
womanly  tenderness.    Yet  so  frequently  did  her 
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womanly  vanity  under  evil  counsel  get  the  bettei 
of  her  better  qualities,  it  was  rarely  the  latter  wen 
allowed  their  natural  influence. 

To  one  of  so  sensitive  a  sort,  as  he  to  whom  tb 
church  had  given  her,  whose  aspirations  pointed  1 
such  fine  issues,  and  whose  affections  could  enc 
brace  only  what  was  most  choice,  such  intractab! 
ness  as  she  exhibited  must  needs  have  produced 
him  a  sense  of  intolerable  discomfort. 

In  the  very  flush  of  youth,  possessed  of  all  the: 
personal  gifts  that  do  most  attract  a  loving  woma^ 
eye,  and  having  such  prodigal  graces  of  mind  a^< 
heart  withal  as  woman  never  yet  resisted,  it  is  li-i 
enough  his  nature  was  as  ready  to  meet  the  lo^ 
he  had  sought  so  earnestly  with  such  little  pro£9 
as  were  the  natures  of  all  such  fond  and  loveatd 
creatures  with  whom  he  chanced  to  associate,  eagg 
to  assist  him  to  its  attainment. 

Directly  it  chanced  he  had  the  means  at  Id 
commandment,  his  thoughts  turned  towards 
suitable  provision  for  his  wife  and  young  family 
He  had  the  pleasant  cottage  in  which  they  h£ 
'  since  dwelt  at  Shottery  taken  for  them,  and  fu- 
nished  with  all  things  useful  and  proper  in  abunc 
ance,  and  their  several  wants  were  so  fully  consi 
dered,  no  family  in  the  village  were  so  well  care 
for. 

He  never  allowed  a  year  to  pass  without  payin 
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them  a  visit,  at  which  times,  as  may  well  be  ima- 
gined, he  was  not  like  to  come  empty-handed.  In* 
deed,  so  prodigal  was  he  in  the  giving  of  such 
things  as  children  most  desire,  and  so  many  other 
ways  had  he  of  winning  their  young  hearts,  his 
coming  was  looked  for  by  them  all  with  monstrous 
eagerness ;  but  not  more  anxious  were  they  for  his 
return,  than  was  he  to  be  amongst  them,  for  so 
loving  a  father  was  he,  it  mattered  not  what  plea- 
sures and  honours  awaited  him  among  his  many 
excellent  noble  patrons  and  friends,  when  the  time 
approached  for  his  customary  visit ;  he  was  as  im- 
patient to  be  on  the  road,  as  ever  was  lover  to  meet 
Us  mistress. 

That  he  loved  them  all  was  most  manifest ;  but 
rf his  three  children,  there  was  one  whom  he  loved 
with  so  infinite  and  absolute  a  devotedness,  it  moved 
every  heart  that  saw  it.  This  was  his  only  son  Ham- 
net  The  helpless  infant,  the  tottering  child,  and 
the  romping  boy,  were  regarded  by  him,  as  the  fond 
father  year  after  year  saw  him  take  on  himself 
these  several  characters,  with  an  intensity  of  in- 
terest, such  as  none  but  a  doating  parent  can  have 
any  thought  of.  His  affection  became  a  passion — 
the  powerfullest  impulse  of  his  existence.  His 
thoughts  seemed  to  tend  in  one  direction  with  a 
constancy  that  was  rivalled  only  by  the  ever-steady 
compass. 
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Fame,  wealth,  friends,  and  all  the  other  covetable 
enjoyments  of  life  he  sought  for  only  as  a  means  of 
elevating  this  lovely  boy  into  a  manhood  that 
might  find  its  place  among  the  proudest  of  the 
land,  and  insure  for  many  generations  living  evi- 
dences, readily  obtaining  high  fortune  and  distinc- 
tion, that  the  name  of  Shakspeare  was  not  of  a 
perishable  sort. 

Oft  and  oft  would  his  musings  take  unto  them- 
selves shapes  whereof  the  purport  was  his  son's 
greatness  in  some  one  way  or  another;  and  he 
would  further  delight  his  humour  by  imagining 
such  glorious  scenes  whereof  this  most  precious 
boy  was  the  chief  feature,  as  one  of  such  won- 
drous qualities  of  heart  and  mind  could  alone  con- 
ceive. 

As  he  grew  up,  so  grew  the  love  with  which  he 
was  regarded  by  his  proud,  affectionate,  and  ex- 
ceeding sanguine  father.  His  wants  were  minis- 
tered to  with  a  hand  that  left  no  room  for  an 
unsatisfied  desire  of  any  sort  to  have  a  moment's 
existence.  The  anxious  parent,  when  he  last  parted 
from  him,  not  only  charged  divers  his  zealous 
friends  at  Stratford  and  thereabouts,  to  watch  over 
his  safety  and  happiness,  as  was  his  wont  on  such 
occasions,  but  provided  that  his  education  should 
be  carried  on  with  all  possible  advantages,  having 
secured  as  an  instructor  for  him  that  excellent  ripe 
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scholar,  the  learned  Vicar  of  Stratford,  Master 
Richard  Bifield. 

Hamnet,  now — no  longer  the  romping  child  who 
loved  far  better  than  aught  else  in  the  world  beside 
a  tumble  in  the  grass  with  Talbot,  who  had  been 
his  faithful  friend  and  ready  playmate  from  his 
earliest  infancy  —  was  a  thin  tall  boy,  in  his  thir- 
teenth year,  who,  as  regularly  as  any  clock  in  the 
parish,  might  be  met  on  the  road  to  Stratford  every 
morning  and  afternoon  with  his  satchel  strapped 
over  his  jerkin,  intently  conning  of  a  book  that  was 
in  his  hand,  halting  not,  nor  turning  to  the  right 
or  left,  let  there  be  what  attraction  for  one  of  his 
age  there  might,  but  proceeding  direct  to  the 
vicarage,  there  to  say  his  daily  tasks  to  Master 
Bifield.  And  on  his  return  home  —  it  was  not  as 
otter  boys  would  when  let  loose  from  school,  in 
disorderly  rioting — and,  like  enough,  any  mischief 
that  looked  easiest  to  do,  but  walking  the  same 
serious  pace,  and  as  earnestly  studying  his  book  as 
on  his  leaving  home.  Even  when,  on  approaching 
the  village,  his  old  favourite  came  bounding  to- 
wards him  with  his  well- remembered  joyful  bark,  the 
only  recognition  he  had  of  the  studious  boy  was  an 
affectionate  pat  or  two  from  his  disengaged  hand, 
as  the  dog  leaped  on  him,  and,  without  moving  his 
gaze  from  the  page,  he  would  continue  his  walk  to 
Us  mother's  door,  his   hand  resting  on  his  four- 

f5 
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footed  friend,  who  now  walked  sedately  at  his  side, 
ever  and  anon  casting  a  glance  at  the  pale  face  of 
his  once  rosy  playfellow,  and  giving  a  low  whine, 
that  seemed  to  express  a  very  monstrous  concern  at 
the  change  that  had  taken  place  in  him. 

The  amusements  to  which  his  sisters  invited  him, 
with  abundance  of  sweet  entreaties  and  caresses,  and 
the  sharp  dissatisfaction  of  his  mother  at  ever  find- 
ing him  poring  over  some  book  or  another,  were  as 
little  efficacious  in  making  any  alteration  in  his 
excessive  studiousness.  The  commendation  he  had 
of  his  excellent  instructor,  for  his  diligence  and 
forwardness  in  all  manner  of  learning,  and  the 
exceeding  pleasure,  as  Master  Bifield  told  him 
frequently,  it  would  be  to  his  loving  father  to  find 
him  so  good  a  scholar,  made  him  so  exert  himself 
to  advance  rapidly  in  his  studies,  that,  morning, 
noon,  and  night,  he  seemed  intent  on  nothing  but 
the  learning  of  every  thing  he  could  be  set  at. 

Proud  was  the  master  of  such  a  pupil.  In  truth, 
he  was  too  proud  of  him  to  be  sufficiently  discreet. 
He  had  been  a  scholar  all  his  life  long  —  poor  in 
this  world's  gear,  but  rich  in  virtue,  learning,  and 
all  good  gifts ;  and  so  conspicuous  were  his  merits, 
that,  when  the  former  schoolmaster  was  summarily 
sent  from  an  office  he  had  too  long  disgraced,  such 
recommendation  of  his  fine  parts  was  made  to  the 
patron  of  the  vicarage,  as  caused  that  very  esti- 
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mable,  pious  gentleman  to  bestow  it  on  him,  to  the 
great  and  lasting  profit  of  the  parishioners. 

Long  and  severe  study  had  made  sad  inroads  in 
his  health,  ere  he  comiqenced  his  new  duties ;  and 
the  heavy  labours  he  set  himself,  to  undo  the  many 
mischiefs  caused  by  the  disreputable  acts  of  his 
predecessor,  wrought  on  his  constitution  still  further 
evfl.  He  disregarded  severity  of  weather,  and  all 
other  inconveniences  whatsoever,  in  the  doing  of 
the  various  pious  offices  he  might  at  any  time  or 
season  be  called  upon  to  perform.  This,  in  time, 
reduced  him  to  a  mere  skeleton  in  appearance ; 
tod,  though  yet  in  the  prime  of  life,  so  feeble  in 
body  was  he,  he  was  scarce  ever  able  to  do  more 
than  the  least  laborious  of  his  customary  duties. 
As  he  complained  not  to  any  one,  and  was  ever  of 
a  cheerful  disposition,  none  took  him  to  be  in  so 
bad  a  case  as  he  was ;  but  the  sunken  cheek  and 
eyes,  emaciated  frame,  and  constant  teazing 
cough,  were  signs  that  ought  not  to  have  been  dis- 
regarded. 

At  last  he  got  so  much  worse,  he  was  fain  to 
take  to  his  bed.  Nevertheless,  such  was  his  love 
for  Hamnet,  he  would  have  him  say  his  tasks  at 
his  bedside  with  the  young  scholar's  accustomed 
regularity,  and  commend  him,  and  set  him  further 
lessons,  and  discourse  with  him  on  all  matters 
wherein  be  lacked  intelligence,  though  the  sick 
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man  was  scarce  able  to  move  a  limb,  or  use  his 
voice  above  a  whisper.  Surely  such  a  sight  hath 
rarely  been  seen  as  presented  itself  every  morning 
and  afternoon  in  the  vicar's  antique  chamber. 

Perchance,  on  his  first  entering,  the  boy  would 
have  with  him  some  choice  fruit  of  his  own  pluck- 
ing, or  dainty  posie  of  his  own  gathering,  or  some 
other  choice  thing  or  another  to  please  the  sick 
man's  eye  or  palate,  and  with  these  in  his  hand  be 
would  first  dutifully  present  them  to  his  master, 
not  forgetting  the  while  to  ask  earnestly  whether 
he  was  mending;  and  then,  having  received  all 
proper  thanks  and  the  necessary  reply,  he  would 
put  the  flowers,  or  whatever  it  might  be,  where  be 
thought  his  master  would  be  best  pleased  to  have 
them,  and  then  take  his  accustomed  place  and  begin 
his  proper  task.  In  sooth,  it  then  became  a  scene 
of  no  ordinary  interest. 

There  was  the  zealous  master,  pale  as  any  ghost, 
lying  supported  by  pillows,  one  shrunken  arm  and 
bony  hand  resting  on  the  coverlet,  his  eyes  brighten- 
ing as  he  noticed  the  exceeding  aptness  of  his  dili- 
gent scholar,  who,  with  visage  having  but  little 
more  warrant  of  health  in  it,  stood  by  the  sombre 
tapestry  at  the  bed's  head,  affectionately  and  reve- 
rently regarding  his  excellent  instructor,  as  he  re- 
peated without  a  fault  the  various  lessons  he  had 
been  tasked  with.    This  done,  Hamnet  would  seek 
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to  do  the  sick  man  all  manner  of  loving  offices, 
which  the  other  took  as  though  he  would  have 
them  done  by  none  other  than  he ;  and,  when  there 
was  nothing  left  to  do,  the  scholar  looked  as  loth  to 
go  as  was  the  master  to  have  him  depart.  But  at 
last  came  an  affectionate  fear,  expressed  by  the  sick 
man,  that  the  boy's  mother  would  needs  be  made 
more  anxious  for  his  safety  than  was  right  he  should 
make  her,  delayed  he  his  departure  any  longer ;  and, 
with  heartfelt  blessings  on  the  one  side,  and  as  fer- 
vent prayers  on  the  other,  the  two  would  separate 
for  that  day. 

This  went  on  for  some  weeks,  Master  Bifield 
making  some  small  progress  towards  recovery, 
though  still  too  feeble  to  leave  his  chamber,  when 
it  chanced  that  one  morning,  at  the  usual  hour, 
marvellous  as  it  was,  the  punctual  scholar  made 
not  his  appearance.  The  worthy  vicar  at  first 
thought  he  might  have  been  stayed  by  his  mother ; 
then  he  fancied  he  had  gone  with  his  sisters  to 
tome  distance,  and  bad  not  got  back  in  time  to 
get  to  the  vicarage ;  and  then  made  for  him  some 
other  excuse  equally  reasonable.  But  still  he  came 
not. 

Hour  after  hour  passed  by,  to  the  prodigious 
surprise  of  the  good  priest,  and  almost  to  the  ex- 
hausting of  a  very  plentiful  stock  of  reasons  for 
Hamnet's  absence,  and  yet  the  boy  was  no  nearer 
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his  place  by  his  master's  bedside  than  at  first. 
Thus  proceeded  the  day — a  most  uneasy  one  to 
Master  Bifield,  and  it  was  succeeded  by  as  restless 
a  night. 

The  morning  found  him  not  less  sanguine  of  the 
coming  of  his  beloved  scholar  than  he  had  been  the 
day  previous ;  but,  when  the  school-hour  arrived, 
and  Hamnet  came  not,  his  master  became  exceed- 
ing troubled,  and  at  once  despatched  his  attached, 
but  somewhat  too  querulous,  domestic  to  Shottery, 
to  inquire  the  cause  of  the  boy's  extraordinary 
absence. 

Master  Bifield  had  been  lying  in  his  bed,  mon- 
strously troubled  in  his  thoughts  concerning  the 
absence  of  his  diligent  and  affectionate  young 
scholar,  waiting  with  prodigious  anxiety  the  return 
of  Esther,  when  he  heard  a  step  he  knew  to  be 
hers  ;  but,  to  his  huge  disappointment,  the  lighter 
and  more  welcome  sound  of  Hamnet's  footsteps 
did  not  accompany  it.  Presently  the  door  of  his 
chamber  opened,  and  there  entered  thereat  the  tall, 
gaunt  figure  of  Esther,  clad  with  her  usual  extreme 
neatness,  and  wearing  a  visage  of  more  than  ordi- 
nary seriousness  and  melancholy  concern. 

As  soon  as  the  vicar  caught  sight  of  her,  he 
raised  himself  up  a  bit,  with  a  look  of  exceeding 
alarm.  "  Hast  seen  him?  Why  doth  he  not 
come?     Doth  aught  ail  the  boy?     Prythee   sit 
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down  and  rest  thyself,  good  Esther,  after  thy  walk ; 
and  let  me  know,  as  speedily  as  thou  canst,  what 
keeps  Hamnet  from  the  vicarage.  When  will  he 
come?  Hath  he  his  lesson  ready?  I  trust  he 
will  be  here  anon." 

Esther  did  not  sit  She  saw  something  in  the 
arrangement  of  the  things  nighest  her  master  she 
liked  not.  She  busied  herself  awhile  in  putting 
them  more  conveniently,  and  of  all  the  questions 
asked  of  her,  she  replied  but  to  the  last,  and  that 
was  with  a  shaking  of  the  head,  that  looked  of 
such  bad  import  to  the  sick  man,  he  seemed  struck 
with  a  sudden  fear. 

"Nay,  I  trust  in  God's  love  no  ill  hath  happened 
to  him  ! "  cried  he,  with  all  the  fervour  of  the  ex- 
cellent, proper  Christian  he  was ;  but  seeing  that 
his  messenger  continued  her  employment  as  though 
she  would  delay  uttering  what  she  liked  not  to  say, 
and  that  her  aspect  took  on  it  a  more  painful  shade 
of  seriousness,  he  caught  her  by  the  arm,  and 
added,  in  the  most  moving  accents  ever  heard  :  "  I 
prythee,  good  Esther,  tell  me  what  aileth  the  boy  ? 
Some  slight  thing  or  another  of  which  he  .shall  be 
well  presently  ?  Some  trifling  sickness  of  a  day  or 
*>?  I  may  expect  his  coming  a  week  hence  at  the 
fiuthest?" 

This  elicited  not  the  reply  he  wished,  for  Esther 
*as  too  moved  to  commence  her  task  as  an  intelli- 
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gencer.  The  anxiety  of  the  sick  man  mounted  to  an 
agony,  and,  with  features  blanched  with  affright, 
he  gasped  out  "  Esther,  Esther !  prythee  tell  me 
not  that  sweet  boy  is  dead !" 

"  Nay,  master,  it  hath  not  come  to  that  yet,** 
replied  she,  in  a  tone  she  intended  should  be  con- 
solatory. "  But/'  she  added,  thinking,  now  it  had 
come  to  this  push,  it  were  better  the  truth  should 
be  known  at  once,  "an  if  I  know  aught  of  such 
matters,  the  poor  boy's  days  are  numbered  in  this 
world.     God  help  him  !" 

She  then  proceeded  to  state  how  evident  to  every 
one's  observation  the  young  scholar's  health  had 
been  rapidly  sinking  under  his  too  great  study, 
and  that,  after  getting  wet  to  the  skin  in  a  sudden 
rain,  on  returning  home,  he  sat  in  his  damp  things 
studying  his  morrow's  lesson,  till  he  was  taken 
with  a  terrible  shivering  fit.  He  was  put  to  bed, 
but  in  the  morning  he  was  in  so  bad  a  state, 
the  pothecary  was  sent  for  from  Stratford,  who 
pronounced  him  to  be  in  the  most  imminent  dan- 
ger, since  when  he  had  been  getting  worse  every 
hour,  and,  to  all  appearance,  could  not  live  many 
days. 

"This  is  all  that  is  to  be  got  of  poring  over 
books;'  advled  Esther,  emphatically.  "  And  this, 
Master,  hath  brought  you  to  a  bed  of  sickness,  and 
hath  been  this  many  a  year  wearing  out  your  life 
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by  inches,  as  I  have  warned  you  so  oft.  But,  alack  ! 
alack!  my  painstaking  hath  been  to  such  small 
profit,  that  you  have  not  only  been  destroying  of 
yourself  with  such  pestilent  things,  but  have  al- 
lowed this  poor  boy,  under  your  own  eyes,  to  waste 
bis  sweet  young  life  away,  after  the  same  horrible 
fcshion." 

Hitherto  the  sick  man  bad  kept  staring  at  his 
companion,  too  bewildered  at  the  sudden  blow  to 
have  the  use  of  any  sense  save  that  of  hearing. 
But,  as  she  finished  her  speech,. the  truth  of  what 
she  had  stated  flashed  upon  his  mind,  and  the  enor- 
mity of  the  mischief  he  had  done  presented  itself  to 
him  so  overpoweringly,  that  he,  with  a  sharp  cry, 
clasped  his  hands  together  and  sunk  in  a  swoon 
on  the  bed 

Esther  flew  to  him  on  the  instant,  and  with  the 
tender  interest  of  a  mother  administered  such  re- 
medies as  she  knew  were  of  most  efficacy  in  such 
cases.  As  soon  as  he  recovered  his  senses,  he 
seemed  to  have  a  strength  he  had  not  known  a 
long  time,  and  called  for  his  apparel.  In  vain  his 
faithful  attendant  attempted  to  dissuade  him  from 
his  intention,  but  he  would  attend  to  no  sugges- 
tions or  apprehensions.  Dressing  himself  as  quickly 
as  he  might,  talking  the  while  as  though  to  himself, 
now  bitterly  condemning  his  own  negligence  of 
Hamnet's  health,  and  then  breaking  out  into  the 
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fondest  praises  of  his  promising  scholarsl 
took  his  staff  in  his  hand,  left  his  chamber, 
out  of  the  vicarage  with  a  step  he  had  not 
any  so  firm  these  ten  years,  and  proceed 
directest  way  to  the  cottage  at  Shottery. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

So,  when  they  were  come  downe  beneath  the  hill, 

Into  the  valley  whereas  I  did  stand, 
I  them  beheld  and  looked  on  my  fill, 

Bat  wold  so  much  as  touche  them  with  my  hand. 
Thb  Debate  bbtwebnb  Pride  and  Lowlinbs. 


If  thoa  be  scorn'd, 
Disdaine  it  not:  for  preachers  grave 
Are  still  dispis'd,  by  faces  hornde, 

When  they  for  better  manners  crave. 
That  hap,  which  fals  on  men  divine, 
If  thoa  it  feele,  doe  not  repine. 
AGlabsbto  view  the  Pride  op  Vain-glorious  Women. 

There  is  an  old  proverb,  which  all  the  world  knowes, 
Anything  may  be  spoke,  ift  be  under  the  rose. 
Then  now  let  us  speake,  whilst  we  are  in  the  hint, 
Of  the  state  of  the  land,  and  th'  enormities  in't. 
Under  the  rose  be  it  spoke,  there  is  a  number  of  knaves, 

More  than  ever  were  known  in  a  state  before  ; 
Bat  I  hope  that  their  mischiefs  have  digged  their  own  graves, 
And  we'l  never  trust  knaves  for  their  sakes  any  more. 

Old  Ballad. 

"  A  few  words,  John,  and  we  must  needs  part. 
Heaven  only  knoweth  whether  it  may  be  our  for- 
tune to  meet  again ;  but,  however  it  shall  chance, 
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I  am  fully  persuaded — I  thank  God  very  heartily 
for  an  assurance  so  comfortable  to  a  mother — you 
will  do  no  discredit  to  your  bringing  up.  In  sooth, 
you  are  a  notable  good  youth,  and  seem  like  enough 
to  keep  your  honoured  father's  name — blessed  be 
his  memory !  in  fair  repute  as  long  as  it  shall  be  in 
your  keeping." 

"  I  trust  so,  good  mother.  I  will  do  all  that  I 
peeds  can  that  you  shall  have  not  one  minute's  dis- 
comfort from  my  behaviour." 

**I  doubt  it  not,  my  dear  boy.  In  sooth,  the 
knowledge  of  your  well-disposedness  is  my  great 
solace  and  contentation  in  this  trying  hour.  I  have 
provided  you,  without  sparing  cost  or  care,  with 
such  learning  as  you  had  the  greatest  liking  for; 
and  you,  having  made  choice,  of  your  own  free 
will,  of  the  calling  or  profession  of  medicine — as 
excellent  proper  choice  as  could  have  been  made— 
I  have,  as  is  already  known  to  you,  entered  into 
such  arrangements  with  one  of  the  notablest  Lon- 
don physicians,  for  your  sojourning  with  him  until 
you  have  completed  your  necessary  studies  in  the 
treating  of  diseases,  in  the  nature  of  simples  and 
the  like — for  the  which  I  think  it  but  right  I  should 
tell  you,  I  have  taxed  my  means  to  the  utmost,  that 
you  may  use  whatsoever  diligence  you  have,  they 
be  not  rendered  unprofitable.11 

"  That  will  I,  rest  assured.    It  would  be  a  vil- 
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boons  il]  return,  methinks,  for  your  exquisite  sweet 
goodness  to  me  at  all  times,  were  I  to  be  amiss  in 
any  thing." 

"You  know  not  what  temptations  may  assail 
you  in  that  great  city  whereto  you  are  going — the 
which,  I  grieve  to  say,  hath  the  horriblest  bad  cha- 
racter ever  heard — for  you  have  been  brought  up 
so  homely,  in  these  retired  parts,  no  bruit  of  such 
could  have  reached  you." 

"  F  faith,  it  mattereth  not,  sweet  mother.  You 
have  taught  me — I  give  you  my  very  heartiest 
thanks  for  it — to  know  good  from  evil,  to  follow 
the  one  and  eschew  the  other ;  and  that  will  suffice, 
kt  me  go  where  I  will." 

"  I  hope  and  trust,  with  all  my  heart  and  spirit, 
it  may." 

Thus  spoke  mother  and  son  on  the  eve  of  a 
parting  that  seemed  like  to  be  of  some  duration  ; 
and,  after  entering  more  into  particulars  in  the 
way  of  cautions,  the  anxious  parent  allowed  her 
son  to  receive  her  last  caress  and  her  blessing; 
and,  in  company  with  a  steady,  middle-aged, 
serving-man,  that  had,  in  better  times,  lived  at 
lnrery  at  his  father's  board  the  best  part  of  his  life, 
he  was  allowed  to  go  his  way. 

Simon  Stockfish  had  managed  to  get  the  loan  of 
two  steeds  for  their  journey ;  one  for  his  young 
master,  and  the  other  for  his  own  riding.    He  had 
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done  all  that  he  could  to  make  them  worthy  of  tl» 
occasion,  but  with  exceeding  small  profit,  far 
Dapple  and  Jack  were  two  as  worthless  and  mis-* 
shapen  brutes  as  were  ever  rode.  Dapple— the  onfr 
his  master  chose,  was  an  iron-gray,  as  ancient 
a  piece  of  horseflesh  as  you  shall  see  any  day, 
rising  nigh  upon  sixteen  hands,  and  so  bony  withal, 
the  poor  youth  looked  to  be  striding  a  tombstone; 
and  his  head  was  so  long  and  narrow,  his  ribs  so 
prominent,  such  a  goose-rump  had  he,-  and  his  tail 
was  so  short  and  stiff,  for  it  was  nothing  but  a 
stump  with  two  or  three  hairs,  it  may  well  be 
imagined  the  horseman  was  not  envied  of  other 
equestrians. 

Simon  followed,  on  Jack,  a  little,  black,  stiff- 
necked,  rough  and  ragged  cart-horse's  colt,  with 
long  mane  and  tail,  pretty  well  off  for  flesh,  but  so 
heavy  and  unwieldy  withal,  that  when  he  trotted— 
which  seemed  his  only  quick  pace,  and  one  not 
easily  to  get  him  into — his  hoofs  clattered  on  the 
ground  like  monstrous  hammers  on  an  anvil.  As 
Simon  was  a  sturdy  knave,  whose  belt  encom- 
passed a  fair  rotundity  of  body,  his  weight  was 
not  like  to  make  his  steed's  paces  any  the  lighter, 
added  to  which,  he  carried  behind  him  his  master's 
wardrobe,  at  his  holsters  a  brace  of  heavy  pistolets, 
and  at  his  side  a  formidable  rapier ;  but  the  jolting 
he  got,  and  the  unseemliness  of  the  animal  he 
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bestrode,  seemed  not  to  inconvenience  him  in  any 
manner. 

He  retained  an  immoveable  visage  of  such  dig- 
nify as  he  thought  best  became  one  who  was 
entrusted  with  the  guardianship  of  his  young  mas- 
ter, and  riding  at  a  respectful  distance,  yet  near 
enough  to  be  at  hand  when  need  required  it,  he 
cultivated  his  ordinary  humour  of  taciturnity  whilst 
cogitating  on  the  constant  attentiveness  necessary 
on  his  part  to  secure  his  old  master's  only  son  from 
the  dangers  which,  he  believed,  were  sure  to  beset 
him  on  his  journey  to  London. 

But  all  this  time,  what  were  the  reflections  of 
John  Hall  ?  The  young  student  of  medicine  was 
now  fairly  on  his  road  to  fortune.  Was  he  antici- 
pating his  career,  and  seeing  a  brilliant  prospect  of 
rout  patients,  and  liberal  fees?  Was  his  mind 
tamed  the  other  way,  recalling  the  many  admirable 
pleasant  hours  he  had  enjoyed  in  the  familiar 
ttenes  he  was  now  leaving ;  perchance,  never  to 
«e  again  ?  Was  he  regretting  the  parting  with 
his  fond  mother,  or  fixing  on  his  attention  the 
excellent  advice  he  had  just  heard  from  her,  touch- 
ing his  behaviour  with  such  young  persons  of  her 
■ex  as  he  might  be  about  to  associate  with? 

He  was  neither  thinking  of  the  past  nor  the 
foture;  lamenting  his  separation  from  a  doating 
parent,  near  caring  in  the  least  whether  he  was  or 
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was  not  to  mingle  with  women  of  any  sort,  hsz 
honest  truth,  he  was  merely  intently  questioning  oB 
himself  whether  mustard,  made  with  verjuice,  very-" 
sharp,  and  somewhat  thick,  was  the  properest= 
remedy  for  a  quartan-ague. 

Thus  proceeded  the  two  for  sundry  miles,  not= 
without  exciting  some  curiousness  from  every  one*» 
they  met,  and  a  few  jeers  from  such  rude  and  rustics 
persons  as  are  sure  to  be  found  in  every  highway,— 
conducting  of  themselves  as  though  they  had  a— - 
patent  for  sauciness.     The  young  physician  waa^ 
often  roused  from  his  deep  studies  by  some  unman—— 
nerly  waggoner,  or  insolent  groom,  shouting  out^ 
certain  inquiries  as  to  the  number  of  years  thafc== 
had  elapsed  since  his  steed  had  had  a  feed  of  corn; 
and  a  sturdy  beggar  clapped  his  dish  on  his  head, 
and  fell  on  his  marrowbones,  in  a  seeming  ecstasy 
of  devotion  as  the  youth  passed  him,  crying  how 
blessed  he  was  in  being  allowed  a  sight  of  one  of 
the  very  cattle  with  which  Nebuchadnezzar  had 
gone  to  grass. 

At  first,  John  Hall  had  given  no  thought  of  the 
appearance  he  cut  on  so  sorry  an  animal ;  and,  as 
regarded  his  own  apparelling,  was  well  content 
with  the  cap  and  feather,  the  sober  suit  of  russet, 
and  the  stout  boots  and  gloves  he  had  on ;  but  at 
last,  hearing  of  so  many  scurvy  terms  applied  to 
his  horse,  he  got  ashamed  of  it,  and  would  have 
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preferred  going  the  journey  on  foot,  had  it  been 
possible.  He  knew,  however,  there  was  no  help 
for  it,  but  to  make  the  way  as  short  as  possible ; 
therefore  he  put  his  spurs  to  the  lank  sides  of  the 
poor  beast,  and  urged  him  to  the  top  of  his 
speed. 

If  it  was  ridiculous  to  see  the  tall,  gaunt,  mis- 
shapen thing  that  had  been  promised  for  the  young 
trailer's  riding,  proceeding  at  a  walk,  it  was  a 
thousand  times  more  so  when  he  was  displaying 
his  anatomy  in  his  awkward  attempt  at  a  canter, 
rendered  the  more  ludicrous  when  Simon  Stockfish 
came  after  on  the  ugly  brute  he  had  under  him, 
the  which  he  was  urging  him  to  use  his  heavy  heels 
with  such  expedition  as  would  serve  to  keep  him 
at  a  convenient  distance  from  the  other.  Whether 
it  was  the  clattering  of  this  brute's  iron  hoofs,  or 
the  loud  shout  set  up  when  passing  them  by  a 
miller  and  his  wife  going  together  on  one  horse  to 
market,  that  startled  the  old  grey,  is  not  known  ; 
but  certain  is  it  he  took  fright,  and  put  his  old 
bones  to  such  good  use,  as  made  all  who  beheld 
him  marvel  exceedingly. 

Simon  Stockfish,  in  no  small  alarm,  strove  all  he 
could  to  get  nigher  to  his  master ;  and,  what  with 
the  spur  and  the  horrible  discordant  noises  set  up 
by  all  who  were  in  sight  of  the  travellers,  the  young 
bone  got  as  much  frightened  as  the  old  one,  and 

vol.  i.  o 
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set  off  after  him,  striking  fire  from  his  hoofs  every 
time  they  came  on  the  hard  ground,  and  making 
such  a  din  with  his  heels  as  was  deafening  to  hear. 

Simon  pulled  his  statute  cap  over  his  brows,  that 
it  should  not  fall  off  his  head ;  and  then,  digging 
his  knees  into  Jack's  fat  sides,  and  grasping  his 
long  mane  with  one  hand  as  the  other  held  the 
reins,  kept  his  gaze  fixed  upon  the  figure  of  his 
young  master,  who  sat  firmly  in  his  seat.  The 
increased  clattering  behind  him,  and  the  shouts 
and  screams  by  which  he  was  assailed  on  all  sides, 
did  not,  as  may  easily  be  believed,  serve  to  lessen 
Dapple's  fear ;  and,  therefore,  the  two  continued 
their  course  to  the  huge  amusement  of  some,  and 
the  no  less  alarm  of  others,  for  many  miles. 

As  they  passed  through  the  villages,  the  case- 
ments  were  thrown  open,  and  aspects  of  alarm  and 
wonder  projected  through  them.  The  pigs  rushed 
one  way,  the  geese  fled  another.  The  parish  bull 
galloped  bellowing  to  the  gate  that  looked  into  the 
road,  with  the  cows  at  his  heels.  The  sheep 
huddled  together  to  what  they  thought  the  safest 
corner  of  the  field.  The  tinker's  ass  set  up  a 
hideous  bray,  as  he  rose  affrighted  from  his  bed  of 
nettles,  in  the  pound,  and  the  fowls  took  refuge  on 
the  top  of  the  cage ;  whilst  the  children  got  out  of 
the  way  with  all  possible  speed,  and,  when  the 
danger  was  passed,  saluted  the  cause  of  it  with  the 
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fall  energy  of  their  lungs,  and,  like  enough,  the 
more  mischievous  sort  took  to  throwing  of  stones 
ere  the  horsemen  were  well  out  of  their  neighbour- 
hood. 

At  last  the  travellers  came  to  a  wide  heath, 
through  which  was  a  road  that  continued  for  several 
miles.  And  now,  as  they  were  not  assailed  by  the 
screams  and  shoutings  which  had  accompanied 
their  flight,  because  of  their  not  meeting  any  one, 
save  an  old  woman,  driving  her  pig  to  the  next 
town,  who  fled  opposite  both  ways  over  the  heath, 
as  soon  as  Dapple  and  Jack  became  visible,  and 
both  the  horses,  being  horribly  tired  of  the  exer- 
tions they  had  made,  never  having  been  so  put  to 
it  all  their  lives  before,  they  gradually  slackened 
their  speed  till  each  resumed  the  sober  pace  with 
which  he  had  started. 

John  Hall  looked  for  his  attendant,  and,  spying 
him  at  the  customary  distance,  without  a  word  said — 
&r  from  a  natural  shyness  he  was  not  much  given  to 
speech  with  any  one  —  he  returned  into  the  train 
of  studious  reflection  the  running  away  of  his 
goodly  steed  interrupted.  Simon  Stockfish  beheld 
his  charge  in  safety;  and  he  was  so  content,  he 
also,  without  any  manner  of  difficulty,  and  with  as 
little  commodity  of  phrase,  fell  again  into  thinking 
rf  the  dangers  that  threatened  his  young  master, 
whereof  the  imminent  one,  from  which  he  had  but 
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now   escaped,  he  marvelled  hugely  he  had   not 
expected. 

So  intent  did  they  soon  become  in  their  several 
thoughts  as  to  be  totally  regardless  of  all  around. 
The  student  of  medicine  was  canvassing,  in  his 
mind,  the  question  whether  Galen  or  Hippocrates 
were  the  better  authority  in  the  treatment  of  fevers, 
when,  of  a  sudden,  he  felt  himself  rudely  seized  by 
the  arm  and  leg,  and  in  a  moment  was  on  the 
ground,  and  completely  in  the  power  of  two  ex- 
ceeding suspicious-looking  tatterdemalions.  Simon 
Stockfish,  at  the  same  time,  was  cudgelling  of  his 
brains  to  find  the  best  method  of  securing  his 
young  charge  in  safety  to  his  journey's  end,  when 
he  was  pounced  on  in  a  like  manner ;  and,  ere  he 
could  touch  a  weapon,  was  completely  at  the  mercy 
of  hi?  ruae  captors. 

The  incautious  travellers  looked  monstrously 
astonished,  as  may  readily  be  supposed,  at  finding 
of  themselves  in  a  situation  so  little  to  be  coveted. 
They  had  not  noticed  that  darkness  was  fast  ap- 
proaching, and  they  seemed  to  have  been  quite 
regardless  of  the  many  miles  of  desolate  heath  they 
had  to  pass  ere  they  could  arrive  at  the  place 
appointed  for  their  night's  lodging.  It  standeth 
to  reason  also,  that  they  were  equally  ignorant  of 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  rude  knaves  who  had  so 
subdenly  sprung  upon  them  out  of  a  hollow  made 
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hj  digging  for  sand,  that  was  close  upon  their 
path,  where  they  apparently  had  lain  in  ambush. 

Neither  spoke  a  word,  their  ordinary  poverty  of 
ipeech  being  in  no  way  improved  by  the  un- 
expected peril  in  which  they  found  themselves,  but 
gated  with  looks  made  up  of  astonishment,  doubt, 
and  fear,  at  each  of  the  scowling,  villanous  coun- 
tenances of  which  they  had  just  made  the  unwelcome 
acquaintance.  Nothing  there  were  they  likely  to 
find  to  afford  them  comfort  of  any  sort ;  nor,  from 
a  glance  of  their  soiled,  patched,  and  rent  ap- 
parelling, could  it  be  supposed  they  would  gain 
any  greater  degree  of  contentation.  And  when 
their  eyes  met  the  threatening  weapons,  each 
villain  held  over  them  huge  knives  and  heavy  clubs ; 
they  presently  gave  themselves  up  to  be  as  dead 
men  as  ever  were  measured  for  their  coffins. 

It  was  not  long  before  their  rude  captors  proved 
to  them  what  little  benefit  they  were  like  to  receive 
at  their  hands ;  for,  with  divers  horrible  oaths  and 
demands  to  each,  which  were  but  too  intelligible  to 
them,  and  with  sundry  strange  phrases  to  each 
other,  neither  Simon  nor  his  young  master  could 
tell  the  meaning  of,  they  took  to  plundering  them, 
the  which  they  did  with  such  famous  expedition, 
that  in  a  minute  or  so  man  and  master  were  as 
naked  as  ever  they  were  born. 

After  some  discourse,  however,  amongst  them- 
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selves,  the  robbers  made  them  put  on  garments* 
they  threw  off  for  that  purpose;    and  when  the^ 
young  physician  had  got  his  legs  into  a  pair  of^i 
greasy  slops  big  enough  for  a  Hollander,   and'  a    * 
tattered  jerkin,  that  looked  to  have  been  measured 
for  the  Colossus  of  Rhodes,  and  Simon  Stockfish 
had  placed  over  his  limbs  a  suit  of  faded  velvet,  ex- 
ceedingly  ragged,  patched,  and  soiled,  that  might 
have  suited  one  half  his  size,  they  were  savagely 
bid  to  go  with  their  plunderers,  on    their   peril 
making  any  noise  or  attempting  to  escape. 

All  then  left  the  ordinary  road,  and  struck  into  a 
narrow  track,  numbers  of  which  appeared  to  tra- 
verse the  heath,  crossing  each  other  in  all  direc- 
tions ;  and  this  they  followed,  through  the  innu- 
merable windings  whereof  it  seemed  to  consist,  for  a 
good  mile,  keeping  a  perfect  silence,  the  whilst.  To 
prisoners  so  surrounded,  escape  was  out  of  the 
question.  They  came,  at  last,  to  a  stagnant  pond, 
whereat  they  halted  a  moment;  and  one  of  the 
knaves,  on  whose  visage  gallows  was  written  in  as 
legible  characters  as  ever  were  met  with,  put  his 
knuckles  to  his  mouth  and  blew  so  shrill  a  whistle, 
it  seemed  to  Simon  and  his  master  to  pierce  their 
very  ears.  This  had  scarce  been  done  when,  at  a 
great  distance,  another  was  heard  in  reply.  John 
Hall  looked  in  the  direction  whence  it  came> 
but  nothing  met  his  eye  but  a  wide   expanse 
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of  heath,  all  beyond  being  wrapped  in  mist  that 
looked  as  though  it  would  shortly  shroud  the  whole 
fleighbourhood  in  darkness. 

At  this  the  thieves  turned  into  another  bye-path, 
two  of  their  company,  as  before,  riding  the  tired 
steeds  of  their  disconsolate  captives,  and  the  others 
keeping  close  to  their  elbows.  Having  proceeded 
thus,  nigh  upon  a  quarter  of  a  mile  without  sight 
or  sound,  beyond  what  hath  already  been  described, 
Simon  Stockfish  was  startled  by  the  sudden  rising 
from  the  ground  close  behind  him,  where  he  had 
hitherto  lain  concealed  in  the  thick  fern  that  grew 
there,  a  boy,  who  appeared  scarcely  to  have  reached 
his  tenth  year.  His  visage  was  exceeding  dusky, 
with  piercing  black  eyes,  and  having  an  abund- 
ance of  dark  hair  hanging  confusedly  about  his 
neck  and  shoulders.  His  feet  and  legs  were  bare, 
his  head  without  covering  of  any  sort,  and  such 
pitiful  rags  as  he  had  on  could  barely  be  called 
garments. 

Saying  something  which  was  very  Hebrew  to 
the  captives,  but  was  answered  in  a  like  jargon 
by  one  of  their  dishonest  companions,  the  child 
instantly  made  a  loud  noise  so  like  the  barking  of 
*  shepherd's  dog,  that  the  young  student  of  medi- 
cine imagined  some  animal  of  the  sort  was  at  his 
heels.  He  had  not  done  this  a  minute  when  a 
like  cry  Wjas  heard  at  a  distance— the  boy  then 
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dropped  at  his  length  into  the  fern  as  quickly  as 
he  had  .risen  from  it,  and  the  rest  proceeded  along 
a  path  scarcely  visible.  They  met  with  no  one, 
and  little  likelihood  was  there,  as  it  seemed  to  the 
poor  distressed  prisoners,  of  such  meeting;  when, 
as  they  came  under  an  ancient  tree  whereof  a 
few  branches  bore  leaves  its  withered  stem  gave 
no  sign  of,  a  shaggy  grey  head  and  grizzly  beard 
were  thrust  out  of  the  rotten  trunk,  and  the  leadet 
of  the  party  was  addressed  in  the  same  strange 
language  that  Simon  Stockfish  and  his  young 
master  had  so  recently  heard. 

Some  conversation  followed  betwixt  the  con- 
federates, whereupon  the  person  in  the  hollow  tree 
took  to  hooting  like  an  owl,  which  he  did  so  to  the 
life,  any  one  might  have  believed  an  owl  was  close 
at  hand.  The  sound  had  hardly  been  uttered, 
when  it  was  replied  to  as  though  a  similar  bird 
was  not  far  off,  and  then,  with  a  few  unintelli- 
gible words,  which  doubtless  comprised  some 
direction,  the  grizzly  head  and  beard  were  with- 
drawn into  the  tree,  and  once  more  the  party  pro- 
ceeded. 

They  went  not  a  hundred  yards,  before  they 
approached  a  deep  sand-pit,  concealed  from  view 
till  any  one  came  close  upon  it,  by  thick  brush- 
wood growing  all  around  the  brink.  The  leader 
pushed  his  way  through  this,  by  a  track  it  looked 
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impossible  could  be  discovered  by  any  who  knew 
it  not  All  at  once  a  voice  demanded  something, 
sod  so  close  at  hand  was  it,  it  appeared  to  come 
from  amongst  them,  yet  was  no  one  visible,  not* 
withstanding  both  the  captives  glanced  in  all  direc- 
tions. A  reply  was  given  by  the  one  who  had 
acted  as  leader,  and  shortly  after  John  Hall  and 
his  serving-man  found  themselves  descending  a 
narrow  zigzag  path  of  great  steepness.  The 
barking  of  dogs  below  became  now  audible  even 
to  the  deafest  of  the  party ;  and  then  the  deep 
voice  of  a  man  calling  them  roughly  to  hold  their 
peace. 

As  they  got  lower  down,  they  might  have 
beheld  two  or  three  tents  of  soiled  and  patched 
canvass  rendered  almost  black  by  long  exposure  to 
all  sorts  of  weathers.  Then  in  one  place  there  was 
perceptible  a  huge  fire  burning,  with  a  monstrous 
kettle  over  it,  and  several  figures  grouped  around ; 
further  off,  a  large  mastiff-bitch  chained  to  a  stake, 
with  two  or  three  meaner  dogs  at  large  close  by, 
barking  with  all  their  might,  till  a  terrible  tall 
fellow  left  the  fire,  and  with  a  huge  whip  bela- 
boured them  so  heartily  it  stopped  their  tune  pre- 
sently ;  nevertheless,  as  the  stranger  approached, 
they  one  and  all  kept  ever  and  anon  snapping, 
marling,  and  growling,  as  though,  an  they  dared, 
they  would  do  them  some  horrible  mischief. 

65 
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Upon  reaching  level  ground,  the   thieves  anc^ 
their    prisoners   were   welcomed   with    a   riotous  -> 
chorus  of  shouts  and  acclamations,  sundry  acur 
jests  were  passed  and  answered,  but  no  viol 
was  offered  to  the  captives  save  by  an  old  hag»l 
who  was  superintending  the  cookery,    and    hiW 
Simon  Stockfish  a  smart  blow  over  his  pate  withfld 
a  wooden  ladle  she  held  in  her  hand,  because  he« 
replied  not  to  some  question  of  hers,  he  could  not^ 
understand  a  word  of,  the  which  seemed  exquisite  < 
pleasant  sport  to  divers  of  her  associates  of  both    * 
sexes,  for  they  set  up  a  loud  laugh.     The  clamour   * 
they  made  suddenly  brought  out  of  the  bettermost 
of  the  tents  a  person  who  had  evidently   some 
authority  over  them,  for,  as  soon  as  they  heard  his 
voice,  as  it  appeared  abusing  them  for  creating 
of  such  a  din,  they  at  once  became  as  dumb  as 
fishes,  and  slunk  out  of  the  way  as  quietly  as  they 
could. 

This  man  by  his  look  and  bearing  assumed  to 
be  of  a  superior  sort.  He  was  of  a  dark  visage, 
somewhat  of  the  Moorish  cast,  with  beard  and  hair 
of  a  deep  black,  and  eyes  of  a  like  tint,  but  so 
terribly  piercing,  the  horriblest  swaggerer  that 
ever  was  seen  in  Finsbury  Fields  must  have  been 
awed  by  a  glance  of  them.  In  figure  he  was  as 
well  limbed  as  the  finest  gallant  at  Court,  and 
though  his  apparelling  was  nothing  more  than  a 
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stout  suit  of  buckram,  it  sat  on  him  better  than 
did  the  prodigalest  show  of  braveries  on  many  of 
greater  state.  He  looked  not  to  be  more  than 
thirty  at  the  most,  and  was  in  the  full  pride  of 
vigorous  manhood,  tall,  stout  of  limb,  with  an 
eye  like  a  hawk,  and  the  tread  of  a  conqueror. 

Examining  the  strangers  with  a  searching 
glance,  as  he  approached  them,  he  sharply  ad- 
dressed the  man  who  had  appeared  the  leader  of 
the  party  by  whom  they  had  been  attacked.  The 
answer  he  received  seemed  only  to  set  him  on  a 
severer  scrutiny,  and  he  regarded  the  student  of 
medicine  for  a  few  moments  in  silence.  His  black 
brows  at  first  were  knit  fiercely,  and  his  swarthy 
visage  wore  an  aspect  of  mistrust  and  disquietude ; 
but  as  his  gaze  rested  on  the  pale,  thoughtful  coun 
tenance  of  John  Hall,  his  look  grew  gradually  less 
threatening,  until  there  appeared  in  it  so  much  of 
sympathy  as  would  have  given  confidence  to  the 
youth  had  he  observed  it.  This,  however,  he  could 
not  have  done,  seeing  that,  with  a  sense  of  appre- 
hension his  situation  gave  some  warrant  for,  as 
soon  as  he  beheld  the  flashing  eyes  of  the  person 
>o  intently  observing  him,  he  fixed  his  own  on  the 
ground. 

The  other  then  turned  his  gloomy  visage  to- 
wards Simon  Stockfish,  but  the  honest  serving- 
man  shrunk  not  from  his  fiery  gaze,  as  his  master 
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had.  He  put  bis  ordinary  grave  face  on  tin 
matter,  as  though  he  was  as  much  at  home  under 
such  sharp  glances,  as  under  the  mild  looks  of  the 
studious  youth  beside  him.  Nevertheless  was  Us 
mind  exceedingly  busy. 

"  How  now,  knave  1"  exclaimed  he  of  the  dusky 
visage,  finding  the  man  kept  a  countenance  under 
his  scrutiny,  as  if  it  was  iron  or  stone,  and  took  not 
his  eyes  off  for  a  single  moment.  "  TO  warrant 
thou'lt  know  me  again  after  this  long  perusal  of 
me."  Simon  still  steadily  gazed  on  the  terrible 
bright  eyes  before  him,  but  said  never  a  word. 

u  Fooll"  continued  the  man,  savagely  enraged 
as  much  at  Simon's  taciturnity  as  at  his  indiffe- 
rence to  his  threatening  looks.  "  Hast  never  a 
tongue  in  thy  head  ?  Speak,  fellow,  or  I'll  have  thy 
coxcomb  mauled  in  such  fashion  as  will  make  thee 
have  cause  to  hold  me  in  remembrance  thy  life 
long." 

"  What  dost  want  of  me  ?"  asked  the  other,  in 
a  quiet  tone  without  altering  his  features  a  jot. 

"  I* faith,  not  much,  seeing  that  my  hawks  have 
left  not  a  feather  on  thee  worth  plucking,"  replied 
his  questioner,  a  smile  passing  over  his  comely 
features.  "  I  merely  seek  at  thy  hands  some  small 
intelligence,  which  thou  hadst  best  give,  and  give 
quickly.  Whence  comest  thou,  and  where  art 
going?" 
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Simon  Stockfish  paused  ere  be  answered.  He 
thought  that  the  safety  of  his  beloved  master's 
only  sod  now  depended  on  his  prudence,  and  was 
determined  to  be  wonderfully  cautious,  that  no- 
thing he  said  should  bring  the  youth  into  any 
jeopardy. 

K I  came  whence  I  was  sent/'  said  Simon  very 
quietly,  "  and  I  am  going  on  a  lawful  journey." 

"Why,  thou  peremptory  slave,  dost  dare  give 
roch  words  to  me !"  exclaimed  the  other,  his  dark 
visage  instantly  becoming  a  thousand  times  more 
gloomy. 

It  was  evident  that  Simon's  notions  of  prudence 
were  of  a  strange  sort.  However,  he  now  thought 
to  anger  a  man  in  whose  power  his  young  master 
was,  ought  to  be  avoided,  and,  by  a  plan  that  looked 
to  him  wondrous  politic,  he  sought  to  put  himself 
on  better  terms  with  him. 

"I  ask  not  thy  business,  and  see  not  why  thou 
Aouldst  demand  mine,"  observed  the  serving-man, 
with  his  ordinary  gravity,  "  notwithstanding  there 
he  divers  thy  very  worshipful  good  friends,  to  whom 
any  certain  intelligence  of  thee  would  be  right  wel- 
^e,  or  I  am  hugely  mistaken." 

"Ha  !  dost  know  me,  fellow  ?" 

"Exceeding  well,"  answered  Simon,  disregarding 
the  angry  scowl  now  fixed  on  him.  "  Thou  art 
Black  Sampson,  king  of  the  gipsies  —  at  least,  so 
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thou  wert  called  at  the  'sizes,  where  I  i 
tried  for  sheep-stealing  —  but  I  was  heai 
afterwards,  when  I  heard,  by  the  Hue  c 
that  thou  hadst  broke  prison  the  day  bef 
were  to  have  hanged  thee." 

Simon  Stockfish  was  not  a  whit  happi< 
notions  of  what  was  politic,  than  he  found 
been  in  his  ideas  of  prudence.     The  sco1 
recognized  gipsy  grew  every  moment  mor 
ening,  and  his  eyes  flashed  fearfully,  when 
the  ignominious  fate  alluded  to  which  had 
overtaken  him.    With  a  horrible  imprec 
seized  the  astonished  serving-man  by  the 
and  it  looked  at  first  terribly  as  though 
throttle  him  —  but  he  suddenly  gave  h; 
that  sent  him  forcibly  to  the  earth  se 
distant  from  where  he  had  stood,  and, 
ing,  in    a  savage  mood,  some  direc' 
lawless  associates,  Black  Sampson  ti 
heel,  and  presently  disappeared  wit 
whence  he  had  come. 

The  command  was  obeyed  almc 
uttered,  and  the  hapless  traveller? 
selves  rudely  seized,  and  their  hand 
behind  them  by  a  group  of  the 
hang-dog,  rascal  thieves  that  cov 
any  where.     John  Hall  had  he 
passed,  but  was  so  taken  by  s 
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make  no  interference  in  bdaff  rf  Mf  tixmgbttaitf 
companion,  and  suffered  MnmaSTo.  «t  rwghly  ban- 
died by  the  gipsies  without  *xher  sacplaint  or 
resistance. 
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is** 


186  THE  SECRET  PA88ION. 


CHAPTER  VL 

Then  with  such  eager  blows  each  other  they  pursue, 

As  every  offer  made  should  threaten  imminent  death, 

Until,  with  heat  and  toil,  both  hardly  drawing  breath, 

They  desperately  do  close. 

Drayton. 

Why,  thou  simple  parish  ass,  thou,  didst  thou  never  see  anj* 

gipsies  ?    These  are  a  covey  of  gipsies,  and  the  bravest  new  covej* 

that  ever  constable  Hew  at. 

Bbn  Jon  sow. 

For,  when  Dame  Nature  first 

Had  framde  hir  heavenly  face, 
And  thoroughly  bedecked  it 

With  goodly  gleames  of  grace, 
It  lyked  her  so  well; 

Lo  here,  quod  she,  a  piece 

For  perfect  shape  that  passeth  all 

Appelles'  work  in  Greece. 

Gascoignb. 

I  doubt  not  some  shall  think  this  woman  too  sleight  a  thing  to 

be  written  of  and  set  amonge  the  remembraunces  of  great  matter! : 

which  thei  shal  specially  think,  that  happily  shal  esteme  her  only 

by  that  thei  now  see  her. 

Sir  Thomas  Mors. 

The  two  sat  for  some  time  on  the  ground  in 
silence,  with  reflections  none  of  the  pleasantest. 
All  the  gang  appeared  to  have  left  them,  when 
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&ey  had  grown  tired  of  the  pastime  they  had  found 

*&  their  unresisting  victims.      Jeers  unanswered, 

*ttd  ill-usage  unresisted,  soon  becomes  sorry  sport : 

a&d,  after  the  roughest  of  their  company  had  put 

&em  within  the  length  of  the  savage  mastiff-bitch, 

*ftying  of  certain  words  to  the  brute— which  she 

teemed   to   understand   on   the    instant,   for  she 

Couched  down,  and  fixed  her  eyes  on  them,  as 

though,  moved  they  an  inch,  she  would  tear  them 

to  pieces — they  drew  off,  all  of  them,  to  another 

part  of  the  pit. 

The  young  student,  by  degrees,  recovered  from 
the  amazement  and  fear  in  which  he   had  been 
tkrown,  and  began  to  consider  the  perilous  situation 
**  which  he  was  placed.     He  had  ascertained  that 
***  was  a  prisoner  in  an  eucampment  of  the  Rom- 
^anees,  or  gipsies.     Of  their  leader  he  had  heard, 
***  his  name  was  the  terror  of  all  the  country 
*<mnd  for  twenty  miles.    He  was  called  Sampson, 
**om  his  huge  strength,  and  Black,  from  his  dark 
visage ;  and  this  name  was  as  well  known  in  cottage 
*nd  hall  as  Guy  of  Warwick,  or  Robin  Hood.     He 
Hid  the  subtlety  of  the  fox,  and  the  daring  of  the 
Kon*  and  so  skilfully  did  he  commit  his  depreda- 
tions, that  nothing  could  be  traced  to  him,  although 
there  never  was  any  hesitation   in   pronouncing 
Bkck  Sampson  to  be  the  malefactor. 
There  was  much  of  mystery  and  romance  in  the 
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tales  that  were  circulated  over  the  country  about 
him,  which  his  handsome  features,  noble  figure, 
and  courteous  bearing  of  himself,  whenever  at  fain 
and  wakes  he  chose  to  mingle  with  the  villagers 
and  townsfolks  such  festivals  always  brought  toge- 
ther, were  sure  to  increase.  He  won  all  the  print 
at  cudgel-play,  wrestling,  and  all  country  sports 
whatever ;  and  he  had  ever  borne  his  good  fortune 
with  such  exceeding  good-humour,  it  seldom  gave 
umbrage  to  any.  It  so  chanced,  however,  that  his 
ordinary  good  fortune  once  forsook  him  —  not  in 
games,  for  that  would  not  have  mattered  so  much, 
but  in  crime. 

There  was  a  shepherd  on  a  neighbouring  farm 
named  Wattie  Elliott,  from  over  the  border,  as  fine 
a  fellow  of  his  inches  as  the  race  of  Elliotts  ever 
boasted  of.  He  had  missed  one  of  his  flock.  No- 
thing could  exceed  his  vigilance  and  care,  yet  it 
was  barely  a  week  when  he  missed  another. 

Wattie  had  many  reasons  for  wishing  to  capture 
the  depredator  of  his  master's  flock.  His  own 
honesty  might  be  suspected,  were  the  knave  allowed 
to  escape  with  his  booty  a  third  time.  He  was  as 
certain  Black  Sampson  was  the  thief  as  he  was  of 
his  own  existence,  and  his  inclination  to  catch  him 
was  wonderfully  sharpened  by  the  recollection  of 
the  broken  head  he  got  of  him  at  the  last  cudgel- 
play.      Wattie  was  a  shrewd  fellow,  and  feared 
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nothing  in  human  shape,  and  he  had  a  son  now 
close  upon  manhood,  as  strong,  as  active,  as  sharp, 
and  as  bold  as  himself,  on  whose  crown  Black 
Sampson  had  left  a  similar  token  of  his  mastery  at 
cudgelling. 

The  father  and  son  kept  watch  almost  day  and 
night,  and  put  in  practice  certain  notable,  clever 
schemes  for  the  detection  of  the  sheepstealer ;  but 
the  king  of  the  gipsies  was  a  match  for  both  of 
tbem ;  and  tired,  as  it  were,  of  their  useless  labours, 
they  seemed  all  at  once  to  slacken  in  their  vigilance. 
They  gave  out  they  were  going  that  night  to  the 
next  town  to  bring  an  addition  to  their  master's 
flocks  he  had  purchased  of  a  farmer  there,  leaving 
their  place  to  be  filled  by  a  lad,  whose  carelessness 
was  well  known,  and  were  seen  at  dusk  proceeding 
in  the  direction  they  had  stated. 

Two  hours  afterwards,  whilst  the  boy  was  intently 
amusing  himself  hunting  water-rats,  a  man  was 
stealthily  approaching  the  folded  flock.  Nothing 
could  exceed  the  caution  he  exhibited  as  he  crept 
along  the  shadow  of  the  hedges,  stopping  frequently 
to  listen.  Save  the  bleating  of  the  sheep,  he  could 
hear  nothing  but  the  barking  of  the  dog,  set  on  by 
the  boy  to  catch  the  vermin,  and  his  occasional 
shouting — but  both  boy  and  dog  were  completely 
hid  from  view. 

After  awhile,  he  lightly  threw  himself  over  the 


140  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

gate,  and  discovered  his  prey  in  the  adjoining 
to  get  at  which  there  was  but  one  way — by  let 
the  only  part  of  the  fence  that  was  not  impaa 
He  was  the  best  leaper  in  the  whole  country  re 
but  the  high  thick  hedge  and  deep  ditch  that 
rounded  the  field,  except  in  this  place,  was  i 
be  attempted. 

Before  leaping  it,  he  seemed  to  think  it  nea 
to  examine  the  other  side,  and,  by  great  diffi 
attained  such  a  place  on  the  bank,  that  he 
full  view  of  the  place  where  he  must  alight,  ar 
sheep  close  at  hand,  in  the  most  convenient 
possible  for  abstracting  one  without  attractii 
tention.  After,  as  it  seemed,  satisfying  his  ex 
caution,  he  went  a  few  paces  back,  took  a 
run,  and  sprung  over  the  gap  without  touci 
twig;  nevertheless, on  coming  to  the  ground, tt 
broke  from  under  him,  and  he  found  himsel 
pit  that  had  with  extreme  cunning  been  pre 
by  the  vigilant  shepherds. 

"  Hurrah  1  We  ha'  gotten  him  at  last  P1  sh 
the  elder  Elliott,  springing  from  his  concea 
in  the  branches  of  a  pollard,  close  on  the  sj 
the  same  moment  with  his  equally  active  son 
then  both  flung  themselves  upon  the  athletic  ; 
"  Hold  thee  grip,  lad  !  Hold'n  fast !  Bod 
bones,  keep'n  under  thee  !" 

There  was  a  fearful  struggle.    The  gip* 
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taken  at  a  disadvantage ;  but  never  was  his  im- 
mense strength  seen  so  palpably  as  in  his  efforts  to 
throw  off  of  him  his  two  powerful  assailants.  They 
held  him  as  dogs  do  a  bull — the  father  encouraging 
his  son,  and  the  son  putting  forth  all  his  strength 
to  assist  his  parent.  A  few  imprecations  only 
burst  from  the  detected  sheep-stealer,  as  he  strove 
with  the  force  of  a  giant  to  free  himself  from  the 
grasp  of  the  shepherds.  The  perspiration  stood  in 
big  drops  on  his  dusky  forehead,  and  every  limb 
was  strained  till  the  flesh  seemed  to  take  on  itself 
the  hardness  of  iron. 

Young  Wattie  Elliott  appeared  to  discommode 
the  struggling  gipsy  the  most.  He  had  obtained 
a  powerful  hold,  in  which  he  commanded  both  his 
captive's  arms,  and  the  tremendous  exertions  the 
latter  made  to  roll  over  him,  and  free  his  pinioned 
Kmb*,  were  baffled  by  the  young  man's  caution  and 
strength. 

"Ha!  Sampson,  my  mon,"  said  old  Elliott, 
"thou  art  in  the  grip  o*  the  Philistines,  and  if  thou 
do6t  ever  get  free,  except  with  the  hangman's  help, 
thou  mayst  split  thy  warae  with  laughing  at  all  o' 
the  name  o'  Elliott/' 

44  Ha !  ha !  "  shouted  the  gipsy,  in  tones  like 
wine  devil  incarnate,  as  the  scream  of  death  from 
the  youth,  who  had  held  him  so  long  and  well, 
mingled  with  it      "That  laugh  thou  hast   now 
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beard  !"  He  had  at  last,  by  one  desperate  effort, 
disengaged  his  right  arm  from  the  young  shep- 
herd's embrace,  and  in  the  next  moment  the  knife 
the  sheep-stealer  had  in  his  girdle  was  buried  in 
the  heart  of  his  brave  opponent. 

But  the  homicide  was  not  free.  The  hold  young 
Elliott  had  had  of  the  gipsy  was  still  unloosened, 
and  all  in  vain  were  the  tremendous  struggles  the 
latter  made  to  shake  it  off,  that  he  might  have  the 
better  chance  of  escaping  from  the  father,  which 
he  doubted  not  he  could  now  easily  do.  Old  Elliott, 
as  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  son's  blood,  raised  a 
piercing  cry  of  agony,  and  sprung  upon  his  mur- 
derer with  the  fury  of  a  maniac. 

He  struck  at  him  with  his  clenched  fists,  tore  his 
hair,  dashed  his  head  against  the  earth,  as  regard- 
less of  the  severe  wounds  he  received  from  the  vil- 
lain's knife  as  though  they  inconvenienced  him  not 
at  all.  Perhaps,  loss  of  blood  might  at  last  have 
weakened  his  efforts,  but  the  fearful  cry  he  had  ut- 
tered brought  to  his  assistance  some  hinds  who  were, 
according  to  the  plan  he  had  devised  for  the  cap- 
ture of  the  sheep-stealer,  on  their  way  to  join  him, 
and  the  murderous  efforts  of  Black  Sampson  were 
at  once  put  a  stop  to  by  a  stunning  blow  on  the 
head  from  the  heavy  staff  of  the  first  who  reached 
the  spot. 

The  living  Wattie  Elliott  was  with  great  diffi- 
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culty  drawn  from  the  unequal  conflict,  and  he  had 
hardly  been  placed  on  level  ground  when  he  swooned 
away :  but  it  was  a  still  greater  difficulty  to  move 
the  dead  Elliott,  whose  hold  was  as  a  vice.  The 
strength  of  all  there  could  not  unclasp  the  embrace 
of  the  corpse,  and  it  was  not  till  they  took  unu- 
sual means  that  they  succeeded  in  their  endeavours. 
The  youth  had  done  his  father's  bidding  in  a  terrible 
earnest  fashion.  He  had  held  so  fast,  Black  Samp- 
son could  not  have  released  himself  of  his  own 
means  had  he  strove  ever  so. 

Tie  gipsy  was  tried  for  the  murder,  not  for 
deep-stealing,  as  Simon  Stockfish  had  said — per- 
chance thinking  the  truth  might  be  unpalatable — but, 
as  the  serving-man  had  rightly  declared,  had  escaped 
from  prison  the  day  preceding  that  appointed  for 
his  execution.  Wattie  Elliott  recovered  of  his 
wounds,  but  when  he  heard  the  murderer  of  his 
son  had  escaped,  he  swore  a  deadly  oath  he  would 
hunt  him  night  and  day  till  he  had  had  his  heart's 
blood. 

Black  Sampson,  previous  to  this,  had  been,  as 
hath  already  been  stated,  popular  with  every  one; 
hot  now  he  dared  not  show  his  face,  so  general 
was  the  execration  in  which  his  name  was  held. 
In  truth,  he  had  become  a  changed  man.  He  had 
lost  his  cheerful  humour,  that  had  made  him  such 
pleasant  company,  and  had  grown  gloomy,  savage, 
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and  distrustful  of  all  around  him.  Occasional 
to  those  he  affected,  he  would  appear  in  a  beti 
mood;  but  he  was  ordinarily  sullen,  capricioi 
and  given  to  fits  of  ungovernable  passion. 

John  Hall  had  heard  what  hath  here  been  state 
and  kept  ruminating  on  these  matters  witho 
drawing  from  them  anything  of  pleasure  or  cons 
lation.  Simon  Stockfish  had  heard  all  this  a 
much  more  to  boot.  The  gossip  of  the  wh« 
country  round ,  concerning  certain  marvellous  adv€ 
tures  of  these  Rommanees,  in  which  figured  a  m< 
lovely  creature  of  that  strange  race,  and  was, 
may  be  supposed,  the  subject  of  infinite  specul 
tion  to  such  as  could  get  the  slightest  knowledge 
her.  Simon's  thoughts  were  busy  with  a  thousai 
strange  stories,  and  the  unpleasantness  they  creafc 
was  not  a  whit  lessened  by  the  behaviour  of  t 
savage  bruti  that  kept  guard  over  him  and  t 
young  master. 

There  seemed  such  a  fascination  in  the  snak 
like  eyes  of  the  mastiff -bitch,  that  he  could  n 
take  his  own  eyes  off  her.  To  the  curious  spect 
tor,  the  brute  might  have  seemed  to  have  bet 
carved  out  of  the  marble  stone,  so  motionless  d 
she  stand ;  but  Simon  could  see  something  in  t! 
steady  glare  of  her  organs  of  sight  he  felt  assurt 
might  in  a  moment  prove — in  a  manner  he  liki 
not  at  all — that  not  only  was  she  flesh  and  bloc 
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tat  those  she  kept  watch  over  were  of  a  like  ma- 
terial. In  sober  truth,  Simon  was  horribly  afraid 
the  fierce-looking  animal  would  spring  on  him  and  . 
tear  him  to  pieces ;  therefore,  for  a  wonder,  his 
thoughts  kept  no  longer  any  account  of  his  young 
natter's  peril — his  own  seeming  so  imminent  he 
could  regard  nothing  else. 

During  this  interval,  the  night  had  been  gra- 
dually closing  in,  and  the  only  light  which  illumined 
the  scene  was  from  the  huge  fire,  where  stood  the 
caldron  already  alluded  to.  This  was  at  some  dis- 
tance from  the  prisoners,  who  might  have  considered 
themselves,  but  for  the  watchful  mastiff  so  un- 
pleasantly close  to  them,  quite  unregarded  by  the 
gipsy  brotherhood,  whom  they  could  see  in  various 
groups;  some  sitting,  some  standing,  some  lying 
their  lengths  on  the  ground,  eating,  drinking, 
playing  of  cards  and  tric-trac,  but  all  taking  no 
more  heed  of  them  than  if  they  had  been  stocks  or 
tones.  They  could  also  hear  the  murmur  of  their 
1  conversation  one  with  another,  now  shouting,  anon 
laughing,  with  presently  a  silence  broken  only  by 
one  a  whistling  a  morrice,  or  some  other  murmur- 
ing of  a  passionate  ballad. 

How  long  this  state  of  things  might  have  re- 
mained, God  only  knoweth ;  but  to  the  huge  comfort 
of  Simon  Stockfish,  it  was  suddenly  put  a  stop  to 
ty  the  re-appearance  of  Black  Sampson,  who  strode 
vol.  I.  H 
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from  the  tent,  now  wearing  a  slouched  hat,'  and 
carrying  in  his  hand  a  stout  cudgel,  and  made 
direct  to  his  prisoners. 

"  I  am  sorry  you  have  met  with  molestation, 
young  sir,"  observed  he,  directing  of  his  speeoh  to 
John  Hall,  with  a  courteous  manner,  "  but  my 
rascals  are  rough  and  rude,  and  are  like  enough  to 
meddle  with  other  folks'  goods  in  a  way  that,  I  am 
willing  to  believe,  is  none  of  the  civilest.  Per- 
chance, some  amends  may  be  made  for  the  hin- 
drance you  have  experienced/9 

Here  he  busied  himself  awhile  in  unfastening 
the  chain  of  the  mastiff,  who  by  many  canine 
demonstrations  testified  her  delight  at  her  master's 
presence. 

"  I  would  be  right  glad,"  gravely  observed  the 
young  student,  "  to  be  put  in  a  way  for  the  pur- 
suing of  my  journey  to  London." 

"  Ah,  that  he  would,  worthy  Master  Sampson — 
God  he  knows,"  exclaimed  Simon  Stockfish.  His 
fears  relieved  by  the  attention  of  the  mastiff  being 
drawn  off  him,  his  thoughts  turned  at  once  to  a 
consideration  of  the  proper  means  to  be  employed 
for  the  liberation  of  his  young  master,  and  he 
thought  it  would  be  admirable  policy  to  take 
advantage  of  Black  Sampson's  present  amiable 
mood. 

"  Hold  thy  malapert  tongue,  knave,  or  Til  give 
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thee  such  a  rubbing  down  with  this  goodly  napkin, 
as  shall  make  thee  infinitely  careful  to  avoid  such 
napery  the  rest  of  thy  days." 

This  ominous  speech  from  the  murderer  of 
Wattie  Elliott,  assisted  by  a  significant  flourish  of 
the  very  formidable  weapon  he  had  in  his  hand, 
tod  a  menacing  growl  from  the  mastiff,  who  seemed 
waiting  only  for  a  signal  from  her  master  to  be  at 
his  throat,  made  Simon  Stockfish  quake  in  his  shoes. 

*tfay,  I  meant  no  offence,  o' my  life!"  cried 
he,  in  as  humble  a  tone  as  he  could  put  on,  "  and, 
for  mine  own  part,  I  am  satisfied  you  are  of  no  such 
crabbed  disposition  as  I  have  been  told  you  are, 
and  that  Wattie  Elliott's  murd. . ." 

A  heavy  blow  on  the  head  stopped  the  incautious 
serving-man's  speeeh,  and  laid  him  at  his  length 
at  the  feet  of  the  enraged  gipsy. 

"  'Sblood  !  "  exclaimed  he,  looking  to  be  in  a 
monstrous  passion.  "  Dost  think  I  will  be  bearded 
by  such  a  sorry  ass  as  thou  ?"  Then,  turning  to 
divers  of  his  company,  who  were  approaching  the 
spot,  attracted  doubtless  by  their  leader's  violence, 
he  shouted,  "  Keep  me  these  hated  Busne  in  close 
prison  till  I  return ;  and,  mark  me,  an  they  seek 
to  escape,  cut  their  villanous  throats."  A  moment 
after,  he  had  unloosed  the  dog,  and  was  seen  with 
her  rapidly  bounding  up  the  path  that  led  out  of 
the  pit. 

h2 
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It  was  some  time  before  Simon  Stockfish  reco- 
vered from  the  stunning  blow  he  had  received,  and 
then  he  found  himself  stretched  on  his  back/  on  a 
rude  sort  of  bed  made  of  fern,  that  was  in  one  of 
the  tents,  his  head  bound  up,  and  his  arm  bandaged. 
There  was  a  dull,  aching  pain  in  his  head,  and  a 
strange  feeling  of  sickness,  but  this  was  all  the  in- 
convenience he  experienced.  As  he  opened  his 
eyes,  they  fell  on  the  anxious  countenance  of  ins 
young  master,  who  was  standing  over  him  in  his 
own  proper  garments,  feeling  his  pulse.  The  only 
other  person  in  the  place  was  an  old  crone,  who, 
by  the  lamp  she  carried  in  her  hand,  he  could  ob- 
serve was  of  the  peculiar  dark  visage  of  the  wan- 
dering people  into  whose  power  they  had  fallen, 
and  was  dressed  somewhat  in  the  Eastern  fashion, 
though  her  apparelling  was  of  the  coarsest.  She, 
too,  was  regarding  him ;  and  with  an  exceeding 
curiousness. 

"  I  doubt  not,  with  my  teaching,  thou  wouldst 
in  time  become  a  skilful  leech,"  observed  she, 
turning  to  John  Hall,  on  noticing  the  signs  of 
recovery  in  his  fellow-captive. 

"  I  doubt  it  not,  good  dame!"  courteously 
replied  the  young  physician.  "  Thou  seemest 
especially  well  versed  in  the  treatment  of  green 
wounds,  and  in  the  employment  of  simples  of  all 
kinds." 
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u  1  warrant  you/'  said  the  other,  with  a  very 
rodent  satisfaction  in  herself,  "  and  where  wouldst 
seek  such  knowledge,  if  not  from  Rujia,  the  mother 
of  the  Rommanees,  to  whom  for  three-score  years 
the  heavenly  influences  have  been  made  more 
familiar  than  to  any  other  of  our  tribe,  since  we 
wandered  from  the  sunny  clime  wherein,  as  our 
traditions  tell,  we  were  a  mighty  people.  But  thou 
hast  thyself  not  been  unattentive  to  the  marvels 
that  are  continually  around  thee.  It  was  well  for 
this  poor  Busno  thou  wert  by,  or  the  stroke  of  our 
chief  would  have  spoiled  him  for  this  world.  As 
the  stars  may  witness  for  me,  though  I  have  had 
to  mend  much  of  his  marring,  I  have  not  had  one 
instance  of  such  imminent  mischief  as  this  looked 
to  be." 

At  this  moment,  a  gipsy  woman  hastily  entered 
the  tent,  looking  wondrously  disturbed,  and,  after 
some  few  words  passed  between  them  in  their 
strange  language,  she,  who  had  called  herself 
Rujia,  placing  the  lamp  in  the  hand  of  the  young 
student,  and  bidding  him  give  the  wounded  man 
*  posset  she  had  just  before  made  for  him,  fol- 
lowed the  one  who  had  summoned  her  out  of  the 
tent 

JohnHall  quietly  put  in  practice  the  directions  he 
had  heard,  and  Simon  Stockfish  as  quietly  submitted 
to  them;  but  the  one  could  not  keep  from  reflect- 
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ing  upon  the  knowledge  he  had  got  of  simple 
gery  from  the  ancient  gipsy-woman's  discourse,  ai 
she  assisted  him  in  dressing  the  wound  of  his  luck- 
less attendant )  and  much  he  marvelled  that  neithet 
Hippocrates,  nor  Galen,  nor  Mathias  Camas,  mi 
Alexius  Paedomontanus,  nor  Canonherius,  nor,  aa 
short,  any  writer  of  his  acquaintance,  ancient  « 
modern,  had  given  any  note  whatever  of  snob 
things ;  whilst  the  other  marvelled  to  find  himadi 
in  that  strange  place,  and  to  hear  the  grave  dis- 
course that  had  just  passed  between  his  young 
master  and  a  gipsy  beldame.  After  indulging  ii 
all  manner  of  inward  questioning  as  to  how  these 
matters  came  about,  he  arrived  at  the  interesting 
discovery  that  he  had  got  his  head  broke,  for  not 
being  sufficiently  mindful  of  his  tongue,  just  as  the 
posset  began  to  have  its  proper  effect  upon  him 
and  thereupon  he  fell  into  a  sound  sleep. 

John  Hall  sat  himself  down  on  a  stool  that  wai 
there,  over-against  his  patient,  and  was  deeply  in- 
tent on  a  volume  of  Aristotle  he  had  long  been  it 
the  habit  of  carrying  about  with  him  —  it  was  sc 
especial  a  favourite — when  his  studies  were  sud- 
denly broken  in  upon  by  his  being  seized  bj 
the  arm,  and  urgently  desired  to  go  on  the  instant 
with  his  so  recent  instructress,  in  a  case  of  life  01 
death. 

The   book  of  the  young  physician  was  in  his 
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pocket  in  a  moment,  and  he  in  readiness  to  go 

wherever  be  might  be  wanted.  After  certain  hasty 

injunctions,  seemingly  of  a  mysterious  import,  which 

did  not  in  any  way  enlighten  him  as  to  the  nature 

of  the  case  that  demanded  bis  assistance  so  urgently, 

W»  guide  led  him  out  of  the  tent,  and  in  a  few 

Qbates  he  found  himself  in  another,  in  all  respects 

a  direct  opposite  of  the  one  he  had  left. 

It  was  furnished  not  only  with  all  manner  of 
comforts,  but  there  was  in  it  even  an  air  of  luxury, 
Ait,  as  may  be  supposed,  surprised  him  greatly. 
There  was  a  floor  of  boards,  with  a  small  yet  rich 
Turkey  carpet  in  the  centre,  a  handsome  bedstead 
quaintly  carved,  with  chairs  of  a  like  pattern  co- 
vered with  velvet.'    On  a  table  near  the  bed,  both 
of  which  had  the  goodliest  covers  eye  ever  beheld, 
wwe  a  silver  lamp  burning,  of  very  ancient  make, 
v  was  also  the  deep  dish  of  the  same  metal  close 
to  it  with  dried  fruit,  and  the  flask  which  stood  by 
a  tall  Venetian  glass.     On  one  of  the  chairs  was  a 
lute,  and  a  theorbo  stood  in  a  corner.     An  ewer 
md  basin  of  antique  china,  with  sundry  articles  for 
be  toilet,  were  on  a  further  table,  having  on  it  the 
hitest  of  napery ;  and  an  empty  cradle,  with  furni- 
re  of  a  like  whiteness,  was  close  against  it.  Some 
'  articles  of  wearing-apparel  were  scattered  here 
there,  and  on  a  large  oak  chest  were  a  quarter 
'  and  a  long  rapier. 
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But  the  objects  on  which  John  Hall's  attenti 
was  quickly  engrossed  was  a  very  beauteous  ai 
very  young  creature,  seeming  in  age  to  be  but; 
child.  Yet  it  was  evident  she  was  a  mother,  4 
none  but  such  could  exhibit  such  terrible  deep  gri 
over  the  babe  she  held  close  pressed  to  her  bread 
ever  and  anon  unclosing  of  her  arms  to  gaze  at  U 
pallid  rigid  aspect  there  presented  to  her,  and  the 
uttering  a  wild  cry  of  distress,  and  pressing  tl 
senseless  infant  still  closer  to  her  breast,  franticaL 
paced  about,  making  of  all  manner  of  moving  e: 
clamations. 

A  profusion  of  dark  glossy  hair  fell  in  disordi 
about  her  dusky  neck  and  shoulders ;  she  was  d 
vested  of  her  outer  garment,  and  wore  but  a  so 
of  loose  jacket  and  petticoat,  whereof  the  onl 
thing  worthy  of  note  was  that  the  materials  wei 
exceedingly  fine  and  white.  Yet  did  all  this  negl 
gence  the  greater  set  off  the  perfect  loveliness  < 
her  countenance  and  person.  Her  full  dark  ey< 
brimming  with  tenderness,  her  exquisite  rosy  moutl 
delicate  pearly  teeth,  her  dainty  small  hands,  h< 
rounded  arms,  and  tender-swelling  bosom,  were  a 
apparent  to  the  enamoured  gaze;  added  to  thi 
she  showed  a  pair  of  dusky  feet,  of  such  marvelloi 
beauty,  the  sight  whereof  would  have  ravished  f 
anchorite. 

The  young  physician  was  sufficiently  amazed 
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what  he  saw.  He  gazed  curiously,  and  with  no 
slight  interest,  but  he  would  have  done  the  like  had 
this  exquisite  object  been  created  of  marble  or 
wood.  A  few  words  from  Rujia  quickly  put  his 
indifference  to  a  hard  trial,  for  scarce  had  they 
been  uttered,  when  the  young  beauty  suddenly 
rushed  to  him,  knelt  at  his  feet,  and,  in  the  abso- 
lutest  passion  of  tears  and  prayers,  besought  of 
him  to  restore  to  her  the  babe. 

At  this  he  felt  wondrously  moved.  Indeed  his 
heart  beat  quicker,  and  a  moisture  came  into  his 
eyes;  and  he  was  so  confused  by  the  suddenness 
and  energy  of  the  appeal,  he  scarce  knew  what  he 
would  be  at.  Nevertheless,  he  presently  became 
himself  like  a  grave  and  careful  physician,  made 
certain  inquiries,  and  closely  examined  the  state  of 
his  little  patient.  As  the  mother  feared  it  was 
dead,  infinite  was  the  contentation  to  her,  when 
he  pronounced  the  child  to  be  in  a  fit  only ;  and, 
when  he  bade  her  be  of  good  cheer,  for  he  would 
recover  it  presently,  he  had  such  prodigal  store  of 
blessings,  the  remembrance  of  them  brought  him 
comfort  all  his  life  after. 

Thereupon  he  issued  his  orders  promptly,  and 
«poke  so  convincingly,  yet  so  modestly  withal,  his 
directions  were  followed  without  a  question  or 
doubt,  and  the  still  senseless  child  was  given  into 
bis  hands  by  the  young  mother,  with  the  trust  of 
A  h5 
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her  entire  heart,  to  be  done  with  as  he  thought 
proper.  She  watched  him,  however,  with  an  ear- 
nest attentiveness,  that  looked  as  though  her  own 
life  hung  on  the  issue,  and  when,  after  the  child 
had  been  placed  in  a  vessel  of  hot  water  for  some 
minutes,  he  fetched  his  breath,  she  seemed  henelf 
to  breathe  for  the  first  time* 

How  delightedly  she  beheld  the  colour  returning 
to  the  pale  lips,  and  animation  to  the  fixed  eyes, 
words  have  no  power  to  tell.  Her  joy,  however,  at 
last  became  so  excessive,  that  on  the  young  physi- 
cian's declaring  his  little  patient  to  be  fully  reco- 
vered, she  caught  hold  of  the  astonished  youth  by 
the  hand,  and  pressed  it  to  her  heart ;  then  she 
fetched  from  off  her  finger  a  ring  of  curious  work- 
manship, with  a  fair  stone  set  therein,  and  placed 
it  on  one  of  his,  with  wondrous  great  heaps  ol 
thanks  and  blessings,  and  finally  she  snatched  hei 
child,  now  crying  lustily  in  the  arms  of  Rujia,  whc 
was  intent  on  dressing  it,  and,  after  a  prodigiouf 
deal  of  crying,  laughing,  and  caressing,  she  stilled 
its  cries  with  that  sweet  nourishment,  which  Na- 
ture, out  of  her  very  infinite  bounty,  bestoweth  on 
every  tender  mother. 

Whereupon  there  was  a  silence  of  some  fen 
minutes.  John  Hall  was  so  bewildered,  he  seemed 
to  have  lost  all  power  of  speech ;  Rujia  busied  her 
self  in  striving  to  put  the  place  in  some  order 
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muttering  all  the  while ;  and  the  fond  young  mother 
was  in  too  happy  a  mood  to  speak.  After  a  few 
minutes  the  young  physician  became  aware  that 
an  animated  conversation  was  going  on  betwixt  his 
two  companions,  and,  although  he  understood  never 
a  word  that  was  said,  the  youth  could  perceive  by 
many  signs  that  he  was  the  subject  of  their  talk. 

Presently  he  was  courteously  asked  his  name, 
and  bid  to  show  the  palm  of  his  hand,  whereupon 
much  note  was  took  of  it  by  both  women ;  the 
jounger  in  especial  tracing  the  lines  upon  it  with 
as  much  attentiveness  as  concern. 

"Thy  palm  telleth  but  a  sad  story,"  observed 
she.  "  Sore  trials  await  thee.  Thy  heart  will  be 
fiercely  wrung ;  but,  take  courage,  sweet  heart ; 
though  there  be  much  deep  suffering  denoted  in 
these  lines,  there  is  happiness  in  an  ample  mea- 
sure at  the  end.  Nevertheless,  be  assured,  whatever 
31  betide  thee,  Xariqua  is  thy  fast  friend,  and  with 
all  her  heart  will  help  thee  at  thy  need.  I  pry  thee 
take  my  best  wishes,  good  Master  Hall,  and  be 
not  overcast  when  thou  and  misery  become  bedfel- 
lows. When  thy  time  cometh,  thy  good  fortune 
will  be  so  great,  all  thy  previous  suffering  must  be 
considered  as  of  no  account." 

Before  he  could  recover  from  his  surprise,  the 
°M  gipsy  woman  had  led  him  out  of  that  tent  into 
the  one  he  had  previously  quitted. 


had  been  restored,  and  decla 
start  t licit  moment.  He  had  c 
civil  treatment  since  he  had  fi 
of  the  bold  outlaws,  that  he 
take  advantage  of  any  oppor 
to  get  his  young  master  awaj 
company. 

Neither  was  John  Hall  loa 
theless,  from  some  strange  caus< 
exceeding  desirous  of  knowing  i 
ing  the  young  and  beautiful  c; 
he  had  by  such  singular  chance  1 
He  at  last  got  so  much  the  bet 
timidity  as  to  express  his  surprisi 
young  and  comely  should  be  a  gi 

It  would  doubtless  have  been  1 
his  peace,  for  it  brought  on  him 
of  abuse  from  the  old  hag  for  th 
own  language,  and  she  looked 
would  have  been  right  glad  ha 
bold  ;,but  when  she  bade  them,  as 


THE  SECRET  PA88ION.  157 

^^>  about  to  put  them  in  the  way  of  escape,  adding 

^Hnething  in   her  own  jargon  which,  had  they 

^^*own    its    tendency,  they   would    have    hesi- 

^^ted  trusting    themselves  with  her — they  gave 

^ifcemselves,  without  a  word  said,  entirely  to  her 

S.  **sidance,  and  she  led  them  quickly  yet  cautiously 

^*"«n  the  tent,  out  of  the  pit  by  a  path  different 

fi^om  the  one  by  which  they  had  arrived.   They  saw 

™*z»t  a  creature  of  any  kind,  nor  heard  sign  of  such, 

t.3JJ,  after  threading  a  very  narrow  and  intricate 

fM"ath,  they  came  to  a  green  hollow,  wherein,  to 

tl»«  infinite  great  joy  of  Simon  Stockfish,  they 

\>eleld  their  two  goodly  steeds,  Dapple  and  Jack, 

wliose  loss  had  added  marvellously  to  the  uneasi- 

aess  his  master's  capture  had  created  in  Simon's 

mind. 

Their    somewhat  uncivil  guide   showed   them 

*tiere  their  harness  and  other  property  were  hid, 

*&d  assisted  them  to  bridle  and  saddle, — the  while 

giving  them  directions  as  to  the  road  they  were 

to  pursue ;  then,  bidding  them  use  their  utmost 

•peed,  if  they  wished  to  save  their  worthless  lives, 

the  disappeared  behind  a  clump  of  brushwood. 

Simon  Stockfish  had  just  finished  fastening  the 

felt  round  his  body  which  held  fast  his  master's 

tock  of  apparel,  and  had  got  one  foot  in  the  stir- 

Hp,  when,  hearing  a  savage  growl,  he  quickly 
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turned  round,  and  there,  but  a  few  yards  fi 
looking  in  the  moonlight  more  ferocious  th 
he  beheld  the  mastiff-bitch  that  had  so  la 
him  in  such  imminent  bodily  fear. 

He  was  paralysed.  He  felt  sure  his  moi 
master  could  not  be  far  off,  and  the  fate  o1 
Elliott  stared  him  in  the  face  in  all  its 
Uttering  two  or  three  sharp  clear  barks  tl 
on  his  ears  like  a  death-knell,  the  dog  was 
ing  in  all  its  savage  fury  towards  him,  w 
half  the  distance  was  passed,  she  was  seen  t 
in  the  air,  with  a  piercing  howl  of  agony 
loud  report  from  an  arquebus  close  at  hai 
upon  the  ear,  and  she  fell  to  the  ground 
mangled  and  dead  as  a  stone. 

Almost  at  the  same  instant  there  appc 
the  opposite  sides  of  the  hollow,  two  perso 
was  quickly  recognized  by  the  alarmed  t 
as  their  unpleasant  acquaintance,  Black 
son, — who  no  sooner  caught  sight  of  the  m; 
against  him,  than,  as  if  seized  with  a  sudde 
he  turned  quickly  round  and  ran  off  at  hit 
speed ;  whereupon,  the  other  muttering  d 
the  words  "  Blood  for  blood!"  flourished 
pon  over  his  head,  and  started  at  a  despen 
in  pursuit. 

The  latter  was  Wattie  Elliott.      Neit 
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young  physician  nor  his  companion  cared  to 
tratch  the  result  of  the  race,  but  instantly  sprung 
into  their  saddles ;  and  their  steeds,  alarmed  at  the 
report  of  the  piece,  put  themselves  to  their  swiftest 
pace. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

If  your  worshippe  vouchsafe  to  enter  the  achoole  doore,  *^ 

walke  an  hower  or  twaine  within  for  your  pleasure,  you  shall  ^^5€ 

what  I  teache,  which  present  my  schoole,  my  cunning,  and  ^*  ^ 

selfe  to  your  worthy  patronage. 

The  Schools  op  Abusb. 

Be  sad,  as  we  would  make  ye:  think  ye  see 
Thev  ery  persons  of  our  noble  story, 
As  they  were  living ;  think  you  see  them  great, 
And  followed  with  the  general  throng  and  sweat 
Of  thousand  friends ;  then  in  a  moment  see 
How  soon  this  mightiness  meets  misery. 

Shaksfbarb. 

I  am  sent  fro  God,  Deth  is  my  name. 

Alle  thynge  that  is  on  grownd  1  welde  at  my  wylle; 
Bothc  man  and  bcste,  and  byrdes  wylde  and  tame, 

Whan  that  I  come  them  to,  with  deth  I  do  them  kylle. 

LODOS  CoVBNTRIA. 

The  pretended  Master  Dulcimer  was  rejoicing, 
as  such  noble  hearts  only  can,  at  the  success  which 
attended  his  efforts  to  secure  the  heart's  wish  of 
his  young  friend  and  patron,  having  just  witnessed 
his  secret  marriage  with  that  admirable  fair  young 
creature,  Mistress  Varnon.     He  had  also  another 
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^°Xirce  of  satisfaction,  having  succeeded  in  effecting 
***«  liberation  of  his  friend  Ben  Jonson,  who  had 
**^enput  in  prison  for  the  death  of  Gabriel  Spencer, 
^*ad  was  proceeding  intent  on  his  ordinary  duties 
&£  the  playhouse  in  the  Blackfriars,  amusing  him- 
self monstrously  by  the  way  in  imagining  the  dis- 
t*ess  of  that  exceedingly  starched  and  antiquated 
damsel,  Aunt  Deborah,  on  discovering  she  had  not 
only  been  deprived  of  her  beautiful  kinswoman, 
with  whom  she  had  so  long  been  wont  to  play  the 
terrible  tyrant,   but  had  lost  her  sworn  servant 
also,  who  had  obtained  entire  possession  of  her 
virgin  heart. 

Truly,  if  ever  man  looked  in  a  contented  mood, 
that  was  he,  and  it  shone  in  his  worshipful  sweet 
countenance  with  such  exceeding  brilliancy,  that 
such  of  the  wayfarers  who  took  note  of  him  as  he 
walked,  who  knew  not  his  extreme  worthiness, 
either  by  personal  knowledge  or  general  repute, 
set  down  in  their  minds,  on  the  first  glance,  he 
must  needs  be  as  thoroughly  happy  as  any  man 
this  side  of  Heaven.  But  few  men  of  his  day  were 
better  known  both  amongst  the  citizens  and  gal- 
lants; and,  as  he  had  quitted  his  disguise  of  the 
roaster  of  music,  he  was  recognised  as  he  passed 
along  the  crowded  streets :  and  the  courteous,  cheer- 
ful manner  in  which  he  doffed  his  beaver  to  simple 
and  gentle;  the  blushing  girl  and  the  wrinkled 


measure  deceived.  It  is  nut 
it  may  appear  ;  for  divers  in 
where  the  face  hath  been  dre 
heart  in  sackcloth  and  ashes 
to  be  masters  of  ourselves  wh 
of  our  affections,  and  these  ai 
whereof  the  wisest  men  have  n 
There  hath  been  notable  insta 
in  the  best  school  of  wisdom,  1 
tent,  and  full  of  virtuous  reso 
bination  of  ill  circumstances 
the  surrendering  of  their  nati 
which  cannot  be  openly  encou 
Me  disrespect  of  the  world  anc 
feelings,  of  a  surety,  are  no 
not  to  be  tolerated ;  yet  do 
such  a  manner  as  often  to  m 
ill  fortune  to  entertain  them, 
blamed.  Methinks  there  can 
more  worthy  of  commiseratioi 
enslaved  by  an  unlawful  pass* 


U 
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the  natural  self-condemnation  which  he  must  feel 
in  allowing  the  existence  of  a  state  of  things  of 
such  infinite  unprofitableness  to  either  party. 

Whether  Master  Shakspeare  had  got  himself  en- 
tangled in  this  hopeless  mesh,  our  information 
at  this  time  doth  not  state.  It  is  but  known  that 
occasionally  he  was  given  to  long  fits  of  perfect 
abstraction,  when  his  features  wore  a  sad  and 
troubled  air ;  and  he  would  act  as  though  he  were 
but  an  accountable  creature,  given  to  wild  fancies, 
and  exceeding  strange  resolves.  Anon  he  would 
burst  out  of  the  gloom  which  these  humours 
created,  and  exceed  all  warrantable  grounds  in 
lightness  of  behaviour,  endeavouring  to  excuse 
bis  late  sadness  by  affirming  he  slept  ill  o'  nights, 
ud  was  tormented  by  fearful  dreams. 

Of  a  surety  he  had  dreams,  and  they  might  well 
be  considered  by  him  of  a  fearful  sort.  In  part, 
tbey  were  the  dreams  of  his  early  youth  ;  but  the 
loving  feces  that  haunted  his  sleep  many  a  mid- 
ttnuner  day  by  the  stream  side,  beneath  an  antique 
tree,  or  on  some  mossy  bank  retired  from  the  public 
eye,  though  they  wore  the  same  features  of  ever- 
luting  beauty,  possessed  an  expression  of  the  very 
deepest  sorrow;  the  exquisite  sweet  harmonies 
*hich  of  old  were  wont  to  intoxicate  his  mind 
with  unutterable  joy,  now,  by  their  mournful  and 
Uftlancholy  cadences,  filled  him  with  a  most  painful 
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sadness ;  and  instead  of  the  floral  treasures  whiclK= 
with  every  cheerful  hue  and  pleasant  form,  thin*1** 
around  him  an  atmosphere  of  light  and  perfume,  bv ' 
beheld  nothing  but  rue  and  rosemary,  willow  anO 
cypress,  nightshade,  and  the  like  sort  of  plants.* 
the  gloomy  posies  of  death. 

When  he  woke,  it  was  with  an  apprehension  oJfc-' 
impending  evil  he  could  not  readily  divest  himselft- 
of;  yet,  not  caring  to  be  thought  superstitious,  he^ 
would  strive  to  cast  it  off  by  giving  himself  up  ta^ 
the  very  wildest  flights  of  an  untameable  spirit.  — 
That  he  had  some  secret  source  of  huge  disquietude,  « 
a  shrewd  observer  might  have  predicted  from  these    * 
premises;    albeit,  his  behaviour  was  ever  of  so 
noble  a  sort  as  to  win  the  hearts  of  all  around  him, 
and  his  admirable,  cheerful  temper  did  so  often  and 
so  pleasantly  make  itself  manifest. 

However  this  may  have  been,  it  is  certain  that 
the  mood  in  which  Master  Shakspeare  went  on  his 
way  to  the  playhouse,  after  a  friendly  leave-taking 
of  the  young  Lord  Southampton  and  his  loving 
bride,  was,  to  all  appearance,  as  contented  a  one  as 
any  happy  man  ever  had.  After  sufficiently 
amusing  of  himself  with  thinking  of  his  antiquated 
mistress,  he  fell  into  a  train  of  pleasant  anticipa- 
tions of  the  prodigal  heaps  of  happiness  in  store 
for  his  estimable  kind  friend,  and  marvellous  was 
the  contentation  it  gave  him.     From  this  he  pre- 
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aently  took  to  considering  of  his  own  affairs ;  and, 
in  the  happy  humour  he  then  was,  it  was  in  no 
way  surprising  his  thoughts  should  light  upon  the 
most  comfortable  part  of  them  —  his  sweet  young 
no. 

He  recalled  the  great  solace  and  pride  he  had 
taken  in  the  handsome  boy  at  his  last  visit,  what 
me  gratification  he  had  experienced  in  noting  his 
aptness  for  study,  his  warm  affectionateness  and 
velUisposedness  in  all  tilings ;  and,  after  he  had 
sufficiently  basked  in  the  sunshine  of  the  past,  he 
would  find  for  himself  a  still  more  sunny  future, 
and  enjoy  its  glowing  horizon  with  more  intense 
transports  than  he  had  yet  known. 

It  so  chanced  that  as  he  was  proceeding  through 
Cheap,  nigh  unto  the  conduit,  quite  regardless  of 
every  one  thing  in  the  world,  save  his  own  pleasant 
thinking,  on  a  sudden  his  waking  dream  was  broken 
in  upon  by  some  one  seizing  him  by  the  arm,  and 
accosting  him  in  a  strange,  wild,  and  confused 
manner.  On  turning  round,  he  beheld  a  man  of 
decent  apparelling,  for  all  it  seemed  slovenly  put 
on  and  travel-stained,  with  an  aspect  which,  though 
marked  in  strong  lines  with  exhaustion  and  alarm, 
tae  in  it  so  much  of  native  benevolence,  that  the 
worthiness  of  the  owner  scarce  admitted  of  a  doubt. 

"  Master  Bifield  1"  exclaimed  his  old  acquain- 
tance, looking  on  him  with  a  famous  surprise  and 
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pleasure,  "  O1  the  dickens,  what  hath  brought  thy 
reverence  in  this  ungodly  place  ?"  And  thereupon 
he  shook  hands  with  him  very  heartily,  and  ex- 
pressed, in  his  exquisitest  manner,  his  gratification 
at  the  sight  of  him,  swearing  he  should  have  no 
other  inn  than  his  own  dwelling,  in  this  CISfik 
Liberty,  and  that  not  an  ordinary  in  the  city  should  ' 
boast  of  having  entertained  him,  for  he  would  share 
with  none  living  so  covetable  a  pleasure,  and  musk 
more  of  the  same  courteous  sort,  seasoned  with  all 
mannerofchoicejestsandexceUentpleasantcanceiti}. 
the  priest  the  whilst  saying  never  a  word  to  all  his 
numberless  questions  and  courtesies,  for,  in  truth, 
he  was  so  bewildered  at  finding  him  in  so  happy  a 
mood,  he  knew  not  how  to  begin  the  task  he  had  set 
himself, 

"  And  how  goeth  on  the  schooling  ?"  cried  he,  in 
his  most  joyous  tone  ;  "  and,  more  especially,  how 
goeth  on  the  scholar  ?"  The  worthy  priest  winced 
at  the  question,  and,  in  huge  confusion  and  distress, 
commenced  stammering  out  a  few  unintelligible 
words. 

"Heart  o'me!"  exclaimed  the  happy  father, 
slapping  his  companion  familiarly  on  the  shoulder, 
4t  'tis  the  old  story.  Hamnet  is  a  prodigy  and  a 
phoenix,  and  promiseth  to  be  wiser  than  Solomon, 
and  worthier  than  the  best  saint  of  them  all.  Well, 
if  it  must  needs  be,  I  would  as  lief  see  him  a  bishop 
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u  any  thing.     He  shall  to  Oxford  anon,  where  I 
We  friends  willing  to  do  him  any  service  in  getting 
him  snug  quarters  with  that  most  admirable,  boun- 
tiful hostess — holy  Mother  Church.    But,"  added 
be,   ''dost   not   think    the    profession    of   arms 
better  becometh  the  name  of  Shakspeare  than  that 
«rf  a  clerk  ?    His  ancestor  did  yeoman  service  at 
tbe  bloody  field  of  Bosworth  :  if  Hamnet  have  a 
like  spirit,  which  I  doubt  not  at  all,  I  see  nought  to 
prevent  his  becoming  a  captain.     Perchance,  if  he 
be  one  of  a  greatly  adventurous   disposition,  he 
■hall  take  to  seeking  new  lands  in  the  far  ocean, 
*&d,  as  likely  as  not,  come  home  a  mighty  admiral. 
What  dost  think — eh,  man  ?     Why,  thou  art  mute 
as  a  fish!" 

"Oh,  Master  Shakspeare  f '  at  last  exclaimed 
the  other,  in  accents  that  seemed  to  come  from  the 
uttermost  depths  of  his  heart. 

"Why,  how  now,  my  old  friend!"  said  his 
friend.  "  Were  I  not  used  as  I  am  to  thy  pale 
*i«ge,  I  would  swear  something  aileth  thee.  O' 
toy  life,  thou  lookest  as  melancholy  as  the  stuffed 
°*1  in  Sir  John  Clopton's  blue  parlour.  But  come 
*ith  me  to  my  lodging,  and  I  doubt  not,  ere  we 
W  emptied  together  a  flask  of  my  choice  Canary, 
I  will  have  the  owl  so  thoroughly  washed  out  of 
4*,  thou  shalt  be  glad  to  forswear  melancholy 
drafter."  Thereupon,  Master  Shakspeare  seemed 
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intent  on  dragging  the  vicar  by  the  arm,  the  wbi** 
seemed  only  to  make  him  the  more  distressed. 

"  Nay,  worthy  sir,  excuse  me,  I  pray  you,"*  *"* 
plied  Master  Bifield.  "  I  have  other  business.  I 
am  in  no  humour — I — I * 

"  A  fig  for  thy  humour !"  cried  his  companion 
his  face  irradiated  with  the  spirit  of  good  fellow- 
ship, as  he  still  strove  to  pull  him  along.    "If   ' 
cannot,  of  mine  own  accord,  make  thy  humour  4ft 
the  entertainment,  the  which  I  have  done  so  o^» 
why  there  is  Will  Kempe,  against  whom  the  &o* 
unsocial  of  humours  standeth  not  the  tithe  of   a 
minute ;  and  Ned  Allen,  who  is  good  company  ^*>r 
my  Lord  Justice ;  and  I  know  not  how  many  \D&*y* 
choice  ones,  who  shall  be  as  familiar  with  thee      ** 
sworn  gossips.    Prythee,  come  at  once.*9 

"  I  would  to  God  there  were  no  reason  for  X^W 
denial/'  muttered  the  vicar,  in  increased  trouble  °* 
mind. 

u  That  there  cannot  be,"  answered  his  frier^d» 
"  for  thou  hast  no  unreasonable  scruples,  and  tl**311 
mayst  be  assured,  where  I  lead  thee,  there  shall  ^^ 
nothing  discreditable.  Come,  I  am  in  haste  *° 
drink  Hamnet's  health,  which  I  know  thou  v****1 
pledge  as  fervently  as  myself." 

"  Oh,  Master  Shakspeare !"  exclaimed  the  g*^*^ 
priest,  as  he,  in  a  sort  of  frenzy  of  grief,  conV**1" 
sively  seized  the  parent  of  his  beloved  scholar     •V 
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**le  hand,  and  pressed  it  between  both  his  own. 

*  pray  you  call  to  your  aid  all  the  philosophy 

Uld  patience  necessary  for  the   hearing  of   ill— 


*Eh,  what  dost  say?*  cried  Master  Shakspeare, 
hurriedly.  4<  Ill-tidings  ?  thou  canst  have  no  ill- 
Wings  for  me." 

"Io  honest  truth,  they  are  the  worst  a  loving 
&ther  ever  heard." 

u0n  thy  life,  man,  speak,"  said  the  other,  as  if 
oppressed  with  some  desperate  fear.  "  Keep  me 
^on  the  rack.  Surely,  nothing  hath  happened 
*°  my  sweet  son  ?" 

"There  hath,  indeed.  He  hath  been  ailing  some 

*ine,  and — it  wringeth  my  heart  to  tell  it — I  saw 

**ottbat  the  closeness  of  his  pursuit  of  learning 

^as  secretly  undermining  his  health.     I  knew  not 

*fcat  every  triumph  he  achieved  over  the  difficulties 

°*  study  was  at  the  expence  of  his  precious  life. 

Perchance,  my  neglect  was  culpable.     Believe  me 

*  shall  never  cease  to  accuse  myself  for  my  fatal 

'fcmissness ;  but  had  I  observed  anything  likely  to 

^Scite  apprehension,  I  would  have  sacrificed  my 

°*n  worthless  life  a  thousand  times  rather  than 

*&yharm  should  have  come  to  him.  Alack  !  alack  ! 

**  was  heedless,   and  I  was  blind.     He  having 

In*sd  school  a  whole  day,  and  hearing  he  was 

^  I  lost  no  time  in  getting  to  Shottery.     Oh, 

*oi.  i.  i 
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worthy  sir,  I  saw  a  terrible  moving  sight  I  behi 
the  best,  the  sweetest  scholar  master  ever  fas 
stretched  in  a  raging  fever,  with  a  strange  and  v 
connected  speech,  pale  as  a  corpse,  and  wast 
to  an  anatomy..  I  got  me  a  horse  as  soon  ai 
might,  to  bring  you  to  him ;  for  the  doctors  assnr 
me  he  had  not  many  hours  to  live.  Blaster  Shs 
speare,  my  excellent  good  friend  !*  here  suddei 
exclaimed  the  vicar,  in  a  monstrous  state  of  alar 
"I  pray  you  stare  not  so  wildly  at  me !  What  hi 
so  blanched  your  cheeks  and  lips?  Alack !  alac 
the  heavy  news  hath  broken  his  noble  heart.  He 
masters,  help  !  I  have  not  strength  to  save  him  fn 
falling;' 

Assistance  was  quickly  rendered,  but  it  was  lc 
before  the  unhappy  father  recovered  sufficien 
from  the  shock  to  be  sensible  of  what  was  requii 
of  him ;  but  when  he  did,  he  lost  not  a  momenl 
time.  The  swiftest  saddle  horses  were  instai 
sought  for ;  and,  accompanied  by  Master  Bifii 
in  as  hapless  a  mood  as  himself,  he  rode  day  I 
night  on  the  road  to  Stratford,  at  the  top  of  tt 
speed. 

He  spoke  scarce  a  word  the  whole  way. 
faculties  seemed  to  be  stunned  by  the  terrible  in' 
ligence  he  had  heard,  and  he  appeared  to  be  c 
mated  but  by  one  wish — that  of  getting  to  Short 
in  time  to  see  his  son  before  he  died.    The  g 
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vicar  watched  him  anxiously ;  performing  all 
fondly  offices,  but  forbearing  from  speech,  seeing 
tow  completely  his  humour  lay  towards  silence. 

How  different  was  this  to  all  former  journeyings 
of  his  to  the  fondly  cherished  scenes  of  his  early 
griefs  and  pleasures  !  There  was  scarce  any  notice- 
able part  of  this  oft-traversed  road  that  could  not 
have  called  up  whole  hosts  of  pleasant  remem- 
brances, and  many  a  fellow-traveller  had  he  enter- 
tamed  with  admirable  choice  stories,  of   strange 
adventures  he  had  had,  or  curious  scenes  he  had 
witnessed  in  those  parts  in  former  times.     Not  a 
village  but  had  its  narrative,  and  hardly  an  inn  of 
any  repute,  all  along  the  road,  but  was  made  to 
ftrnish  most  excellent  entertainment ;  and  his  for- 
tunate companion  at  last  could  not  help  fancying 
he  had  either  fallen  in  with  a  second  Boccaccio,  or 
a  twin  brother  of  that  exhaustless  teller  of  stories 
*h<*e  invention  supplied  continuous  amusement 
for  a  thousand  and  one  nights. 

The  case  was  now  altered  with  a  vengeance. 
Master  Shakspeare  was  company  for  no  one,  not 
wen  for  himself;  and  he  passed  by  every  familiar 
place  as  though  he  were  in  a  strange  land,  that  had 
wt  in  it  a  feature  worthy  of  remark. 

But  though  he  was  so  scant  of  speech,  is  it  to  be 
pttswned  he  had  a  similar  lack  of  thought  ?  Per- 
chance, and  like  enough,  his  mind  was  monstrous 

i2 
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busy  with  all   manner  of  miserable   reflections 
touching  the  lamentable  state  of  his  dear  son.  Tb* 
most  subduing  fears  might  have  got  possession  of 
him,  and  the  imminence  and  unexpectedness  of  tl*e  t 
danger  have  given  to  such  fears  a  profound  an« 
entire  sway.    Mayhap  he  might  allow  himself  *° 
hope  things  were  not  so  bad  as  they  were  repr^* 
sented,  and  then,  as  in  the  usual  course,  sum  ■» 
hopes  leading  to  large  ones,  his  thoughts  wouS^* 
presently  make  for  themselves  a  prospect  as  fiu^ 
as  that  which  he  had  at  various  occasions  so  fondK-JT 
regarded.    But  his  aspect  was  not  one  that  bath      * 
reasonable  familiarity  with  agreeable  anticipation^^* 
It  expressed  a  settled  grief,  such  as  cannot  hold  anc^^ 
acquaintance  with  consolation. 

It  did  not  escape  the  eye  of  his  watchful  con^-  " 
panion,  that  he  suffered  greatly ;  and,  desirous  c^*-* 
shortening  the  sway  of  his  unhappy  friend's  reflet  ^*~ 
tions  as  much  as  was  possible,  he  made  most  stare— ""* 
nuous  exertions  to  bring  their  journey  to  a  quicf^ 
ending.     His  endeavours  met  with  such  success^ 
that,  in  a  space  which  then  appeared  incredible^ 
the  exhausted  travellers  reached  the  cottage  at 
Shottery. 

As  he  drew  near  the  object  of  his  deep  love,  the 
agitation  of  the  miserable  father  became  so  greet 
that  it  was  with  much  ado  the  worthy  priest  could 
keep  him  in  any  sort  of  governance;  and,  when 
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*hey  were  on  the  threshold  of  the  sick  chamber, 
blaster  Shakspeare,  though  but  a  minute  since  so 
terribly  impatient,  felt  as  though  he  dared  not 
«nter.  He  was  overpowered  with  his  apprehen- 
sions. A  sickness  of  the  soul  smote  him  so  terribly, 
*ke  strong  man  was  subdued,  and  all  the  father  in 
him  seemed  to  lay  with  so  heavy  a  load  upon  his 
heart,  he  could  neither  breathe  nor  move. 

His  excellent  pious  friend  saw  in  how  sad  a 
taking  he  was,   and  administered  to  him   such 
fleering  encouragement,  that,  in  a  brief  space,  he 
*elt  sufficiently  invigorated  to  proceed.     The  latch 
**as  raised,  and,  like  one  embarking  on  a  perilous 
Venture,  he  entered  the  chamber  of  his  sick  child. 
A  glance  at  that  wan  face  would  have  assured  any 
^ut  a  doting  parent  that  death  had  there  set  his 
•eal,  and  was  nigh  at  hand,  waiting  to  place  the 
i&strument  in  his  greedy  coffers :  but,  seeing  him 
*li*e,  after  such  dreadful  agony  of  fear  as  he  had 
*&rce  a  moment  since  experienced,  appeared  to 
tender  Master  Shakspeare  unconscious  of  his  son's 
Unmment  danger;  and,  as  Hamnet,  immediately 
N*  father  approached,  recognised  him  with  a  joyful 
c7)  his  apprehensions  left  him,  he  dropped  down 
^e  the  bed,  took  the  outstretched  little  hand, 
^  with  an  exhaustless  prodigality  of  fond  excla- 
natio«w,  covered  it  with  kisses,  whilst  tears  of  ex- 
quisite sweet  pleasure  rushed  from  the  fountains  of 
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his  lore,  and  did  freely  force  their  way  over  k 
manly  cheeks. 

The  poor  fond  father  was  for  awhile  left  to  tl 
full  enjoyment  of  such  feelings,  and  was  on 
roused  from  them  by  noting  something  straD£ 
pushing  against  hira,  and  his  hand  quickly  aft* 
touched  by  something  warm.  It  was  the  faitlrf 
hound,  Talbot ;  who,  seeing  his  master,  instead  < 
the  riotous  demonstrations  of  joy  with  which  1 
was  wont  to  greet  him,  by  that  wondrous  instil* 
often  shown  by  these  sagacious  brutes  on  111 
occasions,  had  noiselessly  moved  towards  him,  at 
began  licking  of  his  hand,  soon  after  which  1 
showed  the  same  affectionateness  to  the  hand 
his  attached  playmate — the  whilst,  as  though  1 
knew  the  misfortune  that  was  impending,  he  wo 
the  pitifullest  look  eye  ever  saw — now  turning 
towards  Master  Shakspeare,  and  anon  towar 
Hamnet. 

"  Poor  Talbot !    Brave  Talbot !"  exclaimed  I 
master,  patting  him  on  the  head  — for,  in  ve 
truth,  that  was  all  he  could  say  or  do,  he  was 
moved. 

•'  Poor  Talbot !"  murmured  the  sick  child,  ti 
only  words  he  had  uttered,  that  showed  he  w 
conscious  of  what  was  going  on  around'  him,  sin 
he  had  been  ill ;  and,  at  hearing  which,  the  faithi 
dog  seemed  marvellously  disturbed,  for  he  whin 
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to  a  low  voice,  once  more  licked  the  hands  of  the 
&ther  and  son,  and  then  proceeded  slowly  to  the 
foot  of  the  bed,  where  he  placed  himself  so  that  he 
could  see  the  faces  he  had  regarded  with  so  fixed  a 


Ever  since  his  playfellow  had  been  confined  to 
Us  chamber,  Talbot  had  fixed  himself  in  that 
pbce,  whence  neither  threats,  nor  caresses,  nor 
temptations  of  any  sort,  could  remove  him.  He 
refused  his  food,  he  took  no  notice  of  any  of  the 
family,  or  of  the  different  visiters  who  entered 
sad  went  out.  His  eyes  were  upon  the  visage  of 
Us  fart  friend  and  pleasant  associate  in  so  many 
rare  sports,  with  a  disturbed  and  anxious  expres- 
sion ;  and,  though  all  this  time  the  sick  boy  had 
tiken  no  manner  of  notice  of  his  devotion,  in  con- 
sequence of  not  being  sensible  of  his  presence,  he 
continued  his  vigilant  watching,  night  and  day,  as 
though  he  were  as  handsomely  rewarded  as  his 
fidelity  had  so  often  been. 

After  this  long  disregard  of  him,  it  may  easily 
be  imagined  with  what  feelings  he  heard  himself 
recognized  by  the  sick  boy,  and  the  exceeding 
comfort  with  which  he  returned  to  his  place  of 
etching :  nevertheless,  though  he  wore  for  a  mo- 
ment a  look  of  infinite  contentation,  as  he  continued 
to  gaze  upon  the  features  he  loved  so  well,  whereon 
the  animation  that  had  been  given  to  them  by  the 
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entrance  of  Master  Shakspeare  was  rapidly  disap- 
pearing, and  they  were  assuming  an  aspect  of  thai 
most  terrible  sort,  it  was  easy  to  see  the  poor  brutee 
was  getting  fearfully  anxious,  and  his  look,  no  lesse 
strongly  than  his  movements,  bespoke  the  greatness^ 
of  his  distress. 

This  change  in  Hamnet  had  not  been  regarded  J 
by  his  fond  parent ;  for  his  attention  had  been  taken  * 
off  his  son  by  his  weeping  mother,  who,  with  a  total  J 
abandonment  to  sorrow,  had  thrown  herself  into  his  * 
arms.  Such  passionate  lamentations  broke  from  - 
her  as  soon  as  she  could  find  her  speech,  that, 
though  her  husband  strove  with  all  the  affection  of  *" 
better  times  to  bring  her  to  reason,  it  was  to  mar- 
vellous little  profit. 

To  add  to  his  trouble,  at  this  trying  moment,  he 
found  himself  in  a  like  manner  called  upon  by  the 
no  less  lively  sorrow  of  a  fair  young  girl  who  was 
with  her,  whom  he  could  not  fail  of  recognizing  as 
his  daughter  Judith,  the  twin  sister  of  his  beloved 
Hamnet.  He  pressed  both  of  them  in  his  arms, 
and  strove  to  console  them  with  the  best  arguments 
at  his  commandment. 

He  looked  about  him  as  though  he  missed  some 
one,  and  his  gaze  presently  lighted  upon  the  lovely 
countenance  and  graceful  person  of  his  elder  daugh- 
ter— the  same  who  made  the  acquaintance  of  the 
courteous  reader,  at  the  dwelling  of  her  kinsman, 
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Uttle  Tommy  Hart,  in  Stratford.  She  stood  at 
*OTe  distance,  with  no  other  sign  of  grief  in  her 
tfcan  a  most  anxious  countenance ;  regarding,  with 
deep  attention,  the  sallow  visage  of  a  little  man  in 
*  threadbare  suit  —  no  other  than  the  Stratford 
Apothecary — who  was  in  another  part  of  the  cham- 
ber, conversing  with  Master  fiifield ;  and  it  was 
*wy  to  see,  from  the  effect  of  his  speech  on  the 
Worthy  vicar,  that  what  he  heard  troubled  him  ex- 
ceedingly. 

Pothecary's  stuff  had  done  him  no  manner  of 
good,  and  though  he  was  nursed  by  his  sister  Su- 
sanna with  untiring  love  and  attention— his  mother 
*nd  Judith  being  so  overpowered  with  their  fears 
for  him,  as  to  be  incapable  of  rendering  any  useful 
assistance  in  the  sick  chamber,  it  advantaged  him 
&ot  at  alL  Susanna  appeared  the  least  moved  at 
ta  brother's  illness  of  any  about  him,  but,  young 

*  she  was,  she  saw  the  necessity  of  keeping  her 
feelings  under  control,  that  she  might  the  better 
I*  enabled  to  tend  him  with  that  care  his  case  so 
touch  required.  Therefore,  had  she  been  his  careful 
*WBe,  never  leaving  the  chamber,  and  never  closing 
her  eyes,  from  the  first  moment  she  had  been  made 
(ware  of  the  danger  of  the  case. 

Hearing  her  name  called  by  her  father,  she  hur- 
led to  receive  his  caresses,  and  returned  them  with 

*  most  devoted  heart,  though  with  as  sorrowful  a 

i5 


178  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

one  as  any  present.  She  had  been  as  anxioui 
receive  them  as  her  sister,  but  had  stood  aloof,  t 
her  brother  might  have  all  his  attention,  know: 
how  much  he  needed  it.  She  now  spoke  not 
word  of  lamentation ;  indeed,  her  youqg  heart  \ 
too  full  for  speech  of  any  sort,  but  her  strain 
embrace  and  tearful  gaze  touched  her  father  m 
deeply  than  did  the  noisy  grief  that  Judith  and 
mother  continued.  This  was  not  the  first  tune 
had  observed  in  her  signs  of  a  truly  feminine 
ture  —  exceeding  delicacy,  the  truest  affection! 
ness,  and  the  noblest  self-denial  —  and  these  ] 
endeared  her  to  him  exceedingly.  The  measun 
her  own  affection  for  her  father  was  of  the  pn 
galest  sort  —  the  remembrances  of  his  smiles  j 
commendations  feeding  her  love,  till  it  took  on  : 
strength  marvellous  at  her  early  youth.  It  n 
therefore,  be  conceived  with  what  absolute  af 
tion  they  mingled  their  caresses  at  a  time 
trying. 

But  the  intense  gratification  Susanna  experien 
whilst  receiving  such  sweet  proof  of  her  fath 
love  for  her,  could  not  for  a  moment  render 
forgetful  of  her  beloved  patient,  whose  feato 
now  getting  of  a  deadly  paleness,  were  for  a  1 
brief  season  enlivened  with  a  faint  smile,  as 
gazed  on  his  father  and  sister ;  and  she  had 
succeeded  in  drawing  his  attention  to  Ham 
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when  the  eyes  of  the  sick  scholar  turned  towards 
Us  revered  master,  who  at  that  moment  was  di- 
luting towards  him  a  glance  of  the  terriblest  dis- 
tress and  anxiety,  and  there  seemed  a  meaning  in 
than,  which  the  good  priest  quickly  interpreted, 
ad  as  speedily  sought  to  act  upon. 

He  advanced  to  the  bed  with  a  solemn  and  dis- 
tased  air,  and  knelt  beside  it.  At  this  moment 
it  was  that  Master  Shakspeare  looked  again  upon 
bit  son,  and  the  terrible  change  his  countenance 
W  undergone  in  the  last  few  minutes  his  attention 
W  been  taken  off  it,  seemed  to  pierce  his  soul 
lib  a  barbed  arrow.  He  saw  now  he  must  hope 
tt> more;  and,  with  an  agony  that  appeared  to  be 
crushing  both  heart  and  brain,  he  fell  on  his  knees, 
rtill  clasping  the  little  hand,  that  all  this  fearful 
time  had  rested  so  quietly  in  his  own.  The  atten- 
tion of  the  rest  of  his  family  was  by  this  movement 
Erected  to  the  countenance  of  the  dying  boy,  on 
■Being  which  his  mother  covered  her  face  with  her 
apron,  and  sunk  in  a  swoon  on  the  nearest  chair, 
tod  Judith  fell  on  her  knees  before  her,  hiding  her 
fee  in  her  lap. 

Susanna  had  softly  and  quickly  made  her  way  to 
4e  other  side  of  the  bed,  where,  kneeling  down, 
*Hh  the  remaining  hand  of  her  beloved  brother 
Gasped  in  both  her  own,  she  joined  fervently  in  the 
fervent  prayer  Master  Bifield   had   commenced. 
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How  moving  was  the  scene  the  chamber  < 
sick  scholar  then  presented  !  There  were  c 
or  three  shelves  he  had  himself  fixed  on  the 
the  books  he  had  conned  with  such  lovinj 
such  fatal  diligence.  It  was  as  simple  a  ch 
as  scholar  ever  had,  having  nought  in  it  bi 
truckle-bed  whereon  its  poor  occupant  then  ' 
small  table,  at  which  he  was  wont  to  writ 
study,  now  having  on  it  in  divers  vessels  c 
medicaments  of  the  apothecary's  compoundinj 
a  chair  whereon  the  child  sat  during  his  long  st 
The  only  casement  it  had  looked  into  the  on 
where  he  had  got  many  a  task  by  heart,  ] 
over  it  at  the  foot  of  a  tree ;  and  the  door  o 
into  his  mother's  chamber,  wherein  were  n< 
veral  relations  and  friendly  acquaintances,  so 
whom  were  peering  in  with  grave  and  dista 
visages.  Hanging  upon  a  peg  was  his  sa 
and  nigh  it  the  gay  cap  and  feather  his 
father  at  his  last  visit  had  brought  him  for  h< 
wear.  The  rest  of  his  apparelling  had  been  i 
folded  up  by  his  good  sister  Susanna,  and  put 
in  a  chest  that  stood  at  the  furthest  corner  < 
room,  from  which  the  apothecary  had  gone  tc 
his  hat  and  stick,  seeing  the  case  of  his  p 
was  now  beyond  all  remedy,  but,  on  hearin 
solemn  words  of  Master  Bifield,  he  reverently 
his  knees,  and  stayed  where  he  was. 
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The  countenance  of  that  excellent  good  man 
*u  elevated,  and  bore  the  expression  of  a  martyr 
fusing  from  life  to  immortality,  with  a  joyful  hope 
that  holdeth  pain  at  defiance.     The  light  fell  full 
upon  it,  and  the  ravages  that  disease  and  care  had 
made  there  were  painfully  visible.    Yet,  as  with 
clasped  hands  and  uplifted  eyes,  he  implored  the 
Dirine  custody  for  the  spirit  that  was  about  to 
pus  away,  his  passionate  moving  eloquence  ap- 
peared so  to  excite  him,  that  to  those  who  beheld 
him  from  the  next  chamber,  he  seemed  to  possess  a 
greater  degree  of  strength  than  they  had  seen  in 
him  for  years  past. 

Then  with  a  still  greater  heartiness  he  prayed 
for  forgiveness  for  the  great  sin  he  had  committed 
V  his  negligence,  and  broke  out  in  a  confused 
passion  of  grief  and  self-condemnation,  whereof 
the  burthen  was,  he  had  sacrificed  the  sweetest  ex- 
ftllentest  scholar  master  ever  had,  and  thereupon 
the  tears  ran  down  his  cheeks  —  the  pittifullest 
sight  eyes  ever  looked  on — and,  lastly,  he  finished 
his  discourse  with  a  like  urgent  appeal  as  that 
with  which  he  had  commenced  it,  dilating  on  the 
child's  worthiness  of  Heaven,  with  such  a  power 
of  language,  that  at  last  it  became  evident  his 
feelings  were  overpowering  him.  He  could  only 
at  intervals,  and  with  a  sort  of  frenzied  earnest- 
fc*,  utter  a  few  words  of  loving  praise,  which  be- 
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came  fainter  and  fainter,  till  at  last  his  head  sui 
on  his  hands,  and  he  seemed  to  be  continuing  t 
prayer  in  silence,  too  exhausted  for  further  speec 

There  had  been  no  other  sounds  during  tt 
discourse,  but  the  sobbing  of  some  of  the  wome 
and  the  laborious  breathing  of  the  sick  boy.  H 
look  had  been  cast  upward  from  the  first  mome: 
Master  Bifield's  voice  became  audible  ;  as  it  gre 
interrupted,  the  breathing  grew  less  distinct,  ar 
as  the  former  ceased  there  was  heard  in  the  dec 
silence  that  then  reigned  throughout  the  chambe 
that  horriblest  of  all  sounds,  the  death-rattl 
Master  Shakspeare  uttered  a  cry  of  agony,  at 
took  to  be  so  frantic,  three  strong  men  were  n 
cessary  to  tear  him  from  the  chamber,  and  at  tl 
same  instant  the  faithful  Talbot  set  up  a  long  ar 
piercing  howl,  which  never  left  the  remembran* 
of  those  who  heard  it. 

Yet  the  saddest  thing  of  all  remains  to  be  toll 
After  the  chamber  had  been  cleared  of  the  afflict* 
relatives,  Master  Bifield  still  remained  in  sflei 
devotion,  which,  as  might  be  supposed,  none  like 
to  disturb.  At  last  the  apothecary  said  som 
thing  to  one  of  Master  Shakspeare's  friends  wl 
was  present.  On  this  hint  they  both  approached 
where  he  knelt,  and,  not  receiving  any  answer 
certain  words  with  which  they  addressed  him,  th 
each  took  him  by  the  arm,  and  held  back  his  hea 
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A  long  and  wasting  illness,  followed  by  several 
days'  violent  exertion  to  both  mind  and  body,  had 
brought  him  to  so  low  a  state,  that  the  suffering 
and  labour  he  had  put  himself  to  during  those  last 
few  minutes  had  sufficed  for  the  utter  extinction 
of  his  feeble  life :  and,  as  it  looked  to  those  who 
witnessed  it,  the  master  so  honoured,  and  the 
scholar  so  doted  on,  concluded  their  loving  studies 
by  taking  their  way  to  heaven  hand  in  hand. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

We  present  men  with  the  aglinesse  of  their  vices  to  msk 
them  the  more  to  abhorre  them ;  as  the  Persians  use,  who,  sbot^ 
all  sinnes  loathing  drunkennesse,  accustomed  in  their  solemn^ 
feasts  to  make  their  servants  and  captives  extremely  overcome* 
with  wines,  and  then  call  their  children  to  view  their  nasty  and 
loathsome  behaviour,  making  them  hate  that  sinne  in  them- 
selves, which  shewed  so  grosse  and  abhominable  in  others. 

An  Apology  for  Actors. 

Those  dayes  are  nowe  changed  :  the  skill  of  logicians  is  exer- 
cised in  cavcling;  the  cunning  of  fencers  applied  to  quarrelling; 
they  think  themselves  no  schollers,  if  they  be  not  able  to  find 
out  a  knotte  in  every  rushe ;  these  no  men,  if  for  stirring  of  a 
strawe  they  prove  not  their  nature  uppon  some  bodie's  fleshe. 
Every  Duns  will  be  a  carper,  every  Dicke  Swashe  a  common 

cutter. 

The  Schools  op  Abuse. 

Whether  Dapple  and  Jack  liked  as  little  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  gipsy  encampment  as  their 
riders,  there  is  no  knowing  for  a  certainty ;  but, 
judging  by  the  unaccustomed  pace  at  which  these 
two  goodly  steeds  went,  and  the  extraordinary  long 
time  they  continued  it,  there  seemeth  some  grounds 
for  so  thinking.  It  may  readily  be  imagined  no 
effort  was  made  to  check  their  fleetness.    In  sooth, 
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**  ever  horse  and  man  were  of  one  mind,  the  old 
8**y  and  the  youthful  physician  were,  out  of  all 
^°ubt,  and  in  this  agreement  of  opinion  they  were 
closely  copied  by  the  stalwart  serving-man  and  his 
r°ugh,  heavy-heeled  colt. 

They  made  so  huge  a  clatter  in  the  dead  of  the 
tught,  as  to  cause  infinite  alarm  to  some  of  the 
rustical  sort  of  people  whose  habitations  they  passed 
ty,  divers  of  whom  fell  readily  into  the  conceit  that 
it  could  be  no  other  than  an  army  of  bloodthirsty 
Spaniards  intent  on  ravaging  the  whole  kingdom. 
Others  took  it  to  be  a  rising  of  the  Papists  for  the 
cutting  of  Protestant  throats.  A  few  were  no  less 
certain  that  it  was  no  other  than  an  army  of  thiev- 
ing Scots ;  whilst  certain,  who  affected  a  greater 
wisdom,  put  it  down  to  witchcraft,  and  shook  in 
tWr  beds  for  an  hour  after. 

Whilst  passing  through  one  straggling  hamlet, 
in  alarm-bell  was  rung  by  the  sexton,  who  hap- 
pened to  be  returning  from  a  roaring  carouse  with 
the  parish  clerk,  at  the  neighbouring  sign  of  "  The 
Foaming  Tankard ; "  and  these  worthies  took  their 
°aths  on  it,  a  few  hours  after,  before  the  borough 
"fcve  and  his  equally  frightened  partners  in  autho- 
rity, that  they  had  witnessed  a  host  of  horsemen 
"•nigh  upon  a  thousand  or  two — dashing  along 
*ith  full  speed,  armed  to  the  teeth,  on  the  high- 
Htd  to  London,  which  place,  it  was  like  enough, 
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they  intended  surprising ;  whereof,  the  consequent* 
was,  a  hue  and  cry  was  presently  despatched  to  the 
Privy  Council,  describing  the  appearance  of  the 
enemy  in  the  most  imposing  array,  and  messenger! 
sent  to  alarm  the  district  for  miles  round,  and  tab 
measures  for  its  defence. 

Perfectly  unconscious  of  the  sensation  they  wen 
creating,  the  travellers  continued  their  coune 
their  desire  to  place  themselves  out  of  the  read 
of  Black  Sampson  occupying  their  thoughts,  to  tb< 
exclusion  of  all  other  things  whatsoever ;  and  the] 
did  not  begin  to  feel  secure  till,  just  as  the  day  beg*1 
to  break,  they  rode  into  the  yard  of  €t  The  Gold*1 
Dragon"  at  Uxbridge. 

A  lame  ostler  was  perceived,  with  the  assists** 
of  a  lantern  which  he  carried,  grooming  a  hot0 
A  heavily -laden  waggon  stood  at  the  bottom  oft* 
yard,  and  divers  goodly  packages,  with  pack-90* 
dies,  and  other  stable-gear,  lay  about.  Doubtl^ 
the  whole  inn  was  in  as  peaceable  a  state  as  eV 
inn  was  a  minute  since ;  but,  directly  Dapple  a* 
Jack  rushed  clattering  over  the  stones,  all  show 
quiet  was  at  an  end. 

Half  a  dozen  carriers1  dogs  began  barking  a* 
yelping,  as  though  trying  against  each  other  ti 
fierceness  of  their  noise,  and,  presently  after,  o1 
rushed  their  several  masters  at  different  doors,  ea* 
with  a  lantern  and  heavy  cudgel,  fearing  nothii 
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lea  than  that  their  bales  were  being  rifled.  The 
shouting  and  uproar  they  made  had  the  effect  of 
Waging  into  the  gallery  which  went  round  the 
jwd,  and  at  every  one  of  the  doors  and  casements, 
mine  host  and  hostess,  with  all  their  guests  and 
servants,  with  spits,  guns,  rapiers,  and  various  other 
deadly  arms  —  some  but  half-dressed,  and  others 
*ith  nought  on  but  what  they  were  sleeping  in— 
kre  and  there  one  carrying  a  light,  beKeving  they 
were  about  to  be  robbed  and  murdered  at  the  least. 
Bat,  when  the  carriers  held  up  their  lanterns  to  the 
intruders,  who  were  as  much  astonished  at  the 
rtrangeness  of  their  reception  as  were  the  people 
of  the  inn  alarmed  by  their  sudden  appearance,  and 
*w  in  what  peaceful  guise  they  came ;  and,  more- 
over, when  they  heard  the  chorus  of  loud  laughter, 
*nd  the  various  rude  jests  which  came  from  the 
ctrriers,  as  they  observed  the  goodly  specimens  of 
horseflesh  on  which  the  travellers  were  mounted, 
fcey  presently  returned  to  their  beds,  assured  of 
fteaafety  both  of  their  purses  and  their  lives. 

Simon  Stockfish  was  by  no  means  of  a  quarrel- 
some humour — perchance  the  perils  his  young  mas- 
ter had  already  escaped  impressed  the  more  deeply 
°n  his  mind  the  necessity  of  keeping  out  of  broils — 
*>  that,  whilst  John  Hall,  under  the  guidance  of 
mine  host,  went  his  way  into  a  comfortable  cham- 
ber, the  careful  serving-man,  unheeding  the  taunts 
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that  were  levelled  at  his  skill  in  horseflesh,  pr""3* 
ceeded  to  get  his  beasts  the  nourishment  and  repci^"™ 
they  needed  equally  with  their  riders. 

The  young  physician  soon  found  himself  discu^~ 
sing  a  pleasant  meal,  and  relating  to  a  circle  «*/ 
marvelling  listeners   of  both   sexes  the  Strang?6 
adventure  that  had  befallen  him  with  the  king  of 
the  gipsies.     Thereupon  arose  amongst  them  mimcb 
curious  talk  relating  to  Black  Sampson  and  bi* 
comely  leman ;  and  many  marvellous  things  w&*® 
said  of  both,  and  the  outlaws  also,  which  greatJy 
increased  the  astonishment  Master  Hall  had  exg>*" 
rienced  from  the  knowledge  of  them  he  had  his^1" 
self  with  so  much  peril  obtained. 

In  the  end,  a  soldier-sort  of  man,  who  had  a  pat^3^ 
over  one  eye,  and  a  complexion  like  unto  the 
of  a  tree,  and  whose  pate  was  as  bald  as  though 
had  just  been  cleanly  shaved,  though  his  grey  1 
was  as  ample  as  need  be,  promised  the  youthfi^^ 
traveller  his  protection  on  the  remainder  of  h^" 
road,  vowing,  fore  gad,  he  would  make  any  villa^^ 
nous  Rommanee  meat  for  dogs  who  should  venture  ' 
to  touch  a  hair  of  his  head  whilst  in  his  company"--^ 
This  being  said  with  a  terrible  fierce  air,  and  e^^ 
blow  on  the  hilt  of  his  rapier  that  sent  the  blade^ 
into  the  scabbard  with  a  great  noise,  as  the  captain  -* 
turned  on  his  heel,  and  marched  with  imposing 
strides  to  his  own  chamber,  was  not  without  its  due 
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e*fect.   Although  this  personage  was  a  stranger  to 
the  travellers,  he  was  none  to  the  reader. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Simon  Stockfish  was  doing 

hb  best  for  the  comfort  and  conveniency  of  Dapple 

*od  Jack,  apparently  prudently  heedless  of  the 

ttociness  of  his  rude  associates.    It  may  here  be 

remembered  that  his  having  had  his  crown  so  re- 

«ntly  cracked  by  his  endeavouring  to  show  his 

notions  of  what  was  most  prudent  and  politic,  had 

&  wonderful  influence  towards  shaking  his  opinion 

of  the  excellence  of  such  notions,  to  say  nought  of 

the  little  good  they  had  done  the  object  for  whose 

peculiar  benefit  and  security  they  were  entertained  : 

therefore,  he  held  his  peace,  as  a  secure  means  of 

offending  none,  and  in  no  slight  degree  prided  him- 

•lf  on  the  subtlety  of  such  behaviour. 

Alack-a-day !  such  subtlety  appeared  to  be 
P°orly  estimated  by  his  unmannerly  companions, 
*ho,  enraged  by  what  they  called  his  sullen  humour, 
*t  hearing  of  their  merry  jests  at  his  expense,  one 
jostled  him,  and  then  another  jostled  him,  and  in  a 
nwnent  they  all  commenced  pushing  him  violently 
from  one  to  another,  with  a  huge  uproar  of  sportive 
'hoots  and  cries,  till  there  seemed  no  spot  where  he 
ooold  be  allowed  to  stand,  and  every  bone  in  his 
hody  was  as  tender  as  an  over-boiled  chicken.  Then 
a  tall  strapping  fellow  emptied  upon  him  a  huge 
bucket  of  water,  and,  after  fixing  the  vessel  on  his 


liiii'.),  \v:.ii-l  nr\  iiilC  of 
firv,  an  I  hrvuki::^  his 
provided  iur  him,  was 
culty  he  found  in  beha 
and  was  fast  inclining  1 
living  in  a  villanous  * 
ing-man  could  hope  to 
As  the  valiant  persoi 
ding  page  intended  le 
by  nine  of  the  clock  tha 
in  the  good  city  of  Lorn 
the  same  day,  for  the  ti 
portant  business,  with 
Lord  Mayor,  on  which 
travellers  were  allowed 
is  sleeping  in  the  chamt 
the  other  is  obtaining  as 
on  a  hard  bench  in  the 
it  will  be  an  admirable  < 
worthy  better  known  to 
he  is,  which  cannot,   i 
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™th  been  his  good  pleasure  nigh  upon  a  score  of 
7*is  to  be  styled  captain,  was  as  well  known  in 
***rj  ordinary  in  the  city  as  the  conduit  in  East- 
°ktip.    How  he  lived  w*s  oft  a  mystery  to  many, 
lot  that  he  did  live,  and  with  very  tolerable  accom- 
'     Bodations,  the  many  who  beheld  him  on  his  cus- 
tomary stool,  in  one  or  other  of  these  houses  of  en- 
tertainment, eating  and  drinking  evidently  to  his 
heart's  content,  were  satisfied  there  was  no  manner 
of  doubting, 

Certes,  his  apparelling  never  looked  to  be  of  the 
newest,  and  his  linen  often  showed  a  marvellous  in- 
clination for  the  buck-basket,  but  as  he  took  on  hira- 
>df  the  character  of  a  cast-captain,  these  signs  were 
terer  regarded  as  marvellous,  and  as  he  had  the 
faculty  of  making  himself  agreeable  to  any  one  who 
teemed  capable  of  paying  his  reckoning,  and  never 
attempted  to  offend  such  as  looked  in  good  odour 
*fth  the  rest  of  the  company,  he  grew  speedily  to 
^  as  well  liked  as  any  one  of  his  calling. 

It  is  said  that  his  principal  source  of  subsistence 
**  teaching  the  use  of  the  rapier  and  dagger ;  for 
*  Paul's  Walk  his  bills  might  often  be  seen  offering 
to  teach  any  kind  of  weapon,  and  challenging  all 
CQttiers  at  fence  for  a  thousand  crowns.  Where  he 
*u  to  find  a  thousandth  part  of  this  sum  was,  six 
u*Ji  out  of  seven,  as  complete  a  puzzle  as  ever  was 
the  sphinx  to  the  learnedest  scholar  in  Christendom, 
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but  greater  difficulties  never  troubled  the  valias 
captain.  His  challenge  was  repeated  as  often  e 
it  got  defaced  and  torn  down  5  and  as  none  of  tfc 
celebrated  swordsmen  in  Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  an 
America,  to  whom  it  was  particularly  directed 
seemed  desirous  of  obtaining  the  said  handsome 
wager  of  him,  he,  doubtless  very  disconsolately 
was  forced  to  content  himself  with  teaching  tt~ 
youth  of  London,  for  the  trifling  consideration  * 
sixpence  a  lesson,  those  marvellous  tricks  of  fenc 
which  had  got  for  him  so  exceeding  terrible  a  nam  * 
none  dared  enter  the  lists  with  him. 

This  teaching,  therefore,  was  considered  to  h 
his  chief  means  of  living,  though  it  had  been  noiss 
abroad  that  the  cast-captain,  whenever  there  was 
likelihood  of  gain,  would  have  recourse  to  number 
less  other  arts  in  less  credit  with  the  world.  K 
pretended  to  teach  all  the  delicate  mysteries  of  th 
duello,  as  practised  in  the  first  Courts  of  Europe 
and  was  ready,  for  a  proper  recompense,  as  ha< 
been  the  case  with  the  unfortunate  player,  to  b 
the  second  of  any  gentleman  desirous  of  showinj 
the  most  exact  familiarity  with  these  importan 
observances :  nay,  if  he  had  fitting  remuneration 
he  would  be  glad  to  take  up  any  man's  quarrel,  m 
matter  how  bad  a  cause  he  had. 

Then,  should  any  gallant  want  a  blade  of  exceed 
ing  good  repute,  he  would  have  one  ready  at  you: 
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"*nd  in  a  presently ;  one  of  a  thousand,  so  sweet  a 
.,  so  rare  an  edge,  neither  Damascus  nor 


Zokdo  had  seen  such  choice  metal ;  indeed,  on  his 
honour,  it  was  given  him  in  such  a  famous  battle, 
by  some  great  general  of  the  enemy,  whom  the 
fortune  of  war  had  made  his  prisoner,  and  he  would 
ttot  part  with  it  did  he  not  estimate  your  worth 
*nd  valour  so  highly.     Thereupon  he  would  ask, 
perchance,  fifty  gold  pieces,  swearing  the  whilst  it 
Was  of  inestimable  value,  and,  noting  your  indiffer- 
ence to  purchase,  would  speedily  bring  down  his 
demand  to  a  matter  of  a  few  shillings,  insisting  on 
it  be  let  you  have  it  at  so  poor  a  price  out  of  pure 
affection.    Mayhap,  you  are  at  last  induced  to  buy 
it,  and  in  good  time  discover  this  matchless  weapon 
to  be  as  good  a  tyade— for  toasting  cheese  withal — 
as  any  you  are  like  to  meet  with. 

Such  was  Titus  Swashbuckler,  as  he  rode  out 
tf  the  yard  of  the  Golden  Dragon  by  the  side  of 
John  Hall ;  after  having,  as  a  matter  of  especial 
fevour,  allowed  his  new  acquaintance  to  pay  his 
•ore  of  two  shillings  and  eightpence,  at  the  inn, 
protesting,  very  heartily,  on  the  honour  of  a  sol- 
der, he  had  not  so  much  as  a  doit  in  his  purse, 
1*  having  thoughtlessly,  the  night  before,  on  being 
applied  to,  emptied  its  contents  into  the  hat  of  a 
Poor  fellow,  who  had  fought  by  his  side  at  the 
▼oi.  l  K 
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taking  of  Cadiz,  and  was  then  in  the  utmost  e 
tremity  of  want. 

As  they  jogged  on  together,  the  captain  ent* 

tained  his  young  companion  with  the  most  wood* 

ful  tales  of  battles  and  sieges ;  in  the  which  nothL 

appeared  so  evident  as  the  narrator's  exceedi 

valour.  Among  other  things,  he  stated  how  he  la 

lost  his  eye,  when  with  a  few  other  daring  spur 

he  was  in  the  act  of  boarding  a  galleon  in  f 

Spanish  main — a  villanous  Spaniard  having  thn 

it  out  with  a  pike — but,  finding  his  listener  did  % 

enter  into  these  spirit-stirring  recollections  wi 

the  interest  he  expected  and  desired,  and  did  z 

show  the  least  anxiety  to  become  possessed  of  t 

incomparable  weapon  that  had  been  the  favour 

rapier  of  no  less  a  hero  than  Sir  Philip  Sidntf 

and  had  been  presented  by  his  widow  to  her  c 

ceased  husband's  brother  in  arms,  Captain  Til 

Swashbuckler,  at  that  hero's  particular  request 

his   dying  moments,   the   valiant   captain   felt 

wish  to  learn  something  more  of  his  fellow-travel) 

than  the  little  he  at  present  knew,  before  he  e 

pended  any  more  of  his  eloquence  upon  him. 

Such  an  inclination  was  easily  gratified,  bei 
directed  upon  one  so  candid  and  unsuspectin 
and  the  young  student  of  medicine,  in  a  few  wot 
told  the  valiant  captain  who  he  was,  for  what  obj 
he  was  travelling,  and  whither  he  was  going. 
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**By  this  sword,  this  is  strange  indeed  !"  ex- 

c^ined  the  master  of  fence,  with  every  appear- 

***ce  of  excessive  astonishment.    "  How  exceeding 

'°*tunate  it  is  that  I  have  met  you  on  your  journey, 

***iter  Hall." 

•'Why  so,  good  Captain  ?"  inquired  the  youth. 
*Fore  George  !  if  there  be  one  man  with  whom 
£  ^m  more  familiar  than  another,  it  is  mine  esti- 
t**^ble  worthy  friend  Master  Doctor  Posset.  Why, 
^^eare  sworn  brothers  !  Many  a  gay  carouse  have 
**"«  had  together,  I  promise  you ;  for  the  Doctor, 
1  *wth,  belongeth  to  the  fraternity  of  jolly  dogs,  and 
™€^tb  the  order  no  small  credit.* 

The  young  student  did  not  think  this  character 
^May  recommendation ;  for  his  opinion  of  what  a 
^^alfiil  physician  should  be  did  not  harmonize  at 
^-U  with  the  impression  made  by  his  companion's 
^^acription  of  the  man  with  whom  he  was  about  to 
*^^mmence  a  finishing  course  of  study  in  medicine, 
X^^evious  to  seeking  a  degree. 

"1  tell  you,  my  worthy  young  Esculapius,"  con- 

^i*med  the  valiant  captain,  "you  have  met  with 

^^pecial  good  fortune  in  having  made  choice  of  so 

^ahoirable  proper  an  instructor.      He  is  a   rare 

felkw,  this  Doctor,  and  one  in  as  absolute  repute 

for  his  skill  with  the  sick,  as  for  his  pleasantness 

*ith  the  hale.    Many  a  bottle  have  we  cracked 

k2 
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together,  and  shall  again  as  long  as  there  shal 
any  virtue  in  good  wine," 

€S  Hath  he  many  patients  ?"  inquired  John  E 
very  coolly. 

"  By  this  sword,  he  hath  such  store  of  patie 
I  know  not  they  who  hare  not,  at  some  time 
other,  sought  to  obtain  benefit  at  his  hands." 

The  young  student  began  to  feel  more  rec 
ciled. 

"  You  cannot  help  being  wondrous  content  v 
your  condition,  my  young  friend/9  remarked 
ancient.  "  You  will  find  the  doctor  such  excel] 
company,  and  one  so  learned,  withal,  in  the  flay 
of  choice  wine,  you  are  not  like  to  meet,  sea 
where  you  will." 

"  I  do  not  much  need  such  knowledge,"  answe 
the  young  physician,  gravely ;  "  and,  methinki 
practitioner  of  physic  ought  to  have  studies  o 
very  different  sort.* 

"  Fore  George,  well  said  !"  cried  the  soldier,  * 
was  of  so  amiable  a  disposition,  he  never  diffe 
with  a  person  on  whose  purse  he  had  any  desi 
"  This  same  drinking  must  needs  be  of  huge  de 
ment  to  the  proper  study  of  medicine;  and, 
mine  own  part,  I  cannot  believe  one  jot  of  w 
the  idle  world  reports  concerning  the  doctor's  fo: 
ness  for  good  wine.  Indeed,  this  world  is 
villanously  given  to  lying,  it  must  needs  be 
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**ftst  policy  never  to  believe  a  word  one  hears* 

*^*  mine  honour  as  a  soldier,  I  take  the  doctor  to 

as  little  for  wine,  as  the  gravest  physician  of 

all.    He  would  scorn  to  take  more  than  be* 

him.    But  if  you  are  not  like  to  meet  tempt- 

*ti<ms  to  intemperance,  you  will  find  in  his  house 

tactions  less  easily  to  be  withstood" 

**  Indeed  1"  exclaimed  the  youth,  in  some  alarm. 

**Out  of  all  doubt,  Master  Doctor !"  cried  the 

,  in  a  joyful  tone.    "  This  learned  physician, 

let:  me  tell  you,  hath  a  daughter  just  of  on  age  a 

form  and  a  countenance  that  would  make  a  man's 

Vicwt  melt  within  him,  were  he  ever  so  little  given 

to  the  dear  sex.    An  the  little  fiery  god  play  not 

ti*e  very  devil  with  you  ere  you  have  been  a  week 

wider  the  same  roof  with  her  exquisite  lustrous 

*yes,  I  am  no  master  of  fence." 

*  I  care  little  for  these  things,"  quietly  replied 
the  student,  on  whom  his  mother's  grave  entreaties 
touching  his  behaviour,  which  were  almost  the 
fast  words  she  spoke  to  him,  now  exercised  their 
fallest  influence. 

The  valiant  captain  stared  with  all  his  solitary 
*?&  To  meet  with  a  young  man  for  whom  martial 
stories  had  no  interest,  wine  no  attraction,  and  who 
was  indifferent  to  the  charms  of  woman,  seemed  so 
extraordinary  that  he  could  scarce  credit  his  senses. 
Bettering  that  no  good  was  to  be  got  by  exercising 
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his  talents  upon  such  insensible  materials,  he  m 
about  to  entertain  the  idea  of  getting  rid  of  su 
unprofitable  society,  when  the  remembrance  of  1 
two-and-eightpence  he  had  already  pocketed  i 
duced  him  to  continue  his  exertions. 

"  I  doubt  not  you  are  a  master  of  your  weapoi 
observed  the  cast-captain.  "  Nay,  that  warli 
look  and  bearing  you  have  with  you  telleth  me  J 
are  as  perfect  a  swordsman  as  any  one  of  jc 
years.  Fore  George,  here  is  a  pretty  sold 
spoiled !" 

Now  John  Hall  had  as  little  of  the  soldier  in  h 
as  you  might  hope  to  find  in  an  apple  custar 
and,  instead  of  a  warlike  look  and  bearing,  w* 
the  peaceablest  air  possible. 

"  Perchance,  you  have  killed  your  enemy  n< 
already,"  added  his  companion.  "  Heart  o9  me 
am  sure  on't  F 

"In  sooth,  you  misjudge  me  hugely,"  repli 
the  student.  "  My  vocation  is  to  cure,  not  to  ki 
and,  so  little  do  I  know  of  the  soldier's  art,  thai 
am  as  ignorant  of  the  sword  as  the  babe  that  he 
not  yet  seen  the  light/* 

"  This  is  strange  indeed  !"  observed  the  captai 
as  though  monstrously  astonished.  "  As  I  live, 
would  not  have  believed  a  tittle  of  it,  had  you  i 
told  it  me  yourself.  Why,  how  dost  intend  to  Ir 
sweet  sir?     A  youth  of  your  goodly  appearan 
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that  must  needs  associate  with  gallants  of  the 

CoOrt,  and  young  citizens  who  are  as  familiar  with 

***eir  weapons  as  with  their  toothpicks — why  you 

cBxroot  but  be  a  lost  man,  know  you  not  how  to 

■^sand  on  your  defence/9 

"  I  will  take  heed  I  give  offence  to  none ;   then, 
°**  a  surety,  I  must  escape  harm." 

"Fore  gad!  such  a  thing  was  never  known," 
^*ided  the  master  of  fence,  vehemently.  "  It  be  as 
■^^cessaiy  for  a  man  to  know  his  weapon  as  to  know 
**i*  alphabet ;  nay,  in  mine  opinion,  the  weapon 
^^serveth  to  be  considered  the  most  essential  of 
^t*e  two,  for  with  it  a  man  shall  not  only  be  able  to 
*«p  his  life  secure,  but  shall  carve  for  h  mself  a 
^*  *y  to  fortune,  reputation,  and  his  mistress's 
*^vour,  which  the  extremest  cunning  in  letters  can- 
not effect." 

The  young  student  rode  on,  apparently  but 
kittle  interested  in  his  companion's  argument,  but 
**«  offered  no  opposition  to  what  he  had  just 
^^Ivanced. 

"I  will  give  you  an  instance,  Master  Escula- 
T*ius,v  he  continued,  "  of  the  exceeding  import- 
ance of   being  skilled    in    noble    swordmanship. 
^hen  I  was  in  Spain,  with  the  forces  of  my  very 
excellent  good  friend  and  admirable  commander, 
*fe  Earl  of  Essex,  who  with  that  valiant  admiral 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  the  thrice  noble  Sir  Philip 
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Sidney,  and  in  short  nigh  upon  all  oar  chi 
officers,  had  of  me  their  well  known  cumin 
fence,  I  was  sent  on  a  mission  of  imports 
being  considered  one  of  the  few  fit  to  be  empk 
on  such  high  occasions,  as  much  for  my  da 
valour,  as  for  my  ripe  experience  in  martial  aff 
I  was  proceeding  alone  through  the  outskiii 
Cadiz,  intent  on  the  performing  of  my  mission ' 
credit,  when,  as  I  turned  the  corner  of  a  com 
I  became  aware  of  an  ambuscade  of  villa; 
Spaniards— -nigh  upon  a  dozen— in  sooth,  I  wil 
assert  there  were  not  thirteen—but  they  were 
horriblest  cut-throat  dogs  I  had  ever  met.  I 
mise  you  my  rapier  was  in  my  hand  in  a  sec 
and  ere  you  could  count  one,  I  had  stretched 
of  my  assailants  at  my  feet" ' 

"  Still  your  foes  were  too  numerous  for 
man  to  combat  with ;"  said  John  Hall  innocei 
"  Methinks  there  could  be  no  great  difficult 
some  of  them  taking  you  from  behind,  whilst 
were  defending  yourself  in  front." 

'*  Under  ordinary  circumstances,  I  grant  yi 
readily  returned  the  cast-captain.  u  But  you  sh< 
take  into  consideration  my  wonderful  master 
my  weapon,  which  hath  enabled  me  to  trim 
over  all  the  most  distinguished  swordsmen  f 
every  part  of  the  civilized  globe,  whom  I  have  o 
come  by  a  secret  stroke  it  is  not  possible  for 
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•tie  to  withstand,  however   great   a  master   of 
feacehemaybe." 

"I  knew  not  that,  valiant  captain,"  observed 
the  young  physician,  seemingly  in  some  surprise. 

"  Fore  George,  I  could  have  guessed  as  much !" 
•replied  the  redoubtable  Swashbuckler.     "  But  to 
tiie  telling  of  my  tale.     Such  was  the  quickness  of 
***jqre,  and  the  excellence  of  my  guard,  that  my 
^Iponents  could  not  touch  me  any  one  of  them, 
^*d  their  numbers  by  their  jostling  together  made 
«3em  unable  to  defend  themselves,  as  they  other- 
wise might  against  my  quick  and  fatal  thrusts. 
*-*De  by  one  they  dropped  around  me,  till  three  only 
**^re  left,  when,  feeling  somewhat  tired  by  my 
S^teat  exertions  in  this  unequal   fight,  I  sought 
^^e  mean  or  another  of  bringing  the  combat 
*°  *  speedy  close.     And  what  think  you,  sweet  sir, 
*  did?" 

c<  In  sooth,  I  know  not,"  said  the  student. 
c<  This  was  it,"  answered  the  ancient,  with  a 
^*"y  commendable  gravity.  "  I  employed  all  the 
^^tegy  of  which  I  was  master  to  set  my  assail- 
^**t*  in  a  line,  and  then,  sudden  as  a  flash  of  light- 
^**H?>  with  one  terrible  lunge,  I  pinned  my  three 
Spaniards  against  the  wall." 

<c  That   was    marvellous  indeed!''    exclaimed 
^•ohn  Hall,  with  a  tone  and  look  of  prodigious 
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"  By  this  sword,  I  held  them  M  ttrily  as  a 
many  larks  on  a  skewer,"  added  the 
fence.  *'  Now  this  sheweth  how  absolutely : 
sary  it  is  for  every  one  to  ham  a  perfret 
ledge  of  his  weapon.  I  must  needs  have  th 
teaching  of  you,  Master  Hall.  It  most  not  h 
allowed  that  one  who  holdeth  himself  m  hud 
somely,  should  bo  at  the  mercy  t£  every  tow 
fellow,  who  chooseth  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  Mc 
When  you  have  so  little  chance  with  one,  if  y» 
should  be  set  upon  by  numbers,  at  was  I,  yv 
would  be  cut  to  pieces  presently.** 

"  Methinks,  I  am  little  likely  to  be  in  sue' 
peril,"  said  the  youth,  "  seeing  I  am  not  a  valian 
captain  like  yourself,  and,  having  no  intention  c 
voyaging  to  Spain,  I  must  needs  be  safe  fron 
Spanish  ambuscades." 

"  I  doubt  it  not,  Master  Hall,  I  doubt  it  not;3 
quickly  replied  Swashbuckler.  "  But  a  man  wb 
hath  not  a  proper  degree  of  skill  in  the  handlinj 
of  his  weapon,  standeth  no  better  chance  in  Eng 
land  than  elsewhere.  The  highways  are  beset  wit] 
villanous  cut-purses— desperate  unruly  thieves,  wb 
get  together  in  companies  and  despoil  the  traveller 
both  of  his  life,  and  of  whatever  he  hath  about  him/ 

"  Can  skill  with  the  sword  avail  the  traveller,  i 
these  cut-purses  be  armed  with  pistolets  ?"  inquires 
the  young  physician. 
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*  Out  of  all  doubt,"  answered  the  other,  with  as 

P^ect  a  confidence  as  ever  was  seen.   "  If  you 

^ill  be  taught,  I  will  show  how  one  may  defend 

****&self  at  any  odds  against  such  rascal  fellows, 

^•d  run  every  one  through  the  body,  by  my  infal- 

****le  secret  stroke,  ere  he  have  time  to  pull  a 

er.w 

"  I  knew  not  the  use  of  the  sword  could  be 


of  such  advantage,"   observed  the  younj 
****yrieian. 

**  Truly,  there  is  no  telling  the  marvel  the  skill 

*©ech  can  be  made  to  perform,"  gravely  asserted 

^**e  master  of  fence.     "  One  fact  is  worth  a  volume 

*  discourses.     I  have  so  often  stretched  these  cut- 

^***Be  villains  in  the  dust,  when  they  have  set  on 

^*^   in  a  body,  that,  be  they  ever  in  such  great 

^^^fcibers,  they  durst  not  come  a  near  me.     The 

^*fc  acquaintance  I  had  of  them  was  in  Tothill 

*^lds,  when  two  sturdy  knaves  set  on  me  with 

^*^oid  and  dagger,  and  two  more  took  to  their 

-****t*>lets,  seeking  to  get  a  sure  aim.     What  think 

^ OH  I  did  i  i  this  strait?" 

Cc  It  seemeth  to  me  past  telling, "  said  the  other. 
c<  like  enough,  good  youth  ;"  answered  Swash- 
buckler.  "  I  thought  a  long  time  how  I  could  with 
IS^^atest  dexterity  escape    from  these  miscreants, 
^*kl  made  use  of  a  master-stroke  of  policy  for  that 
purpose." 
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-  -UWr  what  fashion,  valiant  captain  ?' 
I  hia  was  the  manner  of  it,  Master  Hall.  1 
ui  w  skip  and  so  jump,  and  so  dodge  about,  that 
\iwy  with  the  pistolets  could  get  no  aim  at  me, 
*  about  putting  their  fellow  rogues  to  imminent 
Bangor :  so  they  all  spread  themselves  to  have  at 
mo,  and  were,  as  I  could  see,  exceeding  eager  for 
my  destruction.  Seeing  they  with  the  pistolets 
right  over-against  each  other,  I  gave  them  good 
op|H>rtunity  for  aiming,  whilst  I  allowed  the  sword 
ttud  dagger  men,  whom  I  had  got  in  a  like  opposite 
situation,  to  prepare  a  fatal  spring  at  me.  Watch- 
ing my  time,  on  a  sudden  I  jumped  clean  away 
from  them.     And  what  think  you  followed  ?" 

"  Perchance,  they  made  after  you." 

<c  Fore  George,  they  were  in  no  case  for  moving 
a  step !  The  sword  and  dagger  men  fell  thrust 
through  by  each  other's  hands  at  the  same  moment 
of  time  they  with  the  pistolets  shot  each  other 
through  the  head." 

u  As  I  live,  a  most  strange  thing!"  exclaimed 
the  youth  very  much  astonished.  u  But  what  sort 
of  company  have  we  here  ?"  he  added,  pointing  to 
some  men  who  seemed  to  be  making  towards  them 
in  the  direction  they  were  proceeding :  "  now,  if 
they  chance  to  be  cut-purses,  valiant  captain,  me- 
thinks  they  had  best  away  with  themselves  as  they 
are  wont  to  do  at  the  sight  of  you,  as  quick  as 
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^^y  can— eke  your  exceeding  skill  with  your 
^fcpon  must  needs  be  their  entire  destruction." 

Captain  Swashbuckler  at  this  directed  his  gaze 
*herehewas  required,  and,  after  a  few  minutes 
•harp  scrutiny,  suddenly  put  spurs  to  his  horse 
tod  turned  at  full  speed  down  a  bye  lane ;  but 
whilst  John  Hall  was  marvelling  at  this  strange 
behaviour,  he  noticed  the  men  who  were  approach- 
ing quickening  their  pace  towards  him,  and,  seeing 
they  were  armed  and  of  a  very  vagrant-like  appear- 
ance, be  looked  to  his  weapons.  As  they  rushed 
towards  him  with  threatenings  and  imprecations, 
he  had  just  time  to  be  on  his  guard,  and,  one  of 
the  villains  attempting  to  seize  his  bridle,  he  let  fly 
at  him  presently,  and,  doubtless  wounded  him, 
for  he  fell  back  into  the  arms  of  one  of  his  asso- 
ciates. 

It  was  evident  that  neither  Dapple  nor  Jack  had 
had  ever  so  slight  an  acquaintance  with  the  muni- 
tions of  war,  for,  as  in  a  previous  instance  of  a 
amikr  sort,  on  the  instant  they  heard  the  report  of 
the  pistolet,  they  started  off  with  a  desperateness 
that  rendered  futile  all  attempts  on  the  part  of  the 
cuUpurses  to  lay  a  hold  on  their  riders ;  the  old 
bone  giving  one  of  the  rascals  so  sharp  a  kick  as 
wit  him  to  the  ground,  yelling  like  a  dog  that 
hath  got  his  tail  jammed  in  a  doorway. 

Simon  Stockfish  had  not  passed  unprofitably  the 
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John  Hall  was  so  fortunate  as  to  meet  bis  in- 
ductor in  the  art  and  mystery  of  medicine,  within 
*  few  doors  of  his  dwelling.     Dr.  Posset  appeared 
to  be  a  little  man,  of  a  lively  temperament,  having 
P»J  hair,  growing  very  thin,  carefully  curled ;  his 
r         *tat  beard  being  looked  after  with  equal  affection. 
Bit  eyebrows  were  very  thick,  and  jutting  out  ex- 
**diiigly,  under  which  were  a  pair  of  keen,  hawk- 
like eyes.     A  thick  and  misshapen  nose,  and  a 
**ooth  of  a  moderate  size,  drawn  in  by  loss  of 
teeth,  completed  the  list  of  his  principal  features, 
lit  dress  was  a  sober  suit  of  plum-coloured  cloth, 
^ith  falling  band  and  ruffles;   hose  of  the  same 
cokur ;  a  velvet  cap,  without  a  feather ;  and  square- 
*°ed  shoes,  without  roses ;  and  these,  with  a  long 
***fF  in  his  hand,  tipped  with  ivory,  made  up  the 
c***tinguiahing  marks  of  his  apparelling. 

On  first  spying  him,  Dr.  Posset,  as  though  in  no 
****noer  of  doubt  as  to  his  man,  gave  him  a  hearty 
^*bome,  inquired  after  his  good  mother,  and  how 
**^  had  borne  the  journey,  and  hoped  they  should 
**^  excellent  friends,  and  that  the  youth  might  find 
^*th  him  as  pleasant  a  home  as  the  one  he  had 

The  house  wherein  the  student  was  about  to 

****d  a  dwelling  seemed  to  him  a  fair  edifice,  though 

faring  an  antique  and  somewhat  gloomy  aspect. 

***  chambers  above  the  ground-floor  projected 
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into  the  street,  and  much  rode  carving  was  J** 
servable  round  the  door  and  over  the  lower  tmf 
ment;   a  rude   figure   representing  the  goddfl^ 
Hygeia,  carved   in  oak,  was  displayed   at  fiE^ 
length,  with  all  her  proper  attributes,  in  a  prooi~  - 
nent  place  above  the  door;  whilst  a  head  of  Galon, 
in  monstrous  dingy  colours,  was  slung  in  an  iron 
frame  in  front  of  it.    Above  the  front  story  pro- 
jected another,  with  much  the  same  sort  of  wide 
casements,  all  black  with  time  and  weather-stains  } 
and  in  the  shelving-roof,  there  seemed  to  be  one  or 
two  more,  though  of  a  much  smaller  sort 

The  houses  adjoining  were  of  the  same  respecta- 
ble sort,  belonging  to  persons  of  substance  and 
credit,  most  of  them  having  some  sort  of  sign  to 
distinguish  the  calling  of  the  tenant;  and,  as  - 
bravely-apparalleled  gallants,  discreet  gentlewomen, 
and  citizens  of  fair  repute,  were  seen  going  in  and 
out  of  them,  there  could  be  no  manner  of  doubt 
but  that  Barbican  was  a  place  peopled  by  thriving 
and  respectable  citizens. 

John  Hall  followed  his  conductor  through  the 
door,  which  he  opened  with  a  latch,  and  found 
himself  in  a  capacious  hall,  having  chambers  to 
the  right  and  left,  distinguishable  by  the  open 
doors  which  led  into  them ;  and  there  was  a  stair- 
case at  the  further  end,  the  lower  part  being  seen 
through  another  open  door  at  the  left,  correspond- 
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ingwith  a  closed  door,  or  rather  wicket,  at  the 
light,  formed  in  an  oaken  partition  of  some  eight  or 
to  feet  high ;  the  upper  part  of  the  staircase  being 
viable  above  it ;  the  wicket  leading  to  the  back 
premises,  and  the  other  door  to  the  chambers  above. 
Job  Hall  had  scarcely  time  to  notice  these  par- 
ticulars, when  his  attention   became  completely 
engrossed  by  a  number  of  persons  grouped  about 
the  foot  of  the  stairs.    Stretched  at  her  full  length 
on  the  steps,  her  head  supported  in  the  lap  of  an 
elderly  female  of  a  monstrous   sharp  visage,   a 
younger  one  sitting  at  her  feet,  whilst  a  stout 
youth  had  firm  possession  of  her  arms,  lay  a  girl, 
evidently  just  entering  upon  her  career  of  woman- 
hood. 

She  appeared  rather  of  a  tall  stature,  with  limbs 
somewhat  large,  though  by  no  means  ungraceful, 
well-rounded  arms  and  bust,  being  in  a  low,  tight 
bodice,  were  at  least  sure  of  being  regarded  admi- 
ringly; and  her  dainty  farthingale  disclosed  suffi- 
cient of  her  ancles  to  prove  they  were  no  less 
commendable.  Her  features  bespoke  nothing  of  a 
singular  comeliness,  but  they  were  seen  to  no  sort 
of  advantage,  the  eyes  being  fixed,  the  nostrils 
dilated,  the  mouth  opening  and  shutting  as  though 
with  sudden  spasms,  and  the  complexion  pallid, 
whilst  the  abundance  of  her  glossy  hair  strayed  in 
confusion  over  her  forehead  and  shoulders. 
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She  made  a  strange  mumbling  sound,  and  thre'  -  ' 
out  her  arms  by  sudden  starts,  which  he  w\^^° 
grasped  them  —  albeit  he  did  not  seem  to  lac^-* 
strength  —  had  much  ado  to  keep  under  his  cuil»  * 
mandment.  Anon  she  would  strive  to  overthiu*^ 
those  who  held  her,  by  some  prodigious  effort  <^^ 
strength,  which  it  was  with  exceeding  difficult^^ 
they  could  withstand  ;  and,  failing  in  this,  bunF^ 
out  in  a  monstrous  passion  of  laughter  so  long  i 
loud,  it  was  as  though  all  Pandemonium  were  i 
by  some  devilish  jest;  and,  after  this,  straightway^ 
commence  talking  eagerly  the  strangest  stuff"  eve^C 
heard,  the  which  was  only  brought  to  an  ending  1 
a  sudden  and  mighty  dashing  of  herself  as  thoug 
to  escape,  which  was  soon  followed  by  another  wilc^ 
scream  of  laughter  more  fierce  than  ever. 

Near  her  stood  one  with  a  vessel  of  water,  which^: 
was  being  sprinkled  on  her  face,  whilst  another"*^ 
held  burnt  feathers  to  her  nose,  and  a  third  was 
approaching  with  some  kind  of  medicine  in  a  glass. 
Other  remedies  were  suggested  by  her  distressed 
companions,  but  she  minded  them  none  at  all,  for 
she  struggled,  and  screamed,   and  gabbled,  and 
laughed  with  increasing  fury. 

Whilst  John  Hall  gazed  on  this  scene  with  the 
most  absolute  astonishment,  it  seemed  to  fill  his 
conductor  with  nothing  but  vexation,  for  he  spoke 
impatiently,  now  wringing  his  hands  and  casting  up 
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tiaeyes,  and  anon  pacing  np  and  down  with  his 
nods  behind  him. 

All  at  once  she  seemed  to  be  in  a  less  tearing 
toujour.  At  this  the  young  man  bent  his  head 
tear  the  ear  of  the  sick  girl,  and,  whispering  with 
*n  impressing  earnestness,  as  though  calling  to 
f  her,  the  name  of  "  Millicent."  He  had  scarce  done 
•o,  when  she  replied,  in  a  faint  and  languid  voice, 
tod  thereupon  commenced  a  dialogue  between  the 
two,  the  one  asking  how  she  felt,  and  what  she 
Wold  have  done  for  her ;  and  the  other  answering 
she  was  better,  and  desired  nothing  so  much  as  to 
be  taken  to  her  chamber. 

Preparations  were  soon  made  for  carrying  her 

wishes   into  effect,   the  youth   seeming   to   take 

nearly  all  the  burthen  of  her  conveyance  upon  him- 

«lf,  the  which  he  did  with  a  marvellous  respectful 

•ttention. 

It  was  easy  to  guess  that  the  sick  girl  was  the 

Physician's    daughter;    the   elder  female   was  a 

Drighbour,   following   the  trade   of  a  capper,   in 

Golden  Lane  j    the  other  was  a  young  friend ;    the 

/with  was  an  apprentice  to  Doctor  Posset  of  more 

than  a  year's  standing ;  and  the  others  were  certain 

acquaintances  of  the  physicians — neighbours,  and 

gossips — invited  by  him,  to  welcome  amongst  them 

the  young  scholar,  whose  studies  he  was  about  to 

superintend. 
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As  the  young  physician  watched  the  retreatinj 
form  of  the  fair  Millicent  up  the  stairs,  was  h 
recalling  the  seductive  character  of  one  who  wa 
about  to  be  his  near  associate  for  a  long  period 
which  he  had  heard  from  the  estimable  Captaii 
Swashbuckler  ?  It  did  not  recur  to  his  mind,  fix 
a  single  moment.  He  thought  only  of  what  wa 
writ  in  a  certain  part  of  Galen  on  the  subject  o 
epilepsy. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Why  dost  thou  wepe  and  morne,  and  wepe  so  sore  ? 
What  cawse  hast  thoa  to  make  such  mone  ? 
Why  makyst  thoa  such  sorwe,  and  wherefore  ? 

Ludus  Covbntrij: 

You  neede  not  goe  abroade  to  bee  tempted :  you  shall  be  in- 
twed  at  yoxur  owne  windowes.  The  best  coancel  that  I  can  give 
yoa  is  to  keepe  at  home,  and  shun  all  occasion  of  ill  speech. 

The  Schools  of  Abusb. 

Why  are  not  these  those  ruddy  coalered  cheekes 
Wher  both  the  lillye  and  the  blushing  rose 
Syttes  equal  rated  with  a  native  redd  ? 

Oblanoa  Fubioso. 

We  may  not  tarry  with  the  bereaved  father  longer 
than  will  suffice  for  the  reader's  proper  understand- 
ing of  his  unutterable  sorrow.  By  the  death  of  his 
90  deeply  beloved  son,  Master  Shakspeare's  heart 
was  emote  as  though  the  king  of  terrors  had  dealt 
therein  his  fiercest  dart.  He  recovered  so  far  as  to 
follow  to  its  last  resting-place  all  that  remained  of 
the  form  which  had  so  long  been  the  chiefest  object 
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in  every  ambitious  dream  with  a  seeming  marvello 
calm  and  patience ;  but  when  he  heard  the  clods 
earth  rattle  against  the  little  coffin,  there  rush 
into  his  mind  so  vast  a  sense  of  the  sumless  la 
there  buried  and  lost  for  ever,  that  his  oppresa 
brain  could  not  bear  the  burthen  of  it,  and  I 
straightway  fell  into  such  a  passionate  frenzy, 
was  with  a  monstrous  to  do  he  could  be  got  hooM 
and  only  with  many  strong  men's  help,  day  ai 
night,  could  he  be  kept  to  his  chamber.  He 
wildly  he  raved ;  how  piercingly  he  called  on  tl 
remorseless  tomb  to  give  up  its  youthful  tenan1 
how  fiercely  he  waged  war  on  divers  shadof 
powers,  which,  in  his  fantasy,  kept  from  him  k 
heart's  best  treasure ;  and  how  urgently  he  praji 
to  what  seemed  to  him  the  unnatural  calta 
natures  that  set  at  nought  a  father's  agony,  ai 
could  not  be  moved  by  a  father's  love  —  it  passe 
the  skill  of  my  rude  pen  to  say.  Perchance, 
those  whose  eyes  wander  over  these  pages,  the 
shall  be  some  whose  affections  have  been  uproot 
after  the  rude  fashion  which  marked  the  love 
this  noble  gentleman  for  his  sweet  Hamnet,  a 
can  readily  conceive  the  manifold  workings  of 
terrible  tempestuous  an  earthquake  of  the  hea 
but,  doubtless,  there  shall  be  many  who  ks 
nothing  of  these  things.  God  keep  them,  to  tl 
lives'  end,  in  so  proper  an  ignorance ! 
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We  must,  however,  state  that,  partly  from  the 
empathy  which  this  huge  affliction  created  for 
miles  round,  now  directed  to  the  promising  scho- 
lar, anon  to  the  diligent  and  well-pleased  master, 
»d  then  to  the  doting  father,  and,  from  the 
respect  felt  generally  for  one  of  such  blameless 
life  as  the  deceased  vicar,  and  for  one  of  so  many 
•inirable  qualities  as  William  Shakspeare,  there 
vm  at  the  funeral  so  numerous  an  assemblage  as 
W  never  been  known  before  to  have  congregated 
on  such  an  occasion. 

Not  only  did  the  gentry  of  the  neighbourhood 
tftend,  but  every  one  of  the  corporation  of  Strat- 
W,  from  the  high  bailiff  to  the  humblest  of  the 
bttgesses,  with  every  proper  sign  of  mourning, 
joined  in  the  melancholy  procession.  Honoured 
•ith  the  sincere  regrets  of  rich  and  poor,  and  such 
I  bountiful  store  of  tears  from  man,  woman,  and 
Afld,  as  though  their  deaths  were  regarded  as  a 
Public  calamity,  they,  who  had  been  so  long  and 
totimately  connected  by  a  mutual  love  of  learning, 
*&re  on  the  same  day  consigned  to  their  narrow 
Itonaes.  Though  it  may  be  said  of  them,  that  they 
brought  their  studies  to  a  most  sorry  ending — that 
fair  eager  pursuit  of  wisdom  led  them  only  to  that 
t&iDatchable  dreary  state  where  alone  wisdom  hath 
to  privilege— who  shall  aver  that,  in  those  groves 
tf  everlasting  verdure,  which  hath  in  so  many  good 
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men's  minds  been  considered  the  abiding-place  of* 
all  intelligent  spirits  that  have  passed  away  from 
this  lower  world,  that  diligent  and  aflectioDSti 
scholar  is  not  at  this  very  moment  of  time  enjoy- 
ing the  inestimable  lessons  of  the  master  by  whom 
he  was  so  truly  loved? 

It  was  long  after  the  churchyard  was  desalted, 
when  every  one  of  that  goodly  assemblage  by  whom 
it  had  been  filled  were  in  their  own  mora 
homes,  reflecting  on  the  affliction  that  had  i 
the  cottage  at  Shottery,  one  mourner  still  Hngend 
about  the  grave  of  Hamnet  Shakspeare.  It  was 
Talbot. 

The  poor  hound  had  managed  to  escape  from 
the  outhouse — where,  since  the  death  of  his  young 
playmate,  he  had  been  carefully  yet  kindly  con- 
fined— by  taking  advantage  of  the  absence  at  the 
funeral  of  the  affectionate  creature  who  had  shewn 
such  friendly  heed  of  him.  Talbot  never  failed  to 
recognize  the  attentions  and  caresses  of  the  gentle 
Susanna,  but  the  food  she  brought  was  left  un- 
touched, and  the  tears  with  which  the  sorrowing 
girl  mingled  her  persuasions  to  take  the  tempting 
morsels  she  put  before  him  elicited  no  other  sign 
of  his  attention  than  an  uneasy  whine. 

By  what  singular  instinct  it  was,  on  breaking 
from  his  bonds  and  displacing  a  loose  board,  he 
made  direct  for  the  churchyard,  cannot  be -ex- 
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plained  any  more  than  his  immediately  selecting 
the  exact  spot  beneath  which  lay  all  that  remained 
of  one  with  whom  he  had  had  such  heaps  of  plea- 
ant  sport.  A  short  time  after,  he  was  discovered 
howling  the  piercingest  tones  over  heard,  whilst 
making  prodigious  efforts  to  tear  up  the  soil  that 
rested  on  Hamnet's  coffin.  To  drive  him  or  coax 
him  out  of  the  churchyard  was  found  impossible, 
till  Susanna,  having  discovered  his  escape,  on  her 
proceeding  at  her  return  home  to  tempt  him  once 
more  with  some  nice  morsel,  hurried  in  search  of 
him,  and,  with  infinite  trouble,  at  last  succeeded 
in  getting  him  away. 

It  was  only  by  the  constant  care  and  exquisite 
loving  kindness  of  this  gentle  girl  that  the  life  of 
the  poor  hound  was  saved.  For  a  long  time, 
Talbot  looked  but  the  skeleton  of  what  he  was. 
Deeply  must  he  have  grieved  for  the  loss  of  his 
&st  friend  and  playmate.  He  never  again  ven- 
tured near  the  churchyard ;  but,  when  allowed  to 
•ander  where  he  chose,  he  would  take  every  pos- 
oble  pains  to  avoid  it.  And,  after  the  lapse  of 
many  months,  having  accompanied  some  of  the 
family  in  that  direction,  he  stopped  at  one  of  the 
gates,  and  set  up  so  pitiful  a  howl,  it  moved  all 
*ho  saw  him. 

Advancing  somewhat  in  time,  it  must  now  be 
toted,  that,  stretched  on  a  bed  in  a  chamber,  the 

▼OL.  I.  L 
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which  may  readily  be  recognized' as  the  one 
which  young  Hamnet  died,  although  it  had  si 
seen  divers  alterations,  lay  the  heart-broken  fktt 
slowly  recovering  from  the  moral  and  physical 
fects  of  the  fatal  blow  at  his  happiness  he  hac 
unexpectedly  received.  His  eyes  were  open,  a 
though  dimmed  by  sorrow  and  long  sickness,  i 
shone  with  that  fine  spirit  whereby  so  many  war 
actions  of  his  had  been  influenced :  his  face  , 
exceeding  pale  and  much  wasted ;  but  the  be 
volence  that  might  be  read  in  its  expression,  lit 
written  language,  was  as  visible  as  ever ;  and 
intelligence  that  spoke  as  intelligibly  from 
noble  forehead  as  though  it  were  the  powerful 
eloquence  ever  heard,  was  such  as  neither  g 
nor  illness  had  any  power  over. 

He  gazed  about  him  somewhat  strangely,  le 
ing  his  head  upon  his  hand,  perchance  for  obta 
ing  a  better  survey  of  his  chamber,  and  his  € 
wandered  over  all  its  objects,  but  could  not  be  i 
to  rest  on  any,  till  it  fell  upon  a  plot  of  pan 
that  grew  in  a  box  outside  the  open  casement,  < 
were  then  in  full  bloom.  A  yellow  butterfly— 1 
common  sign  of  summer  and  sunshine— was  ho1 
ing  over  the  pretty  blossoms,  on  which  it  presei 
descended. 

These  familiar  shapes,  that  speak,  too,  so  ch 
fully  of  life  and  its  most  exquisite  sources  of 
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jqroent,  did  not  present  themselves  to  the  mind  of 
4e  sick  man  without  bearing  with  them  those  mar- 
*Mm  lessons  with  which  Nature,  in  her  exceeding 
«^  refreshes  the  weary  and  heals  the  wounded 
flant  Though  the  goodliest  edifice  that  doting 
Section  ever  raised  out  of  the  most  excusable 
feelings  of  pride  and  ambition  had  been  overthrown 
to  its  very  foundations,  and  the  poor  architect  stood 
werwhelmed  and  stunned  with  the  completeness  of 
&  ruin,  scarce  had  he  recovered  the  faculty  of 
*ebg,  when  he  became  sensible  that  life  had  still 
tapes,  and  Nature  bounties,  and  with  such  help 
&<*«  secure  fabrics  might  be  built  up  of  nearly  as 
Ur  proportions  and  lofty  elevation. 

As  he  continued  his  gaze  on  the  pansies,  Master 
Sakpeare's  thoughts  fell  out  of  that  disordered 
"tote  in  which  they  had  so  long  been  left  to  wander, 
tod  gradually  grew  into  a  wholesome  regularity. 
That  they  led  him  to  the  pleasant  mossy  banks, 
and  the  sweet  shady  nooks  where,  in  times  past,  he 
W  first  sought  to  indulge  that  sympathy  for  the 
beautiful  which  had  linked  so  indissolubly  all  his 
ttquisitest  feeling  to  nature,  can  be  no  marvel ; 
Art  they  convinced  him  that  all  the  enjoyments 
**gbt  by  him  out  of  the  wide  range  of  unrivalled 
pleasures  she  offers  to  such  as  devote  themselves 
to  her  service,  were  not  only  profitless,  but  deeply 
tttohievous,  is  likewise  no  more  than  natural :  and 

l2 
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that,  at  last,  they  directed  him  for  the  future 
place  his  whole  reliance  on  those  means  of  happ 
ness  still  at  his  disposal,  as  having  in  this  pu 
suit  neither  vexation  nor  trouble  of  any  sort  wbm 
ever,  is  the  probablest  thing  that  could  be  though 
of. 

Whether  this  happened  or  not,  certain  it  is  tlw 
a  more  cheerful  aspect  took  possession  of  the  sic 
man's  features.  He  seemed,  by  some  effort  of  Is 
will,  to  lift  his  mind  from  the  earth,  and,  extrica 
ting  it  from  the  fearful  wreck  which  death  ba 
made  of  his  affections,  elevate  it  on  those  prop 
aspirations  which  had  so  often  borne  it  out  of  fldgl 
of  base  earthly  things.  Then  it  was  that  the  flu. 
tering  insect  rose  from  its  flowery  resting-platf 
beside  the  casement,  and  soared  into  the  air,  risiri 
gradually  before  the  sick  man's  eyes  till  it  hn 
gone  out  of  sight,  as  though  aiming  at  the  vew 
highest  heaven. 

Whilst  pondering  on  this  apparent  promisi 
Master  Shakspeare  was  aware  of  a  door  opening 
and  with  a  step  so  soft,  she  seemed  to  be  treadinj 
on  the  very  air,  and  a  look  of  deep  interest,  tht 
gave  but  another  gentle  touch  to  the  gentle  exprei 
sion  of  her  beauty,  Susanna  entered  the  chambei 
At  the  first  glimpse  he  had  of  her  he  recognise 
the  graceful  form  that  had  been  wont  to  presei 
itself  in  so  many  affectionate  ways  to  his  bewilden 
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^aaa,  but  he  could  not  have  known  the  admirable 
attentive  nurse  she  had  been. 

It  was  marvellous  to  behold  the  exceeding  care 
*ith  which  the  fond  girl  had  watched  over  her 
parent  throughout  his  terrible  malady;  of  a  truth, 
he  owed  his  recovery  to  her  patient  and  unceasing 
*egaid  of  him.  A  conviction  of  such  an  obligation 
entered  his  mind  as  she  carefally  approached  the 
bed,  and  with  it  came  the  consoling  thought,  so 
**iuch  love  would  go  far  to  replace  the  monstrous 
l<*s  he  had  sustained. 

As  she  took  note  of  the  improvement  so  visible, 
**  her  patient's  appearance,  she  smiled  in  such  sort 
*«  plainly  proved  how  greatly  it  was  to  her  conten- 
t^tion.  The  father  unclosed  his  eyes — which  he  had 
*hut  at  his  child's  approach— and  the  affectionate 
joy  that  shone  so  brightly  in  her  sweet  countenance 
had  to  powerful  an  effect  on  him,  that  he  presently 
*lrew  his  arms  round  her,  and  pressed  her  in  a 
food  embrace.  Although  Susanna  was  somewhat 
*&ken  by  surprise,  the  endearing  expressions  she 
keard  soon  assured  her,  and  she  speedily  gave  her- 
self up  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  those  delicious  mo- 
«aente. 

To  be  loved  was  all  her  gentle  nature  desired, 
**t  had  hitherto  desired  in  vain.  Her  mother's 
■flection  was  fixed  exclusively  upon  her  sister. 
Judith  appeared  to  love  no  one,  not  even  her  too 
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indulgent  mother.  Hamnef s  whole  soul 
grossed  by  his  books,  and  her  father,  though  alwaa^ 
kind,  seemed  to  have  no  affection  to  spare  out  « 
the  heap  he  lavished  on  her  brother.  FkiB*J 
in  these  quarters,  she  had  strove  hard  to 
herself  to  Talbot,  but  the  heart  of  the  noble  ] 
was  so  entirely  that  of  his  playfellow,  that  aha  1 
found  her  exertions  to  win  him  to  herself 
fruitless.  Disappointed  though  she  was  in 
desires,  it  made  not  the  slightest  change  in 
disposition ;  whilst  every  one  seemed  cold  and< 
less  to  her,  she  was  ever  gentle  and  kind  to  all. 

It  may,  therefore,  be  imagined,  that  the  pleaatm 
with  which  she  received  the  caresses  of  her  fath* 
was  of  as  perfect  a  sort  as  ever  existed.  She  h* 
not  dared  to  hope  to  be  made  so  happy.  Inde^ 
she  had  almost  despaired  in  her  pursuit,  knowi^ 
how  little  was  to  be  expected  from  her  mother  a^ 
sister,  and  believing  her  father's  affections  to  ■ 
buried  in  the  coffin  of  his  beloved  Hamnet.  1^" 
the  conversation  by  which  the  well-pleased  par^: 
now  skilfully  brought  out  his  daughter's  disposition 
assured  her,  by  the  commendation  of  her  it  elicit^ 
that  there  was  at  least  one  heart  in  the  world  wh<^ 
love  she  might  obtain. 

After  this  he  mended  fast,  and  bid  fair  to  be 
whole  man  again  speedily  ;  which,  to  be  6ure,  if* 
in  a  great  measure  owing  to  the  loving  care  0^ 
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Needfulness  of  his  daughter  Susanna — the  only  one 
*a  the  house  who  troubled  herself  about  him  in  any 
**J  worthy  of  notice.  To  be  sure,  her  mother 
did,  at  times,  pay  him  some  attentions,  and  Judith 
^oold  stay  with  him  awhile  when  there  was  no 
great  temptation  to  entice  her  away ;  but  to  a  heart 
such  as  his,  affection  of  this  sort  gave  him  anything 
W  satisfaction. 

It  was  about  a  week  or  so  after  this  colloquy, 
tint  three  old  dames,  each  equally  short  of  stature 
*fld  stout  of  flesh,  with  visages  alike  in  the  marvel- 
lous fieryness  that  shone  in  them,  like  so  many  yule- 
Hgsin  a  blaze,  and  a  similar  showiness  in  their 
Several  apparelling,  sat  in  the  kitchen  of  the  cot- 
tage at  Shottery,  as  though  they  had  just  come  in, 
*od  were  intent  on  resting  of  themselves  after  a 
**lk.  These  were  near  relatives  of  Master  Shak- 
*J*are's  wife ;  three  sisters,  somewhat  notorious  for 
during  strife  wherever  they  went. 

Susanna  was  making  bread  at  a  goodly  sized 
d°Ugh-trough  on  one  side  of  the  chamber,  standing 
***  a  stool  the  while,  and  her  mother  and  sister 
*ere  tiring  of  themselves  as  though  about  going 
°&  a  journey.  But  though  the  old  dames  were 
***ting  of  their  limbs,  their  tongues  got  no  rest,  I 
Promise  you ;  nay,  it  more  than  once  chanced,  they 
all  talked  together,  and  this  so  fast  withal,  it  looked 
**  though  they  had  each  got  so  much  to  say,  Aunt 
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Prateapace  in  especial,  and  so  little  time  to  gi 
utterance,  all  must  needs  out  at  once.  In 
chorus  they  were,  ever  and  anon,  joined  by 
mother  and  daughter,  Susanna  alone  holding 
peace ;  and  she,  too,  continuing  her  labours  a 
rently  as  little  regarded  of  the  rest  as  thougl 
were  a  good  thousand  miles  away. 

"  By  my  halidom,  Anne,  an  I  had  a  husband 
see  him  hanged  ere  I  would  be  plagued  bj 
humours!"  said  she  in  the  yellow  bodice  wi 
crimson  kirtle,  tossing  up  her  pincushion-noi 
a  monstrous,  disdainful  manner,  as  though  she 
smelt  carrion.  "  A  fine  thing,  truly,  for  a 
woman  to  be  the  slave  of  every  tyrannical  tee 
fellow  it  may  be  her  ill  hap  to  have  married ! 
is  fit  a  wife  should  have  her  recreations  anc 
pleasures,  and  have  ever  about  her  those  wh< 
her  true  friends  and  gossips,  and  engage  ii 
manner  of  sports  and  revels  she  can  get  to ;  ai 
no  case  is  it  proper  for  her  to  be  kept  to  her  1 
like  a  rat  in  a  trap,  making  herself  a  word 
pitiful,  poor  drudge  from  day  to  day,  and 
year's  end  to  year's  end.  All  saints'  days  anc 
todays,  and  all  manner  of  festivals  and  merrii 
ings,  she  ought  to  enjoy  to  her  heart's  com 
and,  if. any  pragmatical,  peremptory  bus 
sought  to  prevent  it,  she  should  value  him  no 
than  a  cracked  flea — that's  my  thinking/'  an 
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oM  dame  laid  an  emphasis  on  the  last  words, 
dapped  her  closed  fist  against  her  open  palm,  and, 
looting  as  fierce  as  a  ferret,  turned  short  round  on 
fer  stool  towards  her  associates,  as  though  there 
Gould  be  no  appeal  to  so  famous  an  argument. 

"Truly,  Aunt  Gadabout,  we  poor  women  are 
fonfly  used/'  observed  the  still  fair  Anne,  eyeing 
her  comely  features  complacently  in  a  small  mir- 
torihe  held  in  her  hand — an  observation  they  had 
heard  from  her  when  on  the  same  subject  any  time 
this  dozen  years. 

"Hardly  used,  quotha !"  mumbled  another,  as, 
*ithher  hands  resting  on  her  knees,  and  her  body 
Ending  forward  on  the  settle  where  she  sat,  she 
'book  her  head,  as  though  it  was  took  with  a  sud- 
den ague.  "  Had  Peter  Prateapace  ventured  on 
»ch  unbearablene38f  I'd  a  used  him,  i'  faith !" 

Now  it  should  be  known  that  the  said  Peter, 
wbikt  he  was  in  the  flesh,  would  as  soon  have  ven- 
ded on  taking  on  himself  the  very  slightest  ap- 
pearance of  a  husband,  as  of  claiming  kin  with  the 
™pe.  It  so  chanced,  however,  that  once  having 
grown  valiant  by  sitting  over-late  at  his  cups  with 
*  noted  scorner  of  scolds  and  termagant  shrews,  he 
came  home,  and  dared  to  bid  his  wife  bring  him  a 
F*  of  small  ale,  and,  on  her  refusing,  bade  her  go 
^Dg  for  a  jade.  The  next  morning,  on  his  coming 
*°  bis  sober  senses,  the  consequences  looked  so 

l5 
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terrible,  he  went  and  incontinently  drowned 
self  in  the  mill-stream. 

"  Hardly  used,  quotha !"  she  continued,  in  th— ^ 
same  triumphant  strain.     "  Lord  warrant  us !  gg"^ 
all  women  had  my  will,  Anne,  they  should  follui^r" 
their  own  humours  with  such  infinite  perfectnesa*^ 
they  should  have  nothing  to  wish  for  in  that  matter"^ 
and  snap  their  fingers  on  all  men  whatsoever-^ 
Byr  lady !  methinks  'tis  a  goodly  thing"  for 1 
to  be  held  in  subjection  of  their  husbands  —  to  I 
thwarted,  and  vexed,  and  put  upon  as  though  thcy^ 
were  fit  for  nought  but  to  bear  fardels  enough  toC3 
break  their  backs,  whilst,  forsooth,  their  precious^ 
helpmates  are  to  look  on  and  find  fault.    Were  the  * 
best  man  that  ever  wore  a  head  to  attempt  ordering   " 
of  me,  or  interfering  with  my  pleasures,  ere  he 
were  a  day,  an  hour,  a  minute  older,  an  his  face 
were  not  as  well  scratched  as  though  it  had  been 
thrust  through  a  bramble-bush,  it  should  be  a  mar- 
vel indeed,  I  promise  you — I  warrant  he  should  be 
in  no  mood  for  a  second  attempt  of  the  sort." 

"  But  I  have  such  an  infinite  lack  of  spirits/9 
added  Anne,  "  and  am  so  weak  and  fearful  withal, 
such  violent  courses  would  only  succeed  in  doing 
me  a  mischief." 

"  Alack,  poor  lamb !"  cried  the  other,  in  a  com- 
miserating mood.  "  But  this  is  the  real  grounds 
of  it  all.  Were  she  not  of  such  poor  health,  she 
would  be  more  kindly  used — but  he  taketh  advan- 
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kg*  rf  her  weakness  to  treat  her  scurvily .  I  never 
^uld  affect  the  fellow.    He  was  ever  a  proud,  bom- 
fastical,  fustian  knave.    I  protest  I  liked  him  not 
from  the  first  hour  1  saw  him ;  and,  since  he  hath 
<teen  a  player— save  the  mark — he  hath  become  so 
^tolerable  fantastical  and  indifferent,  and  putteth 
QQ  himself  so  monstrous  nice  a  behaviour,  and  so 
smooth  a  discourse,  I  would  as  lief  lie  in  a  butter- 
woman's  basket  as  within  earshot  of  him." 

Susanna  heard  this  disparagement  of  one  whom 
bar  young  heart  regarded  as  the  kindest  and  best 
of  human  beings,  with  pain  ;  but  she  said  never 
*  word,  continuing  kneading  of  the  dough  as  though 
•he  had  no  interest  in  the  discourse— even  her  mo- 
ther  seemed  to  like  not  such  plain  speaking. 

"Nay,  Aunt  Breedbate,  you  do  him  wrong," 

^fcaaid,  "  I  have  seen  no  such  behaviour  in  him." 

"Ah,  child  !  I  warrant  me  there  is  a  good  deal 

*b<m  hast  not  seen  of  his  goings  on,"  replied  the 

°M  dame,  with  an  air  of  exceeding  mystery. 

"Wished  I  to  speak,  I  could  say  something  on 

^tt  matter  marvellously  to  the  purpose ;  but  I 

•to  not  like  to  cause  mischief  betwixt  man  and 

*ife.    To  be  sure,  it  is  said,  'What  God  hath 

joined  let  no  man  put  asunder/  which  hath  no 

allusion  of  any  sort  to  women,  so  they  may  be  left 

to  do  as  they  please  in  it.     Nevertheless,  I  am  so 

great  an  enemy  to  evil  speaking,  I  hate  any  one  who 

cannot  keep  what  they  know  of  another's  ill  deeds 
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to  themselves.  Monstrous  mischiefs  have  come  cM 
the  idle  employment  of  slanderous  tongues,  and  the 
fair  fame  of  the  best  are  ever  at  the  mercy  of  such- 
For  mine  own  part,  ere  I  would  take  to  speaking 
ill  of  any  one,  albeit,  though  he  were  as  villanoua 
as  a  Jew,  and  there  should  be  no  other  subject  for: 
speech,  I  would  be  dumb  for  a  week.  Therefore^ 
the  horrible  wickedness  your  notable  fine  husband 
has  fallen  into  must  go  untold  for  me." 

"  What  horrible  wickedness  hath  he  done,  aunt  ?"" 
inquired  Anne,  in  a  tone  of  alarm.  "  Prythee  let! 
me  know  it  Nay,  I  will  not  stir  a  step  till  I  haves 
heard  it  all." 

"  Tis  but  sailor's  news,  child,"  observed  AunU 
Gadabout,  consolingly.  "  Knewest  thou  men  ass 
truly  as  do  I,  thou  wouldst  marvel  at  no  news  of 
this  sort,  were  it  ever  so  black.  There  is  no 
treachery  they  will  not  act  to  the  spoiling  of  us 
poor  women — there  is  no  injury  they  will  not  do 
against  us.  One  and  all,  they  are  a  vile,  abomina- 
ble, uncivil,  abandoned  set  of  profligate  monsters 
and  wretches — that's  my  thinking,"  and  again  the 
old  woman  twisted  herself  half  round  her  seat  with  a 
slap  against  her  palm,  and  a  look  that  conveyed  in 
it  her  conviction  that  what  she  had  stated  there 
could  be  no  gainsaying. 

"  But  I  must  and  will  know  what  he  hath  done 
amiss,"  exclaimed  Anne,  determinedly— a  mood  bf 
no  means  unusual  to  her. 
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"What  matters  it?"  cried  the  relict  of  Peter 

^eapace,  as   she  again  poked   her  body  for- 

***d,  and  commenced  shaking  of  her  head  with  an 

***•  of  wondrous  meaning.    "  Be  assured,  Anne, 

**ftt  there  never  yet  was  any  thing  done  by  our 

Precious  partners  worth  a  woman  troubling  her  head 

*t>out    I  warrant  you  they  know  better  than  to  be 

doing  of  any  mischief.    Marry,  an  any  such  essayed 

*°  play  his  tricks  upon  me,  I  would  so  maul  him  he 

*bould  not  know  whether  he  stood  on  his  head  or 

bis  heels  for  the  rest  of  his  days." 

**  A  plague  on  you  all !"  cried  Anne,  vehemently. 
"  Tell  me,  on  the  instant,  what  hath  been  done,  or 
*  **ill  have  no  more  to  say  to  either  of  you  from 
this  hour."  Thereupon  in  her  passion  she  tore  her 
d^ess,  after  several  idle  attempts  to  make  it  please 
her.  Susanna  still  continued  intent  on  her  bread- 
niaking,  but  she  was  terribly  ill  at  ease. 

*'  Well,  if  I  am  so  commanded,  I  cannot  get  off 
^ying  it,"  observed  Aunt  Breedbate,  with  a  look 
°f  as  absolute  indifferency  as  ever  was  seen.  "  But 
*t  must  on  no  account  be  bruited  that  you  had  your 
^telHgence  from  me,   for  I  would  not  have  it 
thought  I  could  speak  ill  of  any  one  for  mines  of 
health.    Though  I  like  him  so  little,  I  should  be 
Wth  to  set  you  against  him.    For  my  own  part," 
the  added,  with  a  marked  emphasis,  "  I  hate  med- 
dling and  mischiefmaking." 
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"  Marry,  yes,  and  so  do  other  folk,  Sister  Bree* 
bate,  quite  as  much/1  observed  Aunt  Prateapace 
rather  sharply. 

"  Sister  Prateapace  !w  exclaimed  the  other,  er 
dently  taking  some  offence  at  the  interruption,  am 
regarding  the  interrupter  with  a  monstrous  sevea 
look. 

"  Ay,  I  maintain  it !"  cried  Sister  Prateapac* 
so  little  abashed  as  to  meet  the  gaze  with  one  of 
like  severity.     "  I  hate  meddling— perchance, 
wondrous  deal  more  than  they  who  are  ever  a  boas! 
ing  of  their  misliking  it,  and  yet  all  their  lives  lonj 
are  in  the  constant  humour  of  meddling.'1 

"  Why,  thou  slanderous  jade  thou,  how  darest  thoi 
affirm  I  am  in  a  constant  humour  of  meddling?' 
screamed  Sister  Breedbate,  her  red  face  turning 
purple.  Here  seemed  a  great  likelihood  of  quar 
relling  betwixt  the  two  sisters;  nevertheless,  » 
one  interfered.  In  truth,  these  squabbles  were  sue! 
every  -day  matters  betwixt  these  two,  that  had  the] 
met  without  disputing  it  would  have  been  accountec 
a  marvel. 

'*  Prythee  hold  thy  peace,  Sister  Prateapace !' 
said  Aunt  Gadabout,  turning  round  towards  her, 
with  a  sour  visage.  "  Thou  art  ever  making 
words.'1  Sister  Gadabout,  whenever  these  squab- 
bles took  place,  was  famous  for  sitting  still,  and 
ever  and  anon  saying  something  to  one  or  otbes 
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^iich  added  exceedingly  to  the  existing  ill  feeling 

wwixt  them.    Mayhap  this  was  as  pleasing  to 

kr  as  was  the  constant  quarrelling  agreeable  to 

*fa  other  two ;  for,  it  cannot  be  imagined,  they 

Would  take  so  much  trouble  to  find  a  cause  of 

•fctfe,  preferred  they  a  more  peaceable  living.    a  I 

know  not,  in  this  world,"  continued  she,  "  one  of 

•oeursed  a  temper." 

"Cursed  enough,  truly!"  added  Aunt  Breed- 
bate.  "  Heaven  preserve  me  from  such  shrewish- 
**«,  say  I P 

"  So  said  Goodman  Breedbate  a  week  after  his 
tturriage,  when  he  could  no  longer  abide  the  hor- 
rible misery  he   had  fallen  into/1   replied  Aunt 
Fniteapace,  with  a  familiar  nod  of  her  head  to  her 
*ogry  sister.     "  Doubtless,  since  his  precious  help- 
mate drove  him  away  from  his  home,  by  her 
^tolerably  violent  tongue — forty  year  come  Lam- 
foafr-he  hath  had  no  inclination  to  return,  and 
hue  more  of  it.    Truly,  he  hath  had  a  blessed 
wapeP 

M  Blessed  escape,  quotha !  "  cried  the  other, 
Kan*  able  to  speak,  she  was  in  so  deadly  a  rage. 
"  Bethinks  thou  hast  had  a  blessed  escape  of  the 
ta&gman.  It  is  not  all  wives  who  push  their  hus- 
kad*  into  mill-streams,  who  are  so  fortunate." 

"  1  marvel,  Sister  Breedbate,  thou  shouldst  utter 
80  horrible  a  slander/'  exclaimed  Aunt  Gadabout, 
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turning  as  sharply  to  her  as  she  had  a  minute  i 
to  the  other.    (<  Of  all  villanous  traducers  thou  a. 
surely  the  worst." 

"  There  cannot  be  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  the  wido 
of  Peter  Prateapace,  as  coolly  as  you  please.  «*  Bi 
as  it  is  in  her  nature,  it  cannot  well  be  helpe* 
Nevertheless,  it  is  greatly  to  be  lamented  she  shoal 
be  so  intent  On  mischief  as  to  injure  her  nearest  « 
kin,  rather  than  refrain  from  evil  speaking,  If  *k 
must  needs  have  some  villany  to  talk  of,  I  doul 
not  she  would  find  enough  for  her  complete  co>J 
tentation  in  certain  scandalous  proceedings  th* 
took  place,  I  know  not  how  many  years  sin^ 
wherein  one  Barnaby  Rackstraw,  a  club-foot^ 
thatcher,  of  no  great  repute,  from  Wilmington 
was  engaged  with  a  notable  shrew,  well  known  9 
these  jrarts,  who  drove  her  husband  from  his  horn* 
and  ..." 

u  Why,  thou  horrible  malefactor, thou !"  screame* 
the  other,  jumping  off  her  seat  as  though  bittec 
sharply  by  some  hungry  cur,  and  shaking  he* 
clenched  fist  so  furiously,  it  seemed  like  to  looses 
her  knuckles  for  the  next  month  to  come.  "  Dor 
dare  to  say  such  monstrous  things  of  me  ?  Had  I 
been  as  familiar  with  Barnaby  Rackstraw  as  werl 
thou  with  Ephraim  Clods,  the  one-eyed  delver ...,!' 

"  Ephraim  Clods  !  *  observed  her  sister,  like  one 
who  is  striving  to  recollect  something.     "  Ah !  I 
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remember  he,     The  poor  man  hath  been  dead  this 

thirty  year.    A  worthy  soul  and  an  honest.    He 

fiked  a  race  of  ginger  in  his  ale  as  well  as  ere  a 

Ban  in  Warwickshire,  and  was  smothered  by  the 

filing  of  the  earth  when  he  was  digging  a  well 

&r  Sir  Hugh  Clopton  at  the  New  Place.    What 

of  him,  good  sister?" 

*  What  of  him  1 "  cried  Aunt  Breedbate,  getting 
ttxxre  passionate  from  observing  the  other's  com- 
powtaess.    "  What  is  it  not  notorious  ..." 

"His  one  eye?"  inquired  Aunt  Prateapace. 
**  P  faith,  yes.  It  was  almost  as  much  talked  of 
**  a  certain  club-foot  after  it  had  been  seen  in  the 

grey  of  the  morning " 

What  further  scandal  might  have  been  said 
c*ooot  now  with  any  accurateness  be  ascertained, 
fa  a  stop  was  suddenly  put  to  this  sharp  speech, 
*°d  to  the  sharp  reply  which  it  was  easy  to  see 
**«  on  the  point  of  breaking  forth,  by  the  opening 
°f  the  door,  and  the  appearance  there  of  a  noble- 
coking,  soldier-like  gentleman,  very  bravely  ap- 
Pftr&lleled.    He  seemed  to  have  passed  the  best  of 
****  years  —  his  hair  and  beard  being  plentifully 
•prinkled  with  those  tokens  of  age  to  which  the 
^h  are  subject  equally  with  the  poor.     Neverthe- 
k«8,  his  eyes  had  a  merry,  wanton  twinkle  in  them, 
*hfch,  with   the   careless  expression   of  his  fine 
ltK>uth,  and  somewhat  prominent  nose,  showed  such 
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tokens  gave  him  no  manner  of  uneasiness.  E3 
visage  was  of  a  fresh,  sanguine  complexion,  ax 
wrinkled  somewhat— out  of  all  doubt  belongiffl 
more  to  the  court-gallant  than  to  the  country 
gentleman— -the  which  looked  more  apparent  whe 
the  observer  regarded  his  goodly  hat  and  featha 
with  a  jewel  set  in  it  of  the  last  fashion ;  his  ham 
some  doublet,  and  rich  satin  trunks,  with  oth< 
bravery  of  a  like  sort,  not  forgetting  the  vea 
soldier-like  quality  of  his  rapier  and  dagger. 

In  his  company  was  a  fair  youth,  of  some  ahcte* 
or  seventeen  years,  nearly  as  tall  as  he,  and  quJ 
as  bravely  clad.  Nevertheless,  though  so  yours 
his  look  lacked  the  bashfulness  and  ingenuouso* 
which  are  wont  to  be  seen  in  a  youthful  face. 

"  With  your  leave,  mistress,"  cried  the  eld* 
very  gallantly,  as  he  stepped  up  to  Anne,  tit* 
fully  equipped  for  her  journey,  and  gave  her  a  rig" 
courtly  salute. 

"  With  your  leave,  mistress!"  cried  the  youngs 
quite  as  gallantly  stepping  up  to  Susanna,  a* 
favouring  her  in  a  like  manner. 

"  By  Ovid,  mistress,  thy  lips  are  very  sugar 
exclaimed  the  old  gallant,  in  a  seeming  passional 
manner. 

"  Worthy  Sir  George,  I  am  much  bounden  I 
you,"  respectfully  replied  Anne,  with  her  bei 
courtesy.    Thereupon  the  knight  proceeded,  wit 
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0*  same  courteous  manner,  to  salute  her  three 
•ante,  who  were  standing  up,  all  smiles  and  cour- 
feoe^  striving  as  hard  as  they  might  to  look  as 
JQaooent  as  so  many  lambkins ;    and,  at  the  com- 
ponents Sir  George  uttered,  dropping  a  courtesy 
to  the  ground,  and  each,  as  simple  as  a  maid,  spoke 
W  thanks. 

"By  mine  own  captive  heart,  mistress,  there  is 
**>  hooey  like  to  those  most  ravishing  sweet  lips  !" 
esdiimed  the  young  gallant.      The  gentle  Su- 
■owa,  however,  took  not  her  salute  as  quietly  as 
did  her  mother.     Her   face  and  neck  were  pre- 
sently the  hue  of  the  rosiest  flower  eye  ever  beheld ; 
and,  instead  of  acknowledging  the  compliment  in 
Une  simple  maidenly  phrase,  she  stood  as  if  ready 
to  rink  into  the  ground  with  shamefacedness,  and 
feed  her  beautiful,  fair  eyes  on  her  taper  fingers  as 
thigh  the  flour  which  clung  to  them  was  some 
▼iUanous  thing   or   another   that  might  witness 
tpioft  her  very  disparagingly. 

"What,  Cousin  Hugh!  — art  planet-struck?" 
end  Sir  George,  slapping  the  youth  on  the  back, 
88  he  approached  the  abashed  maiden,  doubt- 
k*  with  the  intent  of  behaving  to  her  in  the 
*&»  courtly  fashion  as  he  had  used  to  the  others. 
WF  faith,  but  methinks  thou  hast  good  cause  for 
rt>  added  he,  gazing  on  her  blushing  beauties  with 
00  Was  admiration  than  had  his  young  cousin ;  then, 
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addressing  her  with  more  show  of  sincerity  than  b 
had  employed  towards  the  others,  he  continued, "  J 
pray  you,  suffer  an  old  soldier,  who  hath  just  re- 
turned from  a  long  and  arduous  service  amongst 
barbarous  Irish  kerns  and  gallon-glasses,  as  aft 
recompense  for  all  the  dangers  he  hath  passed,  to 
taste  so  tempting  a  cate  as  that  most  delicate  rosy 
mouth/'  Thereupon  the  knight  drew  Susanna  to- 
wards him,  and,  stooping  down  as  he  took  off  bis 
jewelled  hat,  saluted  her  with  as  great  an  air  of  re- 
spect as  she  had  been  the  daughter  of  a  sovereign 
prince. 

"  And  who  is  this  tercel  gentle  ?"  inquired  Si 
George 

"An  it  please  you,  Sir  George,  she  is  * 
other  than  mine  own  daughter/'  replied  Anne. 

"  What  a  child  of  my  excellent  worthy  frie* 
Will?"  asked  he,  turning  to  her  again  with  a  plea* 
astonishment. 

"Indeed  is  she,  an  it*  please  your  lordshif 
goodness/'  said  Aunt  Prateapace,  bustling  forwaJ 
with  some  officiousness ;  "  which  cannot  be  gat 
sayed  of  any  man,  gentle  or  simple,  seeing  they  1 
as  like  as  are  two  peas  in  the  same  pod.** 

"  He  must  needs  be  a  marvellous  happy  man, 
observed  the  knight. 

"Ay,  that  is  he,  I'll  be  bound,*  here  put  i 
Aunt  Gadabout,  with  some  eagerness.     "Yoi 


THE  8ECRET  PASSION.  237 

fooooraMe  worship  doth  not  know  the  happiness 
be  bath.  T  faith  he  shall  be  as  happy  as  a  sand- 
boy, an  it  will  be  your  worship's  desire/' 

aTYuly,  my  good  dame,*  answered  Sir  George, 
"if  he  be  as  happy  as  he  deserves  to  be,  he  can 
iaie  nothing  to  wish  for." 

"Lord  warrant  us,  there  is  a  notable  sweet  say- 
tog  now !"  exclaimed  Aunt  Breedbait,  her  harsh 
features  subdued  as  nearly  into  an  expression  of 
cheerfulness  as  was  possible.  "  I  would  the  worthy 
Ban  were  here,  to  hear  your  honour's  estimation  of 

"Tell  me  where  he  is,  I  pry  thee,  for  I  must  needs 
have  speech  with  him,"  said  the  knight 

"Judith  !"  cried  Anne  to  her  younger  daughter, 
^bo  stood  at  her  side,  striving  in  vain  to  court  the 
Mice  of  either  of  the  gallants,  "  show  these  noble 
gentlemen  to  the  orchard,  where  your  father  is." 

But  Judith  seemed  not  inclined  to  do  any  thing 
°f  the  sort.  Indeed,  fancying  herself  to  have  been 
Neglected,  she  immediately  determined  not  to  stir  a 
*kp.  She  was  again  requested  by  her  mother, 
tat  seemed  as  though  she  heard  it  not,  for  she 
fcept  making  folds  in  her  dress,  as  though  that 
■bould  be  her  only  employment. 

"Nay,  an  it  be  your  good  pleasure,  dame,"  said 
8t George,  observing  the  child's  reluctance,  "let 
°<&  guide  be  our  sweet  acquaintance  here.'" 
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"  An  it  please  you,  noble  sir,"  murmured  Su- 
sanna, who  had  recovered  somewhat  of  her  con- 
fidence, and  was  desirous  her  sister  should  be 
noticed,  "my  sister  Judith  will  willingly  fulfil  your 
honourable  wishes.7"  She  had,  however,  scarce 
uttered  the  words,  when  the  spoiled  child,  no  le* 
rudely  than  briefly,  put  a  negative  on  her  assertion. 
Susanna  then,  to  take  off  all  attention  from  such 
uncivilness,  at  once  led  the  way  out  of  the  housa* 
and,  opening  the  wicket  of  the  orchard,  pointed  to 
a  figure  seated  reading  beneath  a  tree  at  sob* 
distance,  and  with  a  humble  yet  graceful  courtesy 
returned  to  put  her  bread  into  the  oven. 

The  two  gallants  proceeded  quickly  towards  ti* 
tree,  and  there  assuredly  was  Master  Shakspeare, 
and  there  also  at  his  feet  was  Talbot,  each  appa- 
rently, in  the  other's  society,  forgetful  of  the  gi** 
loss  they  had  sustained.  Both  rose  at  the  appear- 
ance of  strangers  with  a  manner  as  though,  in  their 
secret  hearts,  they  took  their  coming  as  an  fl** 
seasonable  interruption  to  their  meditations,  tb 
poor  hound  retiring  backward  a  little  as  thong 
he  was  in  no  mood  for  any  familiarities ;  a  toud 
ing  contrast  to  the  cheerful  manner  with  whi* 
he  was  ever  wont  to  welcome  any  of  his  masts* 
friends. 

*  Sir  George  Carew  !"  exclaimed  Master  Shal 
speare,  his  pallid  features  brightening  under  ft 
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inflnenceof  the  most  cheerful  of  smiles,  as  he  seized 

the  hand  that  was  stretched  out  for  him,  and  shook 

it  ray  heartily. 
"And  pur  fast  friend,  be  assured,  Will,"  said 

George,  with  a  famous  sincerity;   "and  here  is 

cousin  Clopton,  who  is  going  with  me  to  court,  and, 
if  it  please  her  majesty,  he  shall  smell  powder 
toon— that  is,  if  he  hath  stomach  for  fighting,  and 
fiketh  his  kinsman  for  his  commander." 

*  I  am  assured  Master  Clopton  will  do  credit  to 
to  ancestors,"  observed  Master  Shakspeare,  cour- 
teously ;  "  and,  with  so  notable  an  example  before 
him  for  all  the  qualities  of  good  soldiership,  as  he 
hath  in  Sir  George  Carew,  his  career  in  arms 
OH«t  needs  be  a  glorious  one." 

"That  is  kindly  said,  Will,"  replied  the  knight, 
*and  kindly  meant,  I  will  wager  my  life  for  it, 
eke  it  would  not  have  been  spoken  by  so  generous 
*  spirit  as  Will  Shakspeare.  But  cousin  Clopton 
Burt  to  the  wars,  and  endeavour  with  his  sword  to 
gain  what  divers  of  his  family  have  lost.  Here  hath 
'the  New  Place'  been  sold  that  hath  belonged  to 
fem  since  old  Sir  Hugh  built  it  in  the  reign  of 
Henry  the  Seventh,  all  for  the  lack  of  a  little 
pestilent  coin." 

"There  is  strange  news  at  court,  Will,"  added 
Sir  George,  taking  Master  Shakspeare  by  the  arm, 
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and  walking  with  him  apart.     "  My  Lord  Soi 
ampton...." 

"  What  of  him  F1  eagerly  cried  the  other. 

"  He  hath  been  so  rash  as  to  wed  Mist 
Varnon,  despite  her  Highnesses  commands  to 
contrary." 

"  Well  ?"  said  Master  Shakspeare  impatientl 

"  And  the  Queen  in  great  wrath  hath  lod 
them  both  in  the  Tower.  I  fear  me  neither 
escape  easily,  for  it  is  said  she  is  more  for 
against  them  than  was  she  with  Raleigh  for  a 
offence.  I  grieve  for  the  sweet  lady  he  1 
chosen,  and  I  grieve  for  him  also,  for  in  trot 
liked  him  well." 

"  He  had  a  heart,  Sir  George,  as  noble  as 
name !"  cried  his  companion  with  a  deep  ean 
ness. 

"  Ay,  that  had  he,  I  am  assured.  And  he 
a  true  friend  to  you,  Will,  for  I  have  oft  heard 
speak  of  you,  as  though  no  other  man  was  so 
esteemed  of  him." 

"  He  had  a  most  princely  disposition,  and 
acted  towards  me  no  less  worthily  than  he  spo 
said  his  friend. 

«  Well !  I  wish  him  well  out  of  his  pn 
lodging !" 

"  Amen,  Sir  George,  with  all  my  heart !" 
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u  There  is  the  most  singular  business  connected 

with  this  marriage  that  ever  was  heard  of,"  added 

tte  knight  in  a  livelier  tone.    "  It  is  said  my  lord 

could  not  have  succeeded  in  his  measures,  had  he 

*rt  got  important  assistance  from  a  certain  master 

tf  music,  who— mark  the  exquisite  policy  of  it, 

Till— got  admittance  to  the  house  of  the  lady's 

kinswoman— as  ancient  a  piece  of  goods  as  ever 

**met  with ;  and,  what  think  3'ou  ?  by  this  hand 

k  brought  my  lord  with  him,  and  by  means  of 

some  disguise  passed  him  off  as  his  boy ;  and,  to 

tep  the  old   gentlewoman's   attention  from  the 

Wre,  did  pursue  a  suit  of  his  own  to  her  with 

•uch  vehemency,   that  speedily  she   had  neither 

*J«s,  heart,  nor  tongue,  for  any  but  the  master  of 

ttoiic.    She  hath  made  such  bitter  complaints  to 

tte  Queen  of  the  jest  that  hath  been  played  her, 

that  her  Highness  became  in  a  towering  passion, 

•ad  issued  orders  for  his  instant  apprehension — 

lowing  he  should  smart  for  it ;  but  the  wonder  of 

tt  is,  search  hath  been  made  throughout  the  king- 

tfoa  with  a  most  minute  description  of  this  Mas- 

**r  Dulcimer's  person,  manners,  and   dress,    and 

there  hath  been  no  such  a  musician  seen  or  heard 

of: 

Master  Shakspeare  had  a  great  to  do  to  main- 
*°  the  unconcern  and  gravity  of  his  aspect, 
during  this  speech.  '  At  last  he  mastered  his  in- 

*ol.  1.  M 


"■IU  the  secret  passion*. 

clination  for  mirth,  and  quietly  inquired  if  those* 
who  had  been  in  search  of  the  master  of  music  Lad- 
found  trace  of  him. 

"  None,  and  the  mystery  is  such,  it  hath  beecm. 
shrewdly  hinted,  my  lord  hath  had  recourse  to  that 
powers  of  darkness,  and  the  ancient  damsel  is  now 
frightening  herself  out  of  her  seven  senses  witb 
the  horrible  apprehension  she  hath  been  enamoured 
of  the  devil." 

At  this  Master  Shakspeare  could  contain  him- 
self no  longer,  but  burst  out  into  as  hearty  a  laugh 
as  ever  was  heard,  in  the  which  Sir  George  Can*' 
joined*  in  as  perfect  an  abandonment,  and  they 
too  continued  for  some  time  longer  making  light 
of  Aunt  Deborah's  passion.  Nevertheless,  one  *■* 
more  concerned  than  he  appeared,  for  the  news  <* 
Lord  Southampton's  imprisonment  in  the  Tower* 
with  the  exquisite  sweet  creature  he  had  married, 
was  exceeding  ill  news  to  him,  and  he  scarce  heard 
of  it,  ere  he  fell  to  considering  the  best  means  for 
securing  his  liberation. 

The  penalties  he  had  already  drawn  upon  him- 
self in  seeking  to  secure  his  friend's  happiness,  he 
thought  not  of  for  a  moment.  He  remembered 
only  the  prodigal  kindness  with  which  that  friend 
had  regarded  him,  when  such  behaviour  was  of 
the  highest  consequence  to  the  advancement  of  his 
fortunes,  and  that  the  generous  spirit  to  whom  he 
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*as  so  indebted  was  chafing  within  the  miserable 

°°fflpus  of  four  stone  walls. 
AH  this    time    Master  Clopton    was   striving 

earnestly  to  be  on  good  acquaintance  with  Talbot, 
rot  for  a  long  space  his  commendations  and 
puttings  were  little  heeded.  Indeed,  as  though 
the  poor  beast  wanted  no  such  company,  he  more 
fan  once  removed  himself  from  the  young  Squire's 
neighbourhood  ;  but  the  latter  would  by  no  means 
bso  easily  kept  at  a  distance,  for  he  liked  the 
noble  appearance  of  the  dog.  Talbot  had  too 
pod  a  heart  to  resist  long  any  seeming  kindness 
where  he  suspected  no  ill,  and  at  last  the  "  Ho 
Talbot  P'  ««  Brave  Talbot !"  was  listened  to  with 
that  wave  of  the  tail  which  denoteth  satisfaction 
in  such  animals,  and  a  little  while  after  he  allowed 
himself  to  be  handled  with  more  familiarity  than 
he  would  previously  have  suffered.  In  the  end, 
the  two  seemed  to  have  come  to  a  tolerable  under- 
standing. 

After  Sir  George  Carew  had — for  he  would  take 
no  denial — made  Master  Shakspeare  promise  to 
J°in  a  few  friends  on  a  certain  day,  who  were 
curing  to  eat  venison  with  him  at  Clopton  Hall, 
**  he  returned  to  the  wars,  they  walked  leisurely 
to  the  house,  young  Clopton  and  Talbot  following 
*t  a  little  distance.  They  were  in  the  garden,  when 
flfcy  were  suddenly  stopped  by  hearing  through 
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an  open  casement  close  to  which  they  had 
preached,  a  musically  sweet  voice  carolling  the 
lowing  ditty. 

THE  BEGUILING  OF  THE  BIRD. 

"  What  ho,  silly  wanton!  why  wouldst  thou  away, 

With  thy  feathers  so  glossy  and  fine  ? 
Here  are  cates  of  the  best,  come  and  taste  them  I  pra] 

Come  enjoy  this  brave  feast  whilst  tis  thine.'* 
So  spoke  a  bold  fowler, — (in  sooth  a  fair  speech,) 

His  nets  the  whilst  spreading  with  care ; 
Bat  the  bird  'mongst  the  branches  kept  out  of  his 

And  woold  not  be  caoght  in  the  snare. 


*'  Ah  me,  what  a  carol !"  he  cunningly  said, 

As  her  throat  gave  its  tones  sweet  and  clear. 
"  Oh,  I  would,  matchless  singer,  thou  wert  not  afraid,  — ~ 

Half  thy  skill  now  escapeth  mine  ear.*' 
Well  pleased  with  his  praises,  now  closer  she  drew, 

Her  song  in  his  hearing  to  get; 
As  he  flattered,  still  nearer  and  nearer  she  flew. 

And,  lo !  was  enclosed  in  the  net!" 

Sir  George  peeped  through  the  casement.  The*-^7* 
was  no  one  in  the  chamber  but  Susanna.     She  w^10 
left  alone  as  usual,  whilst  her  aunt3  and  her  moth^^r 
and  sister  were  gone  a-pleasuring,  and  there  ' 
she  solacing  herself  at  her  spinning-wheel  with 
spirit  as  blithe  as  her  voice  was  melodious. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Gene  is  not  lettred  that  no  we  is  made  a  lord©, 
Nor  eche  a  clerke  that  hath  a  benefice : 

They  are  not  all  lawyers  that  plees  do  record©, 
All  that  are  promoted  are  not  fully  wise, 
On  suche  chaonce  now  fortune  throwes  her  dice. 

Barclay's  Ship  of  Fools. 

Oh !  sister  An,  what  dremes 
Be  these  that  me  tormente !    Thus  afraide , 
What  new  come  gest  unto  oar  realrae  ys  come ! 
Surrey's  Virgil. 

u  Launcelot  ( "•  bawled  a  sharp  voice,  in  as  loud 

*  P*tch  as  ever  angry  woman  used.    No  reply 

***>Wed.     t€  Launce,  I  say  !    thou  lazy  variety* 

^^nued  she,  lowering  of  her  key  not  a  jot.   "  Here 

*  he  five  o'  the  clock,  and  thou  a-bed.    An  thou 

**  !K>t  stirring  in  a  presently,  I'll  cudgel  thee 

*ithfo  an  inch  of  thy  life  !" 
14  Coming,  mistress !"  replied  a  boy,  raising  him- 

*tt  on  his  elbow  from  a  heap  of  rushes  and  sha- 

*toQ  in  the  corner  of  an  upper  chamber  in  the 
^of  of  the  house,  lighted  only  by  a  small  window. 
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The  coarse  coverlet  that  fell  from  his  shoulders  cl 
closed  to  view  the  same  fat,  foolish  visage,  thifrvs 
made  known  to  the  reader  in  the  opening  chaptsor 
this  volume,  as  belonging  to  a  boy  known  tfaioqg 
out  Stratford  as  Bagged  Launce.  Hk 
now  was  extending  itself  in  a  jawn  which 
ened  to  make  the  little  nose  above  it— the  poi 
whereof,  by  nature,  had  a  singular  conceited  laid 
nation  upwards  —  dissolve  into  the  chubby  W 
cheeks,  that  with  no  particular  show  of  dsta* 
ness  pressed  against  it  on  either  ride.  An  a*l 
wrapped  in  a  shirt  sleeve,  no  less  soiled  than  10 
ged,  was  about  the  same  time  drawn  out,  and  * 
hand  commenced  scratching,  with  a  lazy  motoX 
a  head,  evidently  unused  to  other  comb  or  brU 
than  the  owner  had  store  of  at  his  fingers9  ends. 

There  was  scarce  light  sufficient  to  distinguJ 
the  candle-end  stuck  in  a  bottle  that  was  upon 
old  box,  the  ballads  against  the  wall,  or  the  rus 
drawings,  with  a  bit  of  charcoal,  that  covered  eve 
side  of  the  room,  whereof  the  principal  seemed 
be  that  of  a  woman  in  divers  ridiculous  attituds 
and  undesirable  situations.     Nevertheless,  besid 
these,  a  few  articles  of  wearing-apparel  lay 
disorder  upon  the  floor,  with  a  goodly  commodi 
of  nut -shells,  apple -cores,  cherry-stones,  smf 
bones,  bits  of  crust,  cheese-parings,  and  the  lik 
doubtless  the  remnants  of  sundry  feasts  gone  b 
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*hich  the  sole  inhabitant  of  the  chamber  had  en- 
joyed in  solitary  contentation. 

Launce  still  reclined  on  his  elbow,  in  a  state  half 
vfeep  and  half  awake.  Yawn  followed  yawn  with 
fitfle  intermission ;  and  the  scratching  of  the  head 
*te  only  occasionally  varied  by  a  slight  rubbing  of 
the  knuckles  against  the  eyes,  or  a  stretching  out 
of  the  arm  to  its  full  extent.  In  short,  he  went 
through  all  the  manoeuvres  of  one  who  hath  been 
Curbed  in  his  slumber  ere  he  hath  had  enough  of 
*t>  and  is  marvellously  inclined  to  obtain  the  defi- 
tfcncy.  In  the  last  yawn,  his  elbow  slipped  from 
noder  him,  and  his  head  quietly  dropped  upon  it ; 
the  outstretched  arm  sunk  at  his  side,  and  in  a 
flxxnent  he  was  in  as  deep  a  sleep  as  tired  appren- 
tice ewer  had. 

Mayhap  be  was  dreaming  of  some  good  sport 
*fth  his  fellows,  in  a  holiday  stroll  to  Pimlico 
fch,  or  a  famous  pennyworth  for  his  own  parti- 
cular delectation  all  among  the  pleasant  fields  of 
Islington.  Yet  it  mattered  not  of  what  his  dream 
bright  be,  for  he  was  scarce  well  into  it  when  he 
**s  disturbed  with  so  main  a  cry  that  he  jumped 
clean  out  of  the  coverlet,  to  the  manifest  disclo- 
**r*  of  certain  lower  garments  of  coarse  texture, 
■Hfch  the  worse  for  wear,  of  the  which  he  had  not 
**ken  the  trouble  to  divest  himself  when  seeking 
°f  W*  proper  rest  the  previous  night. 
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"Launce!  Launce !  thou  lazy  caitiff!  F 
rouse  thee,  I  warrant  me,  ere  thou  art  a  minut 
older." 

"  I  be  tiring  myself,  mistress,  and  shall  be  dow 
straight,  and  it  please  you/9  replied  the  boy,  in  i 
mild,  deprecating  kind  of  voice,  as  he  left  off  awhl 
scratching,  and  rubbing,  and  stretching  of  himael 
—ever  and  anon  giving  a  slight  shiver,  as  thougl 
he  were  none  of  the  hottest,  to  twitch  up  hi 
darned  hose  and  patched  breeches,  bearing  witnee 
of  many  a  soil  and  much  hard  service. 

"Til  tire  thee,  by  the  rood!"  exclaimed  tl 
same  female  who  had  spoken  before.  "  Did  I » 
tell  thee  over-night  to  be  up  betimes,  because 
my  desiring  to  go  with  my  worthy  neighbours 
see  the  Queen's  Highness  enter  the  city  return! 
from  a  progress,  and,  as  I  am  an  honest  worn* 
this  is  the  fifth  time  thou  hast  played  me  t 
sluggard's  trick  since  my  first  calling.  But  ai 
be  tricked  any  more  in  such  sort,  I'll  give  my  he 
to  play  at  bowls  with." 

"  Nay,  o*  my  life,  mistress,  I  be  putting  on  i 
jerkin  !"  cried  the  apprentice,  with  a  very  mo 
strous  earnestness,  as  he  caught  up  that  part 
his  apparel  from  the  floor,  and  proceeded  to  p 
his  arms  through  the  sleeves  with  something  mc 
of  wakefulness  than  he  had  shown  heretofoi 
Whilst  so  employed,  he  seemed  to  listen  attentive 


Apparently  all  was  quiet  in  the  lower  chamber,  for 

te  slackened  considerably  in  his  hurry  of  apparel- 

and  the  earnestness  of  his  features 

gave  place  to  a  roguish  impudency  and  boyish 

ttnning. 

"  The  old  hawk  sticks  to  her  perch !"  muttered 

***  with  a  grin  of  exquisite  self-congratulation. 

'  fiateth  as  she  may,  she  liketh  no  more  leaving 

****  roost  thus  early,  of  a  pestilent  raw  morning, 

tfumdol." 

Saying  this,  he  sauntered  leisurely  towards   the 

***ttU  window  that  looked  out  into  the  street, 

^iiich  he  opened  carefully ;  then,  suddenly  spying 

°f  a  boy,  who  looked  to  be  about  his  own  age,  on 

***«  opposite  side,  leaning  on  his  arms  on  the  win- 

^ow-sill,  over-against  him,  watching  a  couple  of 

^^ts  on  a  neighbouring  roof,  he  snatched  up  one 

0**  the  sundry  rotten  apples  that  lay  together  on 

W*«  box,  and  flung  it  with  all  his  force  at  the 

^oj's  head ;  doubtless  the  aim  was  a  true  one,  for 

tlie  varlet,  with  a  half-audible  chuckle,  hastily 

**ouched  down,  so  as  to  be  out  of  sight  of  him  he 

***A  thrown  at,  and  there  for  a  second  or  two 

^mained,  striving  hard  to  repress  a  violent  burst 

of  mischievous  laughter. 

Presently  he  raised  himself  slowly,  as  if  with  a 
****  of  reconnoitering  the  position  of  the  assailed 
P^i  but,  to  all  appearance,  the  latter  was  fami- 

m5 
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liar  with  his  mode  of  warfare,  and  was  right-wil-^ 
ling  to  return  the  attack,  for  Launce  had  scared 
got  his  shaggy  pole  over  the  base  of  the  open  case — 
ment,  when  an  old  cabbage-stump  came  whizzing^ 
over  it,  with  a  force  which,  had  it  been  less  hastily 
discharged,  might,  thick  as  it  was,  have  done  it  i 
slight  damagement. 

"  O'  my  life,  well  thrown,  Martin  I"  crie 
Launce,  with  a  taunting  sort  of  laugh,  the  whiclm. 
the  other  could  hear  well  enough.  "  Wounds !  aim. 
I  were  a  Shrovetide  cock,  I  would  pray  righ^^ 
heartily  for  such  thorough  aimstraights." 

"I  would  thou  wert!"   replied  the  opposite* 
boy.     "  But  cock,  or  no  cock,  here's  at  thy  cocks — 
comb  !"  and,  ere  Launce  was  well  aware,  a  missile 
of  the  like  sort  as  was  thrown  at  him  awhile  sinc^ 
came  against  his  luckless  pole  with  such  force  ^ 
that  he  was  fain  to  cry  out  from  the  smart.    A- 
loud  clear  laugh,  across  the  street,  was  all  he  go* 
for  his  hurt  in  the  way  of  sympathy. 

"  Cock-a-doodle-doo !"  screamed  the  merry 
knave,  like  a  very  chanticleer,  exulting  at  th^ 
manner  he  had  answered  the  other's  sarcasfl*- 
"  Body  o'  me,  but  thou  makest  a  brave  cock* 
Launce.  Pry  thee  wait  till  I  can  get  me  another 
stump,  and  1  will  knock  thee  off  thy  legs  so  pre*' 
tily  thou  shalt  fancy  nought  ever  after  but  turfr' 
ing  of  such  delicate  summersets." 
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"Slife,  an  I  do  not  pay  thee  for  that,  call  me  a 

pdded  hedgehog !"  replied  Launce,  in  some  rage, 

potting  his  hand  tenderly  to  the  bruised  part : — 

"ierc  be  a  lump  coming,  of  I  know  not  what 

*ze;  but  let  me  catch  thee ;  I'll  warrant  thou 

*baltl»TO  as  famous  a  drubbing  .  .  .  ." 

"Dost  talk  of  drubbing,  thou  worthless  varlet !" 

Claimed  a  voice  close  to  him,  that  made  him 

<)u*ke  from  head  to  foot.    A  woman,  apparently 

°f  a  goodly  size,  but  so  wrapped  in  a  huge  cloak 

thrown  over  her  petticoat,  her  figure  could  not 

fiuriy  be  told,  and  wearing  so  vinegar  an  aspect 

withal,  it  might  have  done  monstrous  good  ser- 

Wce  in  the  way  of  pickling,  was  at  his  elbow. 

11  Dost  talk  of  drubbing!"  she  continued  ;  "  Til 
fi*Tibthee,  i'  faith  !"  and  thereupon  began  raining 
^own  upon  Launce's  devoted  head,  with  all  the 
"^i^our  of  her  brawny  arm,  such  abundant  store  of 
"lows,  as  might  have  sufficed  a  flagellating  friar 
***r  a  whole  year.  He  roared  most  lustily  ;  no 
^own-bull  could  have  done  so  more  to  the  life  ;  but 
tile  offended  Tabitha  heeded  his  cries  and  suppli- 
cations no  more  than  a  cat  heeds  the  squeaking  of 
**  mouse  she  is  about  to  make  her  repast  of. 

"Have  I  not  been  bawling  myself  hoarse  for  thee 

***ie  two  hours  !"  said  she  to  him  in  a  manner 

^•t  could  not  be  gainsayed.    "  Did  I  not  tell 

*hee  over-night  to  be  sure  to  be  stirring  betimes, 
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for  that  I  was  bent  on  going  to  witness  the 
goodly  pageants  that  are  to  be  seen  to-day  in  ho- 
nour of  our* admirable  sweet  queen  ?— and,  instead 
of  getting  the  shop  swept  and  dusted,  and  the 
goods  set  in  order,  and  the  house  opened,  and  the 
fire  lit  in  the  kitchen,  and  all  things  made  read] 
for  what  company  may  come,  thou  art  at  thy  old 
tricks,  and  be  hanged  to  thee  !  Get  thee  to  th) 
work  on  the  instant !  Well  deservest  thou  the 
name  thou  art  known  by.  Thou  art  Lazy  Launce, 
with  a  vengeance.  But  Til  have  no  idle  'prentices 
An  I  catch  thee  at  these  pranks  again,  it  shall  go 
worse  with  thee,  I'll  warrant.  Troop,  sirrah, 
whilst  thou  hast  a  whole  skin,  for  my  fingers  di 
itch  to  be  at  thee." 

Launce  had  vainly  essayed,  with  a  marvelloi 
prodigality  of  writhings  and  twistings,  to  get  fin* 
Of  his  mistress's  powerful  grasp,  whilst  she  wj 
displaying  so  much  at  his  expense  her  eloquent 
and  vigour ;  and,  so  soon  as  he  found  her  ho* 
relax,  he  bounded  out  of  her  reach,  and  fled  do^ 
the  narrow  stairs  with  the  speed  of  a  liberated  r^ 
But  he  had  not  got  so  easily  quit  of  her  as  3 
imagined.  Ere  he  had  reached  the  kitchen,  whi^ 
was  a  long  irregular  chamber,  at  the  back  of  tl 
house,  and  served  for  the  general  eating-room,  ^ 
heard  her  voice  bawling  to  him  to  return.  Tfc 
he  did  with  some  misgiving,  and  an  infinite  la* 
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of  speed,  for  there  was  that  in  its  tones  which 
seemed  to  bode  him  no  good. 

€t  Prythee  how  came  these  figures  here?"  asked 
she,  with  a  look  that  appeared  to  the  unhappy 
Iterance  to  threaten  killing  by  inches.    His  mis- 
tress pointed  to  a  ridiculous  effigy  of  herself  car- 
ried pick-a-back  on  a  personage,   who,   by  his 
horns  and  tail,  was  evidently  intended  to  represent 
the  arch  enemy  of  mankind ;  whilst  another  demon 
of  the  like  sort  was  preparing  to  thrust  a  pitch- 
fork into  her  flesh,  in  a  part  of  it  that  looked  to 
offer  the  firmest  hold.    A  little  further  on  was  the 
same  female  figure  hajging  on  a  gallows,  whilst  a 
whole  circle  of  devils  were  portrayed  fantastically 
dancing  just  beneath  her.     Above  was  written,  in 
large  uneven  letters  of  the  strangest  shape  eye  ever 
met  with: — 

"  With  thy  dog's  note  and  pig's  eyes, 

H*  devil  bath  got  a  notable  prize ; 

Tfou'rt  a  jade  that's  ever  a  bawling  and  banging, 

Aod  I  warrant  thoo'lt  be  none  the  worse  for  a  good  hanging." 

h  another  place,  a  monstrous  cat  was  drawn, 
*emfoglyat  death's  door,  and  underneath  these 
^  were  writ:— 

«•  The  shabby, 

Scabby, 

Flabby-dabby, 

old 

Tabby;1' 
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the  last  word  in  larger  characters  than  the  others 
and  doubtless  meant  to  be  the  familiar  abbreviation 
of  the  good  Tabitha's  name. 

"  How  came  these  villanous  figures  here  ?"  t* 
peated  she,  in  a  louder  key,  to  her  trembling  o-l 
prentice. 

u  Nay,  o'  my  life,  mistress,  I  know   not 
replied  Launce,  looking  the  very  picture  of  virtue** 
astonishment  and  indignation. 

"Thou  abominable  young  villain,  thou...!'*  e& 
claimed  the  enraged  woman,  grasping  with  oC 
hand  the  long  hair  of  her  apprentice,  whilst  in  tb 
other  she  held  a  stick  she  had  snatched  from 
corner,  the  which  she  lost  no  time  in  putting  aero* 
his  shoulders  with  a  right  good  will  in  every  strok' 
Her  tongue,  too,  was  excellently  well  exercised  tb 
whilst. 

"  Dost  thou  dare  write  such  horrid  libels  of  oc*< 
thy  too  indulgent  mistress  !  Have  I  a  dog's  no^4 
caitiff?  answer  me  that.  Have  I  pig's  eyes,  th*3 
perjured  reprobate  !  Wouldst  thou  have  me  hang^4 
forsooth!  I'll  shabby  thee!  I'll  scabby  the^ 
I'll  flabby-dabby  thee  with  a  vengeance!  An 
leave  an  inch  of  thy  pestilent  skin  innocent  of  t^ 
cudgel,  I'll  give  thee  leave  to  carry  on  thy  scur^ 
jests  till  domesday  !" 

As  every  sentence  here  put  down  was  end^ 
with  a  blow,  the  only  answer  Mistress  Tabitha  g^ 
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I  web  that  in  its  tones  which 
ao  good* 

these  figures  here?"  asked 

it  appeared  to  the  unhappy 

|  killing  by  inches .     His  mis- 

iculous  effigy  of  herself  car- 

a  personage,  who,  by  his 

iently  intended  to  represent 

ikind ;  whilst  another  demon 

preparing  to  thrust  a  pitch- 

a  part  of  it  that  looked  to 

A  little  further  on  was  the 

Jging  on  a  gallows,  whilst  a 

were  portrayed  fantastically 

her.     Above  was  written,  in 

!  the  strangest  shape  eye  ever 

pd  pig's  eyea, 
bJe  pri m ; 

r  a  bawling  and  banging. 
)  none  the  worse  for  a  good  hanging/' 

[a  monstrous  eat  was  drawn, 
door,  and  underneath  these 


|  The  shabby, 
sahhy , 

abby-dabby, 
old 
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on  a  huge  table,  where  many  lights  were  a  burnii 
stitchiDg  away  upon  divers  garments  before  th 
with  a  most  commendable  speed. 

Scarce  had  he  shown  himself,  ere  Launce  i 
hailed  by  all  present  as  a  familiar  and  perchanc 
welcome  acquaintance ;  none  failing  to  attemp 
merry  jest  at  his  expense.  Launce  lit  his  cam 
as  though  he  was  so  crestfallen  of  his  late  beat 
he  had  not  a  word  to  throw  away  on  a  dog,  1 
not  even  on  a  tailor ;  but,  as  he  was  on  the  eve 
departing,  he  slowly  pushed  the  hot  iron,  with  wh 
one  had  that  moment  been  flattening  the  seams 
a  doublet,  against  the  bare  toe  peeping  out  of 
ragged  hose  of  him  who  seemed  to  possess  a  grea 
commodity  of  jokes  than  the  others ;  and,  as  he 
screaming  with  the  greatness  of  the  pain — star 
back  with  a  force  which  laid  his  neighbour  on 
back,  and  put  all  his  fellows  into  a  sudden  ten 
the  boy,  with  a  loud  laugh,  whisked  out  of  i 
chamber,  jumped  over  the  paling,  and  was  sc 
engaged  upon  his  duties  in  the  kitchen,  as  light 
heart,  from  the  remembrance  of  the  trick  he  1 
played  Toby  Snipkin,  as  though  he  knew  not  wl 
a  beating  meant. 

It  should  here  be  made  known  to  the  courts 
reader,  that  Mistress  Tabitha  Thatchpole  carr 
on  the  art  and  mystery  of  a  capper,  in  a  goo 
tenement  situated  in  Golden  Lane,  Barbican ;  i 
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*hich  excellent  calling  her  father,  honest  Barnabas 
***etchpole,  had  pursued  in  good  repute  till  his 
tfeajh,  leaving  it,  and  all  the  profits  thereunto  ap- 
pertaining, to  his  beloved  daughter  and  sole  heiress, 
tbe  estimable  Mistress  Tabitha  Thatchpole  afore- 
said.  How  it  came  to  pass,  that,  with  so  tempting 
tf*  addition  as  this  trade  in  caps,  to  a  visage  and 
person  by  no  means  of  the  ordinary  sort  —  the 
former  having  a  striking  resemblance  to  that  of  a 
and-boy's  horse,  and  the  latter  being  built  much 
after  the  fashion  of  a  coal-barge  —  the  name  of 
Tabitha  Thatchpole  should  have  clung  to  her  even 
after  her  lease  of  it  had  been  protracted  beyond 
half  a  century,   remaineth  the   most  incompre- 
hensible of  mysteries.   Certain  is  it,  she  had  strove 
^  that  a  poor  woman  could  to  alter  this  unde- 
niable state  of  things.    She  first  sought  the  young, 
who  would  have  none  of  her ;  then  aspired  to  the 
I|Jiddle-aged,  who  gave  her  as  little  comfort ;  and 
**ow  very  mightily  affected  the  old,  with  a  despe- 
**teness,  the  exceeding  desperate  nature  of  the 
°**e  seemed  to  give  her  excellent  warrant  for. 

She  was  a  great  furtherer  of  all  manner  of  merry 
'Stings,  both  at  her  own  house  and  in  those  of 
*^  neighbours,  in  which  her  ostensible  object  was 
*°  bring  young  people  together,  in  whose  happiness 
•he  professed  a  marvellous  interest.  When  she 
•^  succeeded  in  getting  her  female  friends  conve- 
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niently  disposed  of,  she  would,  with  an  amiableness 
to  which  no  pen  can  do  justice,  sit  herself  by  the 
6ide  of  any  respectable  grey-beard  widower  or 
bachelor — it  mattered  not  which,  so  easily  pleased 
was  she— who  happened  to  be  amongst  the  com- 
pany, and  dilate  on  mutual  affection  and  the  union 
of  appropriate  ages,  in  a  strain  that  ought  to  have 
subdued  the  most  callous  and  indifferent  old  heart 
that  ever  throbbed  under  a  comfortable  jerkin. 

Launce  had  been  sent  from  Stratford,  by  Tommy 
Hart,  to  his  kinswoman,  Tabitha  Thatchpole,  of 
London,  at  her  earnest  solicitation,  to  have  some 
such  a  boy  as  he  was  to  assist  her  in  her  business. 
To  prevent  his  quitting  her,  as  some  had  done  with 
exceeding  brief  warning,  she  lost  no  time  in  having 
him  bound  apprentice ;  and  here,  in  Golden  Lane, 
Barbican,  was  Launce  fixed,  under  the  tender  roer- 
cies  of  the  fair  Tabitha,  ostensibly  to  learn  the  art 
and  mystery  of  a  capper,  but,  in  fact,  to  do  all 
things,  from  the  top  of  the  house  to  the  bottom* 
and  get  nought  for  his  pains  but  blows  and  abuss* 

Had  it  not  been  for  the  fellowship  of  a  few  m&ttf 
knaves  in  the  neighbourhood,  about  his  own  sgf* 
with  whom  he  was  as  often  at  loggerheads  as  l° 
sworn  brotherhood,  it  is  hugely  to  be  doubted  if  **** 
indentures  would  have  held  him  in  Golden  \j&& 
for  a  day. 

It  must  now  be  supposed  that  he  had  made 
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ample  fixe  in  the  kitchen — a  chamber,  floored  with 
rod  brick,  which  formed,  save  on  grand  occasions, 
the  usual  sitting-room — and  in  this  duty  he  had  so 
fag  lingered  that  Mistress  Tabitha  was  nigh  upon 
ttfching  him  lying  his  length  on  one  of  the  settles 
*bt  stood  on  each  side  of  the  ample  chimney- 
flnier,  forgetful  of  all  else  but  the  comfortableness 
°f  His  situation.  The  hearing  of  her  foot  on  the 
fcir,  however,  roused  him  as  effectually  as  might 
•cannon  fired  close  to  his  ear ;  and,  in  the  twink- 
ling of  an  eye,  he  was  as  busy  as  a  bee  sweeping 
<*t  the  front  chamber. 

Here  she  presently  entered,  scolding  and  cuffing 
bioi  for  not  finding  things  there  exactly  to  her 
^AhL  This  was  out  of  its  place,  that  was  care- 
tady  put  by,  and  the  other  ought  to  have  gone  to 
*  customer ;  then,  some  fine  cap  or  another  had 
keen  injured  by  his  utter  carelessness ;  and  she 
W  lost  the  sale  of  others  by  his  placing  them,  to 
*cep  them  free  of  moth  and  dust,  where  they  were 
Bever  to  be  got  at. 

(<Launce  P  cried  she,  sharply,  having  completed 
"ft  arrangements  in  the  kitchen. 

rt  Anon,  mistress/'  replied  the  boy. 

"What  said  worthy  Master  Doctor  Posset  to 
ty  message  of  last  night  ?" 

"  An  it  please  you,  mistress,  he  said  nought." 

"How  so,  fellow?" 
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"  For  this   most  especial   reason :  —  he  was* 
attending  a  candlemaker's  wife  in  Bread  Street* 
and  could  have  no  note  of  your  message,  mis- 
tress."   A  sharp  box  on  the  ear  followed  thi-* 
spcccn • 

"  Wilt  never  have  done  with  thy  fool's  answers 
thou  miserable  dolt,  thou !  But  thou  had  speech 
of  his  admirable  daughter,  Mistress  Millicent?" 

"  An  it  please  you,  mistress,  I  had,"  replied 
Launce,  rubbing  his  ear  with  some  vigour.   "  Th»* 
is  to  say,  when  it  pleased  her  to  have  done    • 
swounding,  for  when  I  got  me  into  Master  Doc~ 
tor's  chamber,  there  I  found  Mistress  Millicent  o*» 
the  ground,  supported  by  a  strange  young  fello**» 
looking  as  solemn  as  the  Queen  of  Sheba,  done  i0 
worsted  that  is  up  stairs  in  the  blue  chamber." 

"  Master  John  Hall,   perchance.      But  we*© 
they  alone?" 

"  No,  mistress.     There  was  the  physician's  m&** 
there,  too." 

"  Physician's  man,  fellow ! "  exclaimed  Tahiti*** 
aiming  another  blow  at  him,  which  he  avoided  ^Off 
ducking  his  head;  an  accomplishment  in  whi*5*1 
practice  had  made  him  so  proficient,  he  rar^V 
failed  of  escaping  the  intended  blow.  "  Physician*  * 
man!  Canst  not  say  Master  Leonard?"  Th^**' 
in  a  lower  tone,  continued,  "  Doubtless,  he  W^* 
greatly  concerned  at  the  sad  plight  of  one  to  who*^*1 
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be  hath  been  so  long  betrothed.     Was  no  other 
present?" 

"  Yes,  mistress,  there  was  the  stuffed  alligator 
tagbg  from  the  top  of  the  chamber,  and  the 
htten,  with  five  legs,  that  was  in  a  bottle  on 
Hbelf." 

"  Out,  fool ! "  cried  his  mistress,  aiming  her  cus- 
tomary salute  with  no  more  profit  than  before. 
"Thou  art  the  most  incorrigible  ass  ever  honest 
*«nan  was  troubled  with.    But  what  followed ?  " 

"Followed,  mistress?"  repeated Launce,  scratch- 
^  his  head  in  some  perplexity.  "  O*  my  life,  I 
**no  following  of  any  one,  for  they  all  stood  where 
%were.w 

tt Knave,  dolt,  idiot!"  exclaimed  Mistress  Ta- 
Hfta,  her  remarkable  yellow  complexion  getting 
'^ddenly  empurpled  with  rage,  as  she  sought  to 
^ct  a  proper  chastisement  on  her  apprentice. 
"  What  said  they  to  you  ?  Tell  me  on  the  instant, 
01 1  will  beat  thee  to  a  shaving." 

"  An  it  please  you,  mistress,  they  said  but  little, 
®  Mistress  Millicent  recovered  herself  from  her 
"tound,  when  they  questioned  me  as  to  my  errand 
*°  the  doctor ;  the  which  having  told,  Mistress 
Millicent  presently  spoke  in  a  monstrous  small 
**e,  and  said  Master  Doctor  should  come  without 

&3,  and  there  should  be  in  his  company  herself 

**&  a  young  acquaintance,  whom  methinks   she 


262  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

called  Mildred,  with  Master  John  Hall  and  Mas- 
ter Leonard  Supple." 

"  Good ;  and  you  went  to  Martin  Poins,  the 
spurrier  ?" 

"  I  did,  an  it  please  you,  mistress;  and  he 
said  he  would  come  the  instant  after  morning 
prayers." 

"  Ah,  good,  excellent  man !  A  most  admirable, 
worthy  christian.  And  what  said  Simon  Peltry, 
the  leather-seller  ?" 

"  In  troth,  mistress/'  replied  the  boy,  despite  of 
the  fear  in  which  he  stood  before  his  mistress,  a 
smile  of  roguish  meaning  breaking  over  his  grimy 
cheeks,  "  he  was  in  no  case  for  the  saying  of 
any  great  matter,  seeing  that  I  found  him  at  the 
Peacock,  so  overcome  with  the  drinking  of  new 
ale,  that  he  was  as  blind  as  a  bat,  as  deaf  as 
a  beetle,  and  as  mute  as  an  owl;  and  when  I 
roused  him  to  hear  of  your  message,  he  replied, 
unconnected  and  confusedly,  in  praise  of  sobriety, 
adding,  the  fiddlers  must  needs  pray  for  your 
death  right  heartily,  for  they  would  then  be  like  to 
get  such  exquisite  tough  catgut  as  they  had  never 
seen  all  their  lives  before." 

"  A  merry  knave,  i'  faith !"  exclaimed  the  rather 
antiquated  damsel,  who  could  find  toleration  for 
the  faults  of  every  man  who  afforded  her  the 
slightest  prospect  of  a  husband.    "  He  must  ne 
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mrwe  his  jest    And  how  sped  you  with  Roger 
Jfainks,  the  lantern-maker  ?" 

"An  it  please  you,  mistress,  with  no  great  pro* 
t—  Chinks  was  hard  at  work  among  his  men,  and 
eoeived  your  message  as  though  it  were  a  huge 
affront.  He  might  or  he  might  not  come.  He 
eared  not.  An  it  suited  him,  he  would ;  and  the 
like." 

"  As  honest  a  heart  as  ever  broke  bread !"  cried 
Mistress  Tabitha.  "  And  what  said  Master  Gal- 
Hard?" 

"  The  old  Frenchman  fellow,  an  it  please 
jou?" 

"The  French  gentleman,  sirrah,"  replied  the 
°toer,  sharply. 

"  Nay,  o'  my  life,  mistress,  I  took  him  to  be  a 
right  Tom  o'  Bedlam,  for  I  found  him  playing  of 
*U  sorts  of  antics  in  Bessy  Marshmallow,  the  sim- 
pk woman's  upper  chamber.  He  was  twisting,  and 
toning,  and  curvetting,  and  capering,  worse  than 
tounbroke  colt;  and  his  toe  kept  pointing  to  all 
tputers  of  the  wind,  for  all  the  world  like  the 
peat  vane  on  the  top  of  our  church." 

"  But  what  said  he  to  my  message  ?  " 

"A.  long  speech,  and  a  flowery,  but  in  such 
^tlandish  phrases,  I  had  to  cudgel  my  brains 
P^J  soundly  ere  I  could  get  so  much  as  a  glimpse 
U  the  sense  of  it.     He  laid  his  hand  on  the  breast 
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of  his  doublet,  and  made  a  leg  to  me  as  tboug 
I  was  Emperor  of  the  Indies.  This  I  let  pass,  bi 
he  presently  fell  to  calling  you  mad-dam,  which 
taking  to  be  some  reflection  on  you  it  did  not  b 
come  me  to  be  a  listening  to,  up  [and  told  him  I' 
punch  his  head  if  he  called  my  mistress  any  sac 
names,  for  she  wasn't  a  bit  of  a  '  mad-dam,9  » 
she,  and  he  was  a  scurvy  rogue,  and  lied  in  h: 
pestilent  throat.  On  this,  the  villain  had  the  hoi 
rible  impudency  to  say  something  about  a  pardonm 
moi,  the  which  was,  I  doubt  not,  a  more  gra 
offence  than  t'other,  so  I  would  no  longer  stao 
to  be  so  put  upon,  and  straightway  gave  him  i 
sore  a  clout  on  the  chaps  it  sent  him  spinning  1 
the  other  side  of  the  chamber ;  whereupon  he  01 
with  his  toasting-iron,  and  would  have  skewere 
me  against  the  wall,  like  a  pickled  herring  left  1 
dry,  had  I  not  shown  him  a  fair  pair  of  heels,  ei 
he  had  got  it  fairly  out  of  its  scabbard." 

In  making  this  relation,  Launce  had  some  hop 
of  being  rewarded  for  the  great  zeal  he  had  shew 
in  his  mistress's  defence.  What  then  must  hai 
been  his  astonishment  when  of  a  sudden  a  show< 
of  blows  came  on  his  defenceless  head,  which  a 
his  skill  in  taking  care  of  put  at  nought — she  tl 
whilst  rating  him  for  his  rudeness  and  bearishna 
in  such  terms  of  vehemency  as  went  nigh  to  tai 
her  breath  away ! 
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The  hapless  apprentice  vanished  from  her  pre- 
sence   as  quickly  as  he  might,  vowing  from  his 
heart  the  pestilent  Frenchman  might  call  the  old 
Tabby  whatsoever  disreputable  name  he   chose, 
without  his  ever  attempting  to  wag  a  finger  in  her 


He  returned  to  the  front  chamber,  where  he  occu- 
pied himself  very  busily  in  putting  his  mistress's 
w*tt8  in  the  most  tempting  array.  It  had  a  ^broad 
**ment  looking  into  the  street,  made  up  of  small 
diamond  panes,  through  which  the  passenger,  if  he 
c«*e  to  peer  with  any  great  degree  of  curiousness, 
m%bt  note  a  vast  display  of  caps  and  hats  of  all 
Wkms,  from  the  statute  cap  of  the  humble  artizan, 
to  the  goodly  copthank  beaver  of  the  gay  gallant. 
0°  shelves,  on  one  side,  were  placed  rows  of  boxes, 
**&  upright,  against  the  wainscoting,  was  fixed  a 
*°g  mirror,  in  a  carved  frame,  on  which  Mis- 
taiTabitha  set  great  store.  A  large  table,  having 
a  motley  assortment  of  hats,  caps,  feathers,  brushes, 
N^and  blocks,  and  two  stools,  that  seemed  to  have 
**&good  service,  constituted  the  remainder  of  the 
faaiture — save  only  Launce,  without  whom  Tabi- 
**Thatchpole  might  have  kept  the  place  empty. 

He  was  not,  however,  as  usual,  allowed  to  be 
*°°g  doing  of  any  thing  without  his  mistress  com- 
"HS  wd  rating  him  for  not  doing  it  to  her  liking. 
Nought  satisfied  her  of  his  performance,  essayed  he 

▼01.  i,  K 
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ever  so.  Nevertheless,  in  the  midst  of  her  cuffing 
and  rating,  she  on  a  sudden  changed  the  crabbed 
expression  of  her  countenance  for  one  of  the  abso- 
lutest  sweetness.  At  that  moment  there  entered  I 
tall9  thin  figure,  hat  in  hand,  which  was  pressed 
against  his  breast  with  a  marvellous  energy,  as  he 
bowed  himself  almost  to  the  ground.  His  ftcc 
looked  to  be  mightily  given  to  wrinkles,  but  twe 
restless,  sharp  eyes  gave  it  a  youthfulness,  the 
greyness  of  his  beard  and  hair,  both  of  which  wtic 
somewhat  of  the  longest,  belied ;  his  suit  had  once 
been  fine,  but  it  was  now  threadbare  and  faded,  yet 
there  was  not  a  soil  in  it  from  top  to  toe ;  the  rufl 
looked  fresh  from  the  starcher's,  and  the  shoe-rosei 
were  without  a  crumple,  though  they  had  graced 
the  feet  of  the  wearer  any  time  these  ten  years. 
The  stranger  was  Monsieur  Galliard,  of  whom  men- 
tion hath  just  been  made. 

Mistress  Tabitha  tripped  up  to  him  with  the 
most  amiable  manner  ever  seen  ;  whereupon  Mon- 
sieur Galliard  seized  one  of  her  enormous  hands 
and  pressed  it  betwixt  both  his,  and  bowed  upon  it. 
and  shrugged  his  shoulders  with  an  appearance  ol 
profound  devotion. 

In  sober  truth,  they  were  most  like  unto  a  pail 
of  Barbary  apes  chattering  and  grinjacing,  thai 
two  human  beings.  Whilst,  however,  they  wen 
completely  taken  up  with  passing  mutual  civilities 
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fay  were  suddenly  disturbed  by  a  loud,  joyous 

hgfa  behind  them,  and,  turning  round,  discovered 

*  fellow  somewhat  coarsely  apparelled,  standing  at 

Uie  door  with  his  hands  on  his  hips,  and  a  jolly  face 

*%fl  covered  with  fiery  carbuncles,  expanding  under 

the  influence  of  a  hearty  laugh. 

*  Heart  o*  me!"  cried  he,  merrily,  "  I  would 
**ther  have  lost  my  best  stroke  at  bowls,  than  so 
eXqmrite  moving  a  scene.  Here's  choice  fooling 
—*-lme  fooling— delicate  fooling  as  ever  was  wit- 
l !  If  Will  Somers  had  been  alive,  he  could 
r  have  compassed  it." 
aAh,  Simon  Peltry,  Simon  Peltry  I"  exclaimed 
^fttress  Tabitha,  "  ever  at  thy  merry  conceits ! 
^flrjr,  what  a  man  thou  art !" 

"Man,  quotha!"  answered  the  leatherseller, 
Spring  the  grinning  Frenchman,  as  he  offered  his 
^htatkM»,  a  slap  on  the  back  that  appeared,  for 
fcfce  moment,  to  have  taken  his  breath  away.  "  In 
**oth,  I  look  upon  myself  to  be  as  good  a  man  as 
*ty  that  never  was  a  better.  What  sayest,  good 
^•ounseer  Spindleshanks?" 

"But  talking  is  dry  work,  dame,"  added  he. 
u  Hast  ever  a  draught  o'  small  ale  ?  for  I  supped 
"*t  night  of  pickled  herrings,  and,  if  I  had  a  drop 
°f  honest  liquor  to  cleanse  my  throat  of  the  salt,  I 
•*  a  Dutchman."  This  assertion  what  Launce 
^  stated  of  him  completely  disproved  ;  therefore, 

n  2 
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it  can  be  in  no  way  strange  that,  on  hearing  it,  tl 
apprentice,  who  was  close  at  hand,  opened  his  ej 
with  very  absolute  amazement.  Nevertheless,  M 
tress  Tabitha  very  courteously  bade  him  follow  h 
to  partake  of  such  poor  cheer  as  the  house  afforde 
the  which  welcome  bidding  the  thirsty  leathered] 
gladly  accepted,  and,  without  more  words,  the  thi 
proceeded  in  that  direction. 

They  had  scarce  arrived  in  the  inner  chamb 
and  were  intent  on  seating  themselves  comfortal 
in  the  chimney-corner,  when  voices  were  hea 
approaching,  which  immediately  sent  away  Mistn 
Tabitha  to  welcome  the  new  comer.  One  of  th< 
proved  to  be  a  burly,  broad-shouldered  man,  w: 
an  exceeding  dark  complexion  and  severe  expr 
sion  of  countenance,  and  apparently  of  a  mid 
age,  who  was  presently  hailed  by  the  parties  alree 
arrived  as  Roger  Chinks,  the  lantern-maker.  1 
other  wore  a  more  pleasing  look,  and  was  attii 
in  less  coarse  apparelling ;  and  he,  when  receivi 
the  attentions  of  the  now  superlatively  amia 
Tabitha  Thatchpole,  appeared  to  own  the  name 
Martin  Poins,  the  spurrier. 

The  former  spoke  but  few  words,  and  they  of ' 
gruffest,  to  his  hostess's  oft-repeated  assurance 
her  gladness  at  the  sight  of  him ;  and  the  rep 
of  the  latter  consisted,  for  the  most  part,  of  al 
aions  to  the  goodness  of  Providence  in  allowing  1 
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">*  gratification  of  visiting  so  excellently  disposed 
fl&  acquaintance  as  neighbour  Thatchpole. 

With  him  came  a  boy,  out  of  all  doubt  his  son, 

°f  about  the  tallness  of  Launce,  though  of  far 

greater  slimness,  and  of  more  intelligent  features ; 

*&d,  whilst  the  rest  of  the  company  were  completely 

c&gaged  with  their  gossip,  he  had  got  a  spur  in 

his  hand,  which  he  held  nigh  to  the  cheek  of  Launce, 

*bo,  unaware  of  his  close  neighbourhood,  was  in- 

teat  upon  the  trimming  of  a  hat  for  a  customer, 

tod,  upon  hearing  of  his  name  whispered  in  his  ear, 

tuned  suddenly  round,  and  received  the  prickles  of 

ti*  spur  in  his  cheek.     Smarting  with  the  pain,  he 

give  the  young  rogue  who  inflicted  it  and  with  a 

tagh  was  endeavouring  at  his  best  speed  to  get  out 

of  Us  reach,  a  sharp  kick  on  the  shins,  the  which 

°*de  him  cry  out,  and  commence  rubbing  of  his 

tart  leg  with  a  most  doleful  visage. 

Upon  Mistress  Tajbitha  inquiring  what  ailed 
Urn,  he  very  readily  stated  that  he  had  hit  his  leg 
•gainst  the  table ;  the  which  was  instantly  be- 
Ikied  to  be  the  truth,  for  no  one  could  have  fancied, 
from  Launce's  unconcerned  visage,  that  he  had 
r  ^ght  to  do  with  the  matter.  But  they  were  both 
**]  dogs  at  such  tricks.  Martin  Poins  was  he 
who  had  flung  at  Launce  "with  so  true  an  aim 
[  •*«•  the  way  when  the  latter  was  jibing  him  for 
k*g  wide  of  the  mark;  and  indeed,  morning, 
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noon,  and  night  were  they  slily  engaged  in  c 
warfare — for  all  which  two  such  fast  friends  m 
existed.  They  not  only  never  complained  w 
one  suffered  of  the  other,  contenting  themse 
with  retaliating  at  the  first  opportunity,  but  < 
would  fight  for  the  other  at  a  pinch,  as  long  a 
could  stand. 

Martin,  having  been  left  behind  when  Tab 
and  her  two  guests  proceeded  to  join  the  othei 
the  kitchen,  commenced  a  race  round  the  t 
after  Launce,  which  had  not  lasted  long  before 
knocked  down  a  goodly  heap  of  boxes,  which  « 
convenient  in  a  corner.  Tabitha  Thatchpole 
her  company  rushed  into  the  front  chamber  tc 
what  was  the  matter ;  when  Launce,  with  as  a 
lute  a  solemnness  as  any  judge  could  have  assui 
stated  that  the  mischief  had  been  done  by  a  strc 
dog,  whom  Martin  and  he  had  strove  earnest) 
send  a  packing,  and,  as  Martin,  with  quite  as  g 
a  seriousness  asserted  to  the  same  thing,  ' 
sundry  additions,  in  which  he  described  the  o 
strous  ugly  pestilent  beast  they  had  such  diffic 
in  getting  rid  of,  they  all  returned  to  the  chim 
corner;  Mistress  Tabitha  bidding  her  apprei 
replace  the  fallen  boxes,  and,  taking  in  her  1 
the  spurrier's  son,  whom  she  seemed  intent  i 
making  much  of,  perchance  with  a  view  of  cres 
in  the  mind  of  the  portly  widower,  his  fathei 
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idea  that  she  would  make  the  very  properest  sort 
<*  mother  for  him. 

Scarce,  however,  had  she  got  him  into  the 
kitchen,  when  she  again  hurried  back  with  the 
•ae  pleased  alacrity,  for  there  a  group  waited, 
whose  voices  she  had  heard,  to  whom  she  seemed 
bound  by  no  ordinary  tie.  First  she  rushed  eagerly 
towards  a  young  female  of  rather  a  commanding 
%ure,  tall,  and  somewhat  stout  of  shape,  with  a 
feo,  though  it  could  not  be  ranked  of  the  hand- 
Knot,  possessed  of  a  pleasing  expression,  which 
peculiar  set  off  as  it  was  with  all  possible  art,  as 
**•  her  person,  gave  to  her  an  exceeding  agreeable 
•ppearance.  In  this  tempting  guise  it  was  rather 
difficult  at  first  to  recognize  the  damsel  that  was  in 
*>  pitiable  a  state  on  Master  Doctor  Posset's  stairs 
it  the  entrance  into  his  house  of  the  new  scholar. 

Millicent  had  on  one  side  of  her  a  youth  of  ex- 
ceeding good  carriage  and  appearance,  having  a 
rotmd  good-natured  sort  of  face,  and  a  head  re- 
markable for  a  profusion  of  very  light  hair.  He 
*u  soon  hailed  by  his  smiling  hostess  as  the 
Hester  Leonard  to  whom  it  has  been  stated  Milli- 
*&t  was  betrothed.  On  the  other  side  was  an 
ecqoaintance  of  the  courteous  reader's  of  older 
standing— no  other  than  our  reserved  student  of 
°fedicine,  John  Hall.  He  looked  somewhat  less 
grave  of  aspect  than  had  been  his  wont  when  in 
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company  with  his  marvellous  careful  goidetfiiflM* 
Stockfish  —  long  since  with  thoss  urtiimHfr  sped 
mens  of  horseflesh.  Dapple  and  Jack*  in  eaas  and 
security  in  his  native  hamlet  Botli  theaayasdn 
were  welcomed  with  similar  demonsttatiooa  oikm 
infinite  contentation  at  their  coming* 
From  them  she  harried  to  a  little 
hung  on  the  arm  of  the  physician— the  i 
was  in  attendance  with  Mistress  Tahiti*  on  Ht 
fair  Millicent  when  we  first  had  acquaintance  «M| 
her.  Her  features  were  fair  «nd  regular, UMl 
might  be  thought  comely,  but  a  constant  humour 
she  had  of  laughing  in  a  child-like  manner,  though 
she  was  within  a  year  as  old  as  her  friend  the  phy- 
sician's daughter,  gave  her  aspect  an  air  of  silli- 
ness. Mildred  was  caressed  as  eagerly  as  had  been 
Millicent  There  remained  now  only  Master  Doctor 
Posset  himself,  for  her  who  was  so  intent  on  play- 
ing the  amiable  hostess  to  welcome,  and  right  wel- 
come was  he  made.  Indeed,  the  sober-clad,  active 
little  man,  with  his  saturnine  complexion,  and  beard 
of  formal  cut,  was  as  dear  to  Mistress  Tabitha  as 
the  apple  of  her  eye ;  and  all  the  attentions  she 
lavished  on  his  daughter,  and  the  attachment  she 
professed  for  every  one  and  every  thing  belonging 
to  the  physician,  were  for  him,  and  for  him  only. 
Even  the  courteous  master  of  dancing  fell  far  short 
of  the  esteem  with  which  she  regarded  the  doctor 
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of  physic,  and  all  other  men  whatsoever  were  as 
nothing  in  her  eyes  compared  to  him. 

AH  apparently  in  the  choicest  spirits,  the  little 
Mildred,  heard  above  the  rest,  giggling  at  every 
*w&>  proceeded  to  the  chamber  where  the  others 
of  the  party  were  assembled,  and,  after  mutual 
olutations  had  passed,  they  were  placed  at  their 
Wml  seats,  the  doctor  having  the  place  of  ho- 
oourj  and  the  cold  sirloin  and  the  manchets,  the 
P*ty,  the  turkey  poults,  and  the  other  goodly 
things  their  hospitable  caterer  had  provided  for  her 
guests,  were  quickly,  with  the  help  of  a  huge  flagon 
°f  ale,  passing  from  the  dishes  into  the  trenchers, 
wd  from  the  trenchers  down  the  throats  of  the 
company;  Mistress  Tabitha  pressing  all  with  a 
most  bountiful  spirit,  but  kindly  taking  care  the 
little  doctor  should  have  the  tit-bits,  and  he  intent 
upon  making  the  best  use  of  her  welcome  atten- 
tions; Monsieur  Galliard  administering  to  the  wants 
ttd  wishes  of  every  female  in  the  circle  with 
*&  infinity  of  sugared  compliments  and  expressive 
P&ntomime,  the  which  seemed  to  afford  such  abso- 
lute diversion  to  Mildred,  her  childish  mirth  was 
""Baking  forth  at  every  minute ;  the  jolly  leather- 
*Der  drinking  to  all  with  more  freedom  than  good 
banners;  the  pious  spurrier  moralizing  at  every 
^thful,  and  the  surly  lautern-maker  saying 
sought  unless  spoke  to,  and  then  being  so  short  in 

m5 
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his  speech,  few  but  they  who  knew  his  homo 
would  have  tolerated  such  bearishness. 

Young  Martin  Poins  found  himself  careful 
placed  by  the  side  of  his  hostess,  for  she  was  t 
experienced  a  campaigner  not  to  have  two  strinj 
to  her  bow — indeed,  she  might  have  acknowledge 
to  at  least  half  a  dozen  —  where  he  was  plentiful 
supplied  with  whatever  the  table  afforded,  with 
vast  show  of  "  sweet-hearts/'  "  dear  little  rogues, 
and  the  like.  After  awhile,  Launce  joined  ti 
group,  having  washed  his  face  and  hands,  and  pi 
himself  into  as  decent  a  trim  as  he  could,  and  si 
opposite  young  Poins,  and  these  two  mischievou 
varlets  kept  amusing  themselves  during  their  mea 
by  endeavouring  to  stamp  on  each  other's  toe 
under  the  table,  looking  the  whilst  as  though  no 
thing  was  so  far  from  their  thoughts.  It  chancec 
that  Launce,  intending  inflicting  on  the  other  i 
proper  punishment  for  the  missile  that  had  givei 
him  so  sore  a  blow  that  morning,  stamped  with  al 
his  force,  after,  as  he  thought,  he  had  made  sure  o: 
his  victim. 

In  an  instant  the  guests  were  prodigiously 
alarmed,  by  seeing  Mistress  Tabitha  jump  from  the 
table  in  the  middle  of  an  animated  discourse  she 
was  holding,  and,  screaming  like  twenty  wild-cats 
commence  hopping  about  the  chamber,  frantically 
holding  of  one  foot  in  her  liand.     A  soft  corn  oJ 
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^quisle  tenderness  she  had  long  endeavoured  to 

°°*U5eal  had  received  the  full  force  of  the  heavy 

*°°t  of  her  apprentice ;  but  her  gestures  and  gri- 

ln*ces  were  so  singular  that  even  those  who  were 

moat  eager  to  proffer  their  assistance  could  scarce 

restrain  their  mirth.     Martin  Poins  endeavoured 

*o  smother  his  laughter  by  hiding  his  face  in  his 

^ins,  which  were  crossed  before  him  on  the  table, 

e^er  and   anon   peeping   up   at   the   bewildered 

^-^unce,  with  eyes  that  glistened  again  with  the 

***tensity  of  his  enjoyment. 

The  Frenchman  looked  the  most  concerned,  and 
^^t  in  an  instant  at  her  side  with  the  equally 
attentive  Millicent,  expressing  all  manner  of  con- 
gelation and  sympathy  after  his  fashion ;  the  little 
c***ctor,  like  most  of  the  others,  had  more  in  his 
^^untenance  of  marvel  than  of  pity ;  Mildred  was 
S*ggling  openly;  and  Simon  Peltry  was  having  a 
l**ore  hearty  laugh  in  the  nearly  empty  flagon  he 
^ld  for  disguise  before  his  face. 

Tabitha  Thatchpole  found  that  she  had  a  diffi- 
***lt  part  to  play.     Had  she  followed  her  inclina- 
*ioni>  her  apprentice — for  she  was  but  too  well 
uUiified  to  whom  she  was  indebted  for  her  intole- 
rable suffering— would  not  have  had  a  whole  bone 
ui  Iub  body,  ere  one  could  count  twenty ;  but,  had 
*•  exhibited  her  wrath,  her  character  for  sweetness 
of  disposition  she  had  been  at  such  infinite  trouble 
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to  make  her  friends  properly  aware  of,  might  have 
been  in  some  danger;  therefore  she  thought  it 
most  to  her  interest  to  put  off  for  the  present  the 
display  of  her  rage,  and,  evidently  struggling  hard 
against  the  agony  she  endured,  she  presently 
limped  towards  the  table,  assuring  every  one  it 
was  a  sudden  pain  in  her  foot,  but  that  it  had  left 
her  altogether.  She  glanced  but  once  at  Launce, 
and  the  hapless  apprentice  thought  he  beheld  as 
many  cudgels  in  her  eyes  as  might  have  sufficed 
all  the  apprentices  of  his  acquaintance,  in  an 
attack  upon  the  city  watch. 

Millicent,  like  the  rest,  returned  to  her  place, 
which  was  on  one  side  John  Hall,  Leonard  being 
on  the  other,  and  these  two  seemed  rivals  in  their 
attentions  to  the  young  student.  If  he  had  been 
a  brother,  he  could  not  have  been  more  kindly 
cared  for.  Doubtless  this  was  all  in  the  best  spirit 
of  friendship  and  regard  of  the  youth's  amiable 
disposition ;  yet,  when  the  full  lustrous  eyes  of  the 
physician's  daughter  dwelt  upon  him  with  the 
delicious  smile  which  played  around  her  most 
seductive  mouth,  it  looked  as  though  she  invited 
him  to  a  more  tender  attachment.  Howsoever 
this  might  be,  already  John  Hall  reflected  less 
intently  upon  the  opinions  of  the  learned  in  his 
profession,  than  he  had  been  wont  for  some  years 
past. 
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During  the  greater  portion  of  this  time,  there 
had  been  no  lack  of  discourse  amongst  the  hostess 
and  ber  guests.  There  had  been  a  deal  of  friendly 
gmp  relating  to  neighbour  this,  and  neighbour 
t'other;  the  state  of  the  weather,  parish  matters — 
OMPofas  being  one  of  the  city  officers — and,  most 
of  all,  of  the  Queen's  Highness,  of  whom  many 
royal  speeches  were  said— even  the  bearish  Roger 
Chinks  professing  a  zealous  devotion — where  she 
tad  been  during  the  last  progress,  the  goodly 
entertainments  provided  for  her,  and  the  excellency 
of  her  health  and  government,  were  canvassed  in 
a  spirit  that  denoted  the  admiration  with  which 
«to  was  regarded  by  her  good  and  faithful  citizens. 
Something  too  was  said  of  the  day's  pageant,  but 
the  discussion  was  brought  to  a  speedy  ending 
ty general  preparations  for  departure;  Mistress 
Tabitha,  forgetful  of  her  hurt,  hurrying  them  with 
fo  fear  of  losing  the  sight.  Having  locked  up 
•H  the  victual,  and  secured  the  exclusive  attentions 
of  Dr.  Posset,  she  led  the  way,  apparently  in  the 
happiest  mood  possible. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Rook*  to  their  nests  in  high  woods  now  were  flung. 
And  with  their  spread  wings  shield  their  naked  young. 
When  thieves  from  thickets  to  the  crossways  stir, 
And  terror  frights  the  lonely  passenger ; 
When  nought  was  heard,  bat  now  and  then  the  howl 
Of  some  Tile  cur,  or  whooping  of  the  owl. 

William  Bbowr 

O  happy  life,  if  that  their  good 
The  husbandmen  but  understood ! 
Who  all  the  day  themselves  do  please, 
And  younglings  with  such  sports  as  these ; 
And,  lying  down,  have  nought  t'affright 
Sweet  sleep  that  makes  more  short  the  night. 

ROBBRT  HeRJUC 

A  noise  of  the  roughest,  wildest,  maddest  8 
ever  and  anon  came  from  one  of  the  humfa 
tenements  in  all  Stratford.  It  was  borne  on 
air  in  gusts,  such  as  made  the  rafters  creak  ag 
when  the  wintry  wind  viseteth  us  in  his  ru< 
fashion,  but,  unlike  in  this  much,  it  bore  littlt 
the  humour  of  melancholy  in  its  accent.  It 
a  strange  medley.  In  truth  it  held  as  little  acci 
ance  with  aught  of  nature's  music,  as  you  i 
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^  betwixt  the  filing  of  a  saw  and  the  strain  of  a 
*Hgutingale,  and  to  so  extraordinary  a  degree  had 
the  trick  of  varying  from  one  character  and 
^*&ing  to  another  totally  opposite,  that  nothing 
c°uy  exceed  the  ridiculous  effect  it  had  upon  such 
*•  Wdit. 

At  one  time  you  would  have  sworn  all  the  cat 
/J^fly  in  the  town  of  Stratford  were  pouring  forth 
^^**  amorous  declarations ;  at  another  it  seemed 
Palpable  that  a  whole  pack  of  curs  were  snarling 
Zt****  snapping  at  each  other  with  a  most  canine 
^Ocity ;  a  moment  after,  and  lo !  you  heard  some 
^ty-throated  cock  hurling  a  shrill  defiance  to 
v^iy  one  of  his  featured  brethren  within  a  mile 
^  *  him,  which,  ere  quite  ended,  would  be  replied  to 
**  bs  hearty  a  spirit,  by  another  terribly  valiant 
^^^Ower  eager  to  uphold  the  dignity  of  his  own 
^Unghill ;  then  some  contemplative  donkey  would 
Pour  out  his  honest  song  in  such  piercing  style 
y***i  were  forced  to  clap  your  hands  to  your  ears 
V>   shut  out  the   riot.     Anon,  a  peacock  would 
trumpet  a  most  moving  flourish;  thereupon  foi- 
lo*»ed  such  a  chorus  of  ducks,  geese,  turkeys,  pigs, 
*nd  cows  as  ought  to  have  satisfied  any  one  there 
tvas  a  goodly  farm  close  at  hand,  as  well  furnished 
with  all  manner  of  live  stock  as  any  in  Warwick- 
shire; and  after   such  would   come  a  burst   of 
laughter  mixed  of  screams,  and  the  strangest  cries 
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ever  heard,  that  sounded  as  though  a  score  or  t* 
of  drunken  mad  fellows  were  having  their  dive: 
sion,  with  the  devil  to  pay  the  piper. 

Whence  came  this  strange  uproar?  what  cause! 
it?  what  meaneth  it  P  perchance  some  may  ad 
Whereof  the  proper  answer  can  only  be  got,  by  leac 
ing  the  questioner  by  the  ears,  which,  an  he  wi 
excuse  my  being  so  free  with  him,  I  will  do,  unt 
the  very  spot  where  it  exists,  under  which  guidano 
doubtless,  he  would  marvel  hugely  at  noting  what 
lack  of  attentiveness  there  appeared  amongst  tha 
he  chanced  to  find  nighest  to  it.  Such  of  tt 
townsfolk  as  he  might  meet  abroad  lingering  abot 
the  doors  of  their  gossips,  or  speeding  on  son 
urgent  errand,  seemed  to  take  as  little  heed  of  thi 
terrible  coil  as  though  it  were  of  no  more  accoui 
than  a  child's  whistle ;  save  when,  on  a  sudden,  t 
it  were,  it  burst  out  with  a  greater  vehemency  < 
strangeness,  the  intelligencer  would  stop  i*  the  mid 
of  his  news,  to  join  in  the  laugh  those  about  hh 
raised  as  they  took  heed  of  it,  and  he  on  his  erran 
would  chuckle  to  himself  as  though  his  brain  ha 
just  been  tickled  by  the  apprehension  of  son 
singular  good  jest. 

It  was  evident,  beyond  all  doubting,  that  tl 
noise  proceeded  from  a  chamber,  in  a  small  tern 
ment,  at  the  outskirts  of  the  town ;  the  wiclu 
whereof— -a  low  door  not  more  than  three  feet  fro 
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the  ground— though  closed,  allowed  of  a  free  cur- 
rent of  air  and  sound  above  it.  Over  the  threshold 
*as  the  rude  sign  of  a  pair  of  shears,  which,  with 
the  diamond-paned  casement,  a  little  on  one  side 
of  it,  were  half  concealed  by  the  tendrils  of  a  thick- 
■pwading  creeper,  that  nearly  covered  up  the 
"Me  front  of  the  little  dwelling. 

Should  the  curious  spectator  be  induced  to  peep 

ORr  the  half-door  to  behold  the  cause  of  the  racket, 

*hich  now  raged  fiercer  than  ever  within,  the  first 

"Uog  he  would  catch  a  glimpse  of  would  be  no 

°ther  than  his  odd  acquaintance  Jonas  Tietape, 

**  hose  ungartered,  his  feet  unshod,  and  his  slops 

°pen  at  the  knees,  seated  cross-legged  on  his  shop- 

*°*id  without  his  jerkin,  a  stitching  a  kirtle,  that 

•Bemed  much  to  need  his  repairing  hand,  as  fiercely 

**  though  his  life  depended  on  his  speedy  getting  of 

ft  done;  all  the  whilst  amusing  of  himself  by  making 

*h*  rude  concert  already  mentioned,  the  which 

itemed  to  afford  him  the  most  absolute  contentation, 

for  ever  and  anon  he  would  stop  in  the  midst  of  it 

to  rid  himself  of  the  mirth  he  could  no  longer 

contain. 

In  the  chamber  which,  in  many  things,  was  of  a 
like  oddness  with  its  occupant,  having  an  aspect 
°f  grotesqueness  in  all  its  furniture,  a  goodly 
be  was  blazing  on  the  hearth,  and  a  rude  lamp 
**•  burning  over  his  head,  both  affording  him  — 
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for  it  was  long  after  sunset — a  snffirianqy  of  ligl 
to  work  by.  Perched  on  a  chair,  made  out  < 
divers  rough  pieces  of  such  branches  as  had  gran 
in  the  most  fantastic  shapes,  was  a 
dently  keeping  a  fixed  and  somewhat 
eye  on  the  busy  tailor  ;  and,  on  the  -other  ads  < 
the  hearth  was  seated,  on  a  low  bsoch,  a  gssn 
and  venerable  cat,  in  colour  much  like  onto  a  fa 
who  also  watched  him  with  a  marvellous  ksftt  losi 
Besides  these,  three  or  four  little  dqgs>  of  van* 
breeds,  were  attempting  to  snatch  a  brief  rsposai 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  fire. 

One  of  the  sources  of  Jonas's  pastime  was  tl 
annoyance  he  managed  to  cause  his  companion 
After  a  course  of  odds  and  ends  of  ridiculous  song 
varied  with  the  mimicry  of  all  manner  of  animal 
his  attention  would  be  directed  towards  the  blazk 
hearth,  and  they  who  were  enjoying  its  warmtt 
and  then  he  would  commence  all  manner  of  e: 
travagant  grimaces  and  antics,  mingled  with  tl 
wildest  screeching  and  squealing,  till  the  magp 
exhibited  its  alarm  by  flapping  its  wings,  and  cav 
ing  at  him  with  a  very  monstrous  earnestues 
And  the  cat,  no  less  disturbed,  would  raise  hi 
back,  and  commence  a  sort  of  half-threatenin, 
half-frightened  song,  in  the  lowest  bass  of  h 
compass ;  and  the  little  dogs  would  uncurl  then 
selves  and  yelp  in  chorus.    This  state  of  thinj 
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cliieved,  their  delighted  owner  would  fall  back  in 
•  seeming  ecstasy,  shouting  out  his  exceeding 
gratification  with  a  strength  of  throat,  the  like  of 
ivlrich  no  man  ever  heard,  and  then  allow  his  grave 
associates  a  few  minutes'  respite. 

Ere  he  again  took  to  his  stitching,  he  again 
cleared  his  throat  with  an  affectation  of  ceremony 
most  laughable  to   witness;    taking   up  an  old 
cittern  which  was  beside  him,  and  gazing  at  the 
occupant  of  the  stool,  with  a  passionate  tenderness 
in  the  first  part  of  each  verse  the  most  devoted 
gallant  could  not  have  excelled,  he  sang  the  follow- 
ing words,  well  known  by  the  title  of 

A  RIGHT  MOVING   DIALOGUE  BETWIXT  THE 
DESPAIRING  LOVER  AND  HIS 
JOLLY  GOSSIP. 

totyuing  Lover.  Alack,  there  is  no  remedie, 

My  moving  plaint  is  heard  in  vain; 
Oh,  traitress  false,  thy  treacherie 
Doth  cleave  my  very  heart  in  twain  ! 


Tosh,  boy,  for  shame !  the  heart  that  breaks 
Can  feed  no  more  a  thirsty  throttle : 

Who  cares  a  jot  for  Fortune's  freaks  ?— 
Come,  Drawer,  open  t'other  bottle ! 


**&  Lover.  I'm  sick  of  life— I  long  for  death ! 

Say  what  ye  will,  deem  as  ye  list; 
Why  should  I  breath  this  worthless  breath, 
Since  I  your  priceless  love  have  missed  ? 
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Jolly  Gomp.  Tosh,  boy,  for  shame ! — Hold  op  tl 

If  of  thy  life  she's  none  so  chary, 

She'll  care  still  less  for  thee  when  » 

No  woman's  worth  this  rare  cam 

Despairing  Lover.  Ah  me,  my  breast  is  pierced  with  i 
Death's  dart  doth  in  my  vitals  li< 
Thou  didst  not  well  to  use  me  so, 
Naithless  I  bless  thee  as  I  die. 

Jolly  Gomp.  Tush,  boy,  for  shame  '.—What,  mll"i 

As  ripest  acorn  in  October ! 
Here,  Drawer,  help  him  in  his  need 
And  let  him  sleep  until  he's  sober 

"  By  Jeronimo,  a  good  song !  "  excli 
voice,  evidently  proceeding  from  one  wh< 
at  his  ease,  resting  of  his  elbows  on  the 
There  could  be  no  more  mistaking  the 
way  of  the  speaker,  than  the  waggish  lc 
peered  over  the  low  door  of  the  womar 
humble  tenement.  The  words  had  scai 
said  when  the  singer  jumped  up  on  th< 
whereon  he  was  so  nimbly  a  stitching,  wit 
culous  screech,  and  holding  of  his  rif 
stretched  out  before  him,  with  his  two  h 
though  it  were  an  arquebus,  and  he  was 
deadly  aim  at  his  visitor,  uttered  a  louc 
threw  a  summerset,  as  though  from  the  rec< 
piece,  and  then  made  a  clear  leap  out  of  t 
window.    No  sooner  had  this  been  done, 
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•*  the  wicket  leapt  lightly  over  it,  sprung  on  the 

**iopboard,  and  jumped  through  the  casement  after 

™*n,  which  was  the  commencement  of  a  terrible 

sharp  race  betwixt  the  two ;  the  one  screeching 

*nd  hallooing  as  though  flying  for  his  life,  passing 

0lver  the  wicket  and  through  the  window  like  a 

fax  hard  pressed,  and  the  other  at  his  heels  barking 

***d  yelping  as  though  exceeding  ravenous  to  have 

■^i  for  his  prey. 

The  horrible  din  these  two  made  can  scarcely 
^  conceived.  Dick,  the  magpie,  flew  and  hopped 
***out,  cawing  with  a  monstrous  energy,  as  though 
^  thought  his  last  hour  was  come ;  and  Tib,  the 
***,  clambered  to  a  high  shelf,  where  she  kept  up 
*  constant  swearing,  spitting,  and  caterwauling, 
**  the  strange  chase  proceeded,  and  as  each  en- 
8*ged  in  it  passed  close  by  her:  the  little  dogs 
erOwded  into  one  of  the  corners,  barking  with 
**1  their  little  might. 

Thus  these  two  went  on,  till  on  a  sudden  Jonas, 

turning  quickly  round,  and  making  in  the  opposite 

Erection,  they  came  against  each  other  with  so 

*toiutrous  a  shock  as  to  cause  both  to  tumble 

Wkwards.    For  a  second  or  so,  they  lay  silent 

tad  motionless,  as  though  dead  as  any   stone. 

L         &um,  one  raised  his  head,  and  peered  at  his  com- 

|        prion,  and  then  again  laid  himself  at  his  length. 

m        The  other  did  the  like,  with  the  same  affecta- 
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tion  of  gravity ;  and  this  they  continued  to 
alternately,  Tib  and  Dick  looking  on  from  th 
resting-places  with  a  singular  curiousness,  and  1 
little  dogs  a  little  less  disturbed,  but  still  utteri 
an  occasional  bark. 

At  last  they  both  rose  at  the  same  moment,  a 
sat  gazing  at  each  other,  face  to  face,  with  t 
rueful  visages  of  whipped  schoolboys,  each  puttii 
his  finger  to  his  eye,  and  each  commencing  fii 
to  whimper,  then  to  sob,  and  at  last  to  roar 
though  in  the  terriblest  tribulation. 

Suddenly  the  woman's  tailor  stopped  short 
his  grief,  clapped  his  hands  to  his  sides,  and  t 
tered  so  piercing  a  crow,  it  must  needs  have  be 
heard  by  every  chanticleer  in  the  parish;  whet 
upon,  his  companion  jumped  on  his  legs,  laughs 
as  heartily  as  ever  man  did,  and  flung  himsi 
into  a  chair. 

' '  0'  my  life,  this  is  exquisite  fooling ! "  exclaimi 
he.  "I  would  my  dame  had  seen  it.  Joan 
merry  heart  would  have  enjoyed  it  right  heartil 
In  truth,  'twas  rare  sport.  I  would  rather  ha1 
lost  my  best  customer  than  have  missed  it."  Tl 
speaker  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair  and  indu 
ged  in  a  succession  of  mirthful  chuckles.  H 
companion  answered  not,  save  by  a  whoop  at  h 
favourites,  which  made  them  look  intent  on 
speedy  taking  of  themselves  away  from  their  pr 
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sent  places  of  refuge,  as  he  proceeded  to  do  the 
host's  part  to  his  visitor. 

The  gossips  entered  upon  a  jovial  carouse,  and, 
as  their  spirits  became  refreshed,  they  grew  into 
a  greater  content  with  themselves,  and  had  re- 
course to  their  customary  tricks,  till  they  kicked 
*p  such  a  racket,  the  dogs,  the  cat,  and  the  mag- 
pie,  were  again  driven  from  their  ordinary  places, 
on  each  side  the  fire,  to  which  they  had  returned, 
*°  find  security  wherever  they  could. 
It  was  whilst  they  were  intent  upon  the  per- 
i      "Nuance  of  some  of  the  maddest  of  their  freaks, 
***ttwomen,  cloaked,  and  otherwise  habited  like 
Prisons  of  worship,  were  proceeding  at  a  slow  pace 
^to  the  town  in  the  direction  of  the  woman-tailor's 
Alible  tenement.     These  persons  were  Sir  George 
**tew  and  his  friend  Master  Shakspeare.    It  was 
llQl*  so  late  an  hour  that  all  the  sober-minded 
^nsfolk  had  taken  them  to  their  beds.     It  fol- 
*°Weth  that  the  place  was  hushed  into  a  profound 
•Sttness,  save  where  the  noise  of  the  two  gissips 
H*tad  itself,  and  the  darkness  of  the  night  was 
tf  lhat  impenetrable  sort,  nothing  could  be  seen 
W  here  and  there  a  stream  of  light  from  some 
tfcone&t  wherein  a  fire  still  blazed,  or  a  candle 
*fc  kept  burning,  betokening,  perchance,  a  late 
*«*»,  or  the  good  dame's  preparations  to  welcome 
to  his  comfortable  hearth  her  absent  bedfellow  5  or 
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a  door  thrown  open  to  admit  of  the  departur 
some  merry  party  to  their  several  homes,  would; 
whilst  they  were  saying  their  parting  courtesie 
the  threshold,  illumine  the  deep  gloom  of  the  w 
neighbourhood  in  a  still  more  cheerful  fashion. 
The  two  persons,  to  whom  allusion  hath  just  1 
made,  kept  close  together,  conversing  in  a  low 
to  each  other,  but  returning,  with  much  hearth 
the  fair  "good  nights"  they  had  of  every  one 
passed  them  on  their  way.  At  their  heels  * 
stately  hound,  who  seemed  to  take  no  heed  whi 
ever  of  any  tiling  or  any  one,  but  stalked  along 
as  much  affectation  of  solemnness  and  dignit 
would  have  sufficed  the  goodliest  justice  6*  the  p 
that  ever  sentenced  a  sturdy  beggar  to  the  stoc 

The  subject  of  their  conversation  was  no  c 
than  the  Earl  of  Essex,  whose  treasonable  desi 
after  his  abandonment  of  his  government  in  Irel; 
had  become  much  talked  of.  Sir  George  Cf 
detailed  to  his  friend  the  intrigues  in  which 
vain  and  headstrong  noble  had  been  engaged,  f 
he  had  been  placed  under  arrest  by  the  Queen's  oi 

"  He  got  his  liberty  at  last,"  added  he,  u 
was  not  allowed  to  come  to  court,  or  near 
Queen's  person.  These  restrictions  he  could 
stomach.  His  great  heart  would  not  take  qui 
the  humility  that  was  put  upon  him.  He  regai 
those  who  were  most  in  favour  at  court  as  his  i 
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*■  and  remorseless  enemies,  and  was  ever  saying 

***  scurry  thing  or  another  against  them.    His 

d**»tent  grew  greater  every  day,  and  he  gathered 

wont  him  a  number  of  mischievous,  restless  busy- 

taties,  bold  swordsmen,  confident  fellows,  men  of 

"Qken  fortunes,  and  such  as  saucily  used  their 

*fcgues  in  railing  against  all  men.     They  did  him 

110  good ;  but  his  worst  adviser  was  one  Cuffe,  his 

•^Crctary,  a  plotting,  dangerous  knave,  who  had 

"Sen  with  him  in  Ireland/' 

"Methinks  I  have  heard  of  this  man,  Sir 
***<*ge,  at  Oxford.  Held  he  not  some  appointment 
therer 

u09  my  life,  I  know  not  well.  All  I  know  is, 
***at  he  is  the  most  pestilent,  treasonable  knave 
***at  ever  carved  out  employment  for  the  hangman, 
*4i«  which  I  make  no  manner  of  doubt  he  is  now 
**Usily  intent  on,  assisted  by  divers  others  whose 
**^mes  are  in  greater  repute.  Foremost  of  these 
*•  your  assured  friend  and  patron,  Lord  South- 
ampton." 

"Nay,  nay,  Sir  George  Carew,  this  cannot  be. 
Your  intelligencer  must  have  played  you  false !" 
eatciaimed  Master  Shakspeare,  greatly  excited.  "  I 
^culd  pledge  my  life  on  his  loyalty." 

"Do  nothing  unadvisedly,  friend  Will, "  replied 
™*  companion.  "  The  Privy  Council  know  of  a 
•Ul*ty  that  he  is  engaged  in  a  treasonable  design, 

yOL.  i.  O 
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and,  moreover,  that  he  hath  engaged  his  friend. 
Sir  Charles  Danvers,  in  the  same  desperate  under* 
taking.  In  short,  they  have  the  names  of  all  the  con- 
spirators, and  are  as  well  informed  of  their  plans  as 
they  are  themselves.* 

"  I  must  to  London,  Sir  George.  I  must  away 
without  loss  of  time.  I  am  bound  to  save  him. 
He  shall  not  be  sacrificed  in  this  foolish  business, 
an  I  have  power  to  help  him." 

"  Well  said,  Master  Shakspeare,"  replied  Sir 
George  Carew,  to  his  agitated  friend.     "  It  was 
mainly  for  this  I  sought  occasion  for  privy  speech 
with  you.     I  knew  with  what  afFectionateness  you- 
do  regard  this  young  lord,  nor  am  I  ignorant  of  his - 
worthy  nature  ;  therefore  desired  I  he  should  have* 
the  aid  of  so  trusty  a  friend  in  the  perilous  condi- 
tion in  which  he  hath  placed  himself.     But,  hush ! 
What  wild  uproar  is  that  ?" 

The  two  speakers  stopped  of  a  sudden  and  lis- 
tened  intently  ;  but  all  around  seemed  wrapped  in- 
as  deep  a  silence  as  darkness ;  and,  whilst  they  tar- 
ried, Talbot  put  himself  forward  in  the  direction- 
whence   the  rude  sounds  that  so   much  startied- 
Sir  George  Carew  had  come.     It  may  readily  be 
imagined  that  this  noise  proceeded  from  the  woman's 
tailor  and  his  merry  gossip,  who  still  pursued  their- 
mad  pranks  as  riotously  as  ever.    They  had  got  to 
the  rehearsing  of  certain  strange  feats  of  posturing, 
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*Mch  they  intended  performing  at  the  next  Strat- 
wi  games — an  annual  festival,  in  famous  repute 
***  over  Warwickshire  —  that  would  be  held  in  a 
**t  or  so,  twisting  of  their  bodies  in  the  oddest 
Positions  ever  seen,  to  the  extreme  bewilderment  of 
^ckand  Tib,  who  glanced  on  the  scene  with  a  sin- 
&t*lar  curious  look,  from  a  place  of  safety.     Jonas 
tfcod  on  his  head  and  hands,  supporting  Tommy 
**art  on  his  feet,  whose  head  and  body  formed  a  sort 
°f  ring,  the  legs  being  round  the  neck,  when,  as 
***ey  were  deeply  intent  on  keeping  their  unnatural 
Picture,  they  suddenly  heard  a  dreadful  sort  of  sharp 
tapping  noise.    The  eyes  of  both  were  at  the  same 
foment  directed  to  the  spot,  and,  to  their  extreme 
**orror,  they  beheld,  peering  over  the  wicket,  a  hor- 
rible black  visage,  with  eyes  that  looked  to  be  of 
looming  coals,  glaring  on  them  as  though  about  to 
<*o  them  a  terrible  mischief.    The  lateness  of  the 
**our,  joined  to  the  fiendish  aspect  of  their  visiter, 
^»  it  was  seen  in  the  ruddy  firelight,  looking  a 
^thousand  times  more  unearthly  from  the  singular 
positions  in  which  they  observed  him,  struck  the 
hearts  of  both  with  a  sudden  and  overwhelming 
fear,  and,  in  an  instant,  Tommy  Hart  tumbled  from 
*ua  elevation,  and  he  and  his  equally  frightened 
gowip  rolled  over  and  jostled  each  other  till  they 
got  to  a  distant  corner  of  the  chamber.     There 
wh  strove,  with  main  and  might,  to  get  behind  the 
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other,  uttering  all  manner  of  fearful  cries  in  a  k 
voice,  and  trembling  in  every  limb*  Dick  and  Ti 
and  their  associates,  seemed  to  share  in  their  terrc 
for  they  got  themselves  as  far  as  possible  from  ti 
door  —  one  cawed,  the  other  mewed,  and  the  re 
yelped,  as  though  they,  too,  were  within  an  inch 
being  frightened  out  of  their  lives. 

The  once  merry  hatter  had  now  sunk  on  t 
knees,  as  terribly  out  of  conceit  of  mirth  of  any  sc 
as  a  whipped  turnspit,  and  commenced  a  Strang 
yet  monstrous  earnest  sort  of  prayer,  full  of  assew 
rations  of  the  thorough  honesty  of  his  dealings 
man,  woman,  and  child,  whilst  the  poor  womac 
tailor  was  kneeling  behind  him,  engaged  in  a  sin: 
lar  kind  of  devotion,  but  making  very  urgent  coi 
fession  of  divers  appropriations  of  small  pieces  « 
stuff,  which  he  had  neglected  returning  to  his  cui 
tomers. 

"  An  it  please  you,  my  lord,"  muttered  tl 
fear-struck  hatter,  scarcely  daring  to  lift  his  ey« 
to  the  horrible  object  he  addressed,  u  I  am  in  o 
case  for  the  society  of  your  honourable  worship 
I  am  an  exceeding  humble,  worthless  poor  varle 
unworthy  to  tie  your  honour's  shoes.  But  here  i 
my  friend  here,  an  your  honourable  worship  pleasei 
as  worthy  a  soul  as  ever  broke  bread — " 

"  Nay,  I  assure  your  noble  worship,"  cried  th 
other,  with  a  wild  kind  of  fervour,  u  I  am  a  mor 
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stroug  malefactor,  that  hath  more  sins  to  repent  of 
*«an  there  are  threads  in  a  piece  of  cloth.  It  is 
*-«is,  my  very  excellent  sweet  gossip,  you  must  needs 
"^  in  quest  of,  for  he  hath  such  rare  virtues — " 

**  Believe  him  not,  I  beseech  you,  good  my  lord/' 

screamed  out  Tommy  Hart,  in  as  loud  a  voice  as  he 

Gould  use,  c<  I  have  no  more  virtue  in  me  than 

you  may  find  in  a  withered  radish.     Jonas  will  do 

c*^edit  to  your  worship's  judgment — Jonas  is  such 

admirable  choice  company." 

"  I  am  but  an  ass  to  Tommy  here,  an  it  please 
you,  my  lord,"  replied  Jonas  Tietape,  with  equal 
energy — <<  there  is  not  such  an  intolerable  ass  in  all 
Warwickshire." 

**  Try  him,  an  it  please  your  worship.  An  you 
*°  not  find  him  worth  a  score  of  such  poor  wittols 
*•  am  I,  I  will  give  my  bead  as  a  buttered-toast  for 
**  next  hungry  dog  I  meet." 

Row  long  this  altercation  might  have  continued 
1  cannot  take  upon  me  to  say,  had  it  not  been  put 
to  a  sudden  conclusion.  The  sole  cause  of  it  at 
™  moment  opened  a  pair  of  monstrous  formi- 
"ftble  jaws  that,  to  the  excited  and  terrified  visions 
►  °*  the  trembling  posturers,  looked  to  be  of  the  size 
°*  *  church-door,  at  least,  when  fully  extended. 
At  this,  Tommy  Hart,  with  a  cry  of  terror,  made  a 
(ie*perate  struggle  to  get  behind  the  friend  in  whose 
Ffcise  he  had  spoken  so  movingly  scarce  a  moment 
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since,  the  which  the  latter  seemed  as  desperate 
intent  on  not  allowing,  and  began  struggling  fierce! 
shouting  murder  at  the  top  of  his  voice.  The  ol 
ject  of  their  terror  closed  his  terrible  fangs  with 
curious  sound  that  was  any  thing  but  human ;  anc 
at  the  uproar  it  created  in  the  two  gossips,  begaJ 
a  series  of  other  sounds  that  were  less  human  stil 
— for  beyond  all  manner  of  doubt  they  were— sucl 
as  a  dog  uses  when  barking. 

In  all  honesty,  the  horrible  head  peering  over  flu 
wicket,  that  had  so  frightened  the  woman's  taitoi 
and  his  associate  into  the  assured  conviction  the 
arch  enemy  had  come  to  them  on  his  devilish  errand 
for  one  or  both,  was  no  other  than  that  of  Talbot, 
who,  attracted  by  the  noise  the  two  were  making 
during  their  performances,  went  straight  to  the 
house,  and  put  his  paws  on  the  low  door,  so  that 
he  could  see  all  that  was  going  on  in  the  chamber. 
The  singular  attitudes  of  the  posturers  made  hifl 
utter  the  low  growl  that  attracted  their  attention 
and,  not  being  able  to  make  out 'the  nature  of  th 
eloquent  addresses  that  were  made  to  him,  anc 
moreover,  being  somewhat  inclined  for  sleep,  1 
indulged  himself  in  a  yawn  of  more  than  ordina 
length  ;  and  the  outcry  this  occasioned  so  disturb 
him,  that  he  took  to  barking  rather  angrily. 

The  cry  of  "  Murder!"  made  Master  Shakspea 
and  Sir  George  Carew  quicken  their  steps;   ai 
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***ey  arrived  at  the  wicket  just  in  time  to  witness 
lhe  recognition  of  Talbot  by  the  frightened  gossips, 
^to  now  laughed  at  their  fears  till  the  tears  ran 
*****n  their  cheeks  5   and,  whilst  the  merry  hatter 
c^*essed  his  old  acquaintance,  Jonas  took  to  his 
°rdinary  antics,  and  went  whirling  along  the  cham- 
****,  on  his  hands  and  feet,  with  more  wantonness 
*han  ever,  scaring  his  favourites  from  the  snug 
places  wherein  they  had  been  bewildered  specta- 
*°*s  of  the  strange  scenes  just  described,  and  some- 
what disturbing  the  gravity  of  Talbot,  who  could 
|H*t  refrain   from   an   occasional  bark.      On   Sir 
George  and  his  friend  coming  up,  the  story  of  the 
fright  Talbot  had  put  them  into  was  soon  told,  to 
the  amusement,  as  it  seemed,  both  of  narrators  and 
hearers;  and,  in  a  short  time  afterwards,  Master 
Shakspeare  and  Sir  George  parted,  with  a  few 
Wty  words  that  seemed  to  be  of  deep  import. 
The  former,  in  an  exceeding  perturbed  state  of 
triad,  made  the  best  of  his  way  to  his  cottage  at 
Shottery,  whilst  Sir  George  Carew  returned  to  his 
own  mansion ;  and  the  two  gossips  —  for  a  brief 
*pace  longer  —  to  their  postures,  their  jests,  and 
their  bursts  of  joyous  laughter  at  the  recollection 
of  the  awful  visit  that  had  so  hugely  disturbed 
them. 
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Lord  of  my  love,  to  whom  in  vassalage 
Thy  merit  bath  my  duty  strongly  knit, 

To  thee  I  send  this  written  embassage. 
To  witness  duty,  not  to  show  my  wit. 

SHAKBFXARS. 

I  lowed  the   man.  and  do  honour  hie  memory  on  this  side  idolatry 
i  nrach    a*   svny.     He  was  indeed,  honest,  and  of  an  open  and  free 
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CHAPTER  I. 


^«  she  goes,  all  hearts  do  doty 

Unto  her  beauty ; 
"^nd  enamoured  do  wish,  so  they  might 

Bat  enjoy  such  a  sight, 
**liat  they  still  were  to  ran  by  her  side, 
**l)roagh  woods,  through  seas,  whither  she  would  ride. 

Ben  Jonson. 

*&irst  Gentleman.  His  mind's  much  elevated  now. 

£*eon.   It  seems  so,  sirrah. 

lieutenant.   I  am  so  troubled  with  this  fellow  ! 

£*eon.   He'll  call  me  rogue  anon. 

t*irtt  Gentleman,  Tis  ten  to  one  else. 

Bbaumont  and  Flbtchsr. 

Tabitha  hurried  on  with  her  companion  as  though 
*rth  an  exceeding  desire  to  witness  the  goodly 
Pageants  of  which  rumour  bad  spoken  pretty  loudly 
*Nughout  Barbican,  and  perchance  also  with  some 
Particular  eagerness  to  show  to  all  of  her  ac- 
quaintance, in  the  first  place,  in  what  marvellous 
?ol.  n.  B 
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good  company  she  was,  and,  in  the  second,  ^r 
brave  attire  she  could  don  for  such  an  occasion* 

Ever  since  she  had  heard  from  an  intelligex* 
in  whom  she  could  put  her  trust,  that  Queen  Eli* 
beth  was  to  return  on  such  a  day  to  her  good  oi 
of  London,  and,  according  to  a  fashion  in  excelle 
favour  with  her,  was  to  be  welcomed  back  with  * 
joicings  and  shows  of  all  descriptions,  she  dete 
mined  to  play  the  part  of  the  good  woman,  on  * 
large  a  scale  as  possible,  and,  by  every  means  i 
her  power,  endeavour  to  secure  for  herself  the  long 
coveted  station  of  wife  to  that  very  admirable,  ft 
mous  physician,  Master  Doctor  Posset. 

It  was  rare  tliat  Mistress  Tabitha  was  seen  i 
the  streets  with  other  male  companion  than  Lann* 
lot  Curthose,  whose  task  it  had  often  been,  wbf 
his  mistress  stayed  out  o'  nights  in  visiting  any 
her  gossips  at  a  distance,  to  march  before  her, 
every  dutiful  apprentice  was  wont  to  accompf 
his  mistress,  with  a  lantern  in  one  hand  and  a  ( 
gel  in  the  other :  the  one  for  lighting  of  her ' 
the  other  to  be  raised  in  her  defence,  in  ca 
need.    But  Launce  was  now  little  thought  of 
only  for  the  consideration  of  the  notable  p 
ment  that  was  due  to  him  for  the  horrible 
strous  torture  he  had  put  her  to,  which  entei 
mind  when  a  smart  twinge  of  pain  occurred 
wounded  foot.    At  all  other  periods,  her  tb 
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«ch,  had  but  one  direction.  She  laughed 
.occasionally  turning  round  to  say  some- 
liarly  gracious  to  her  followers,  and  omit- 
g  that  could  make  herself  appear  as  de- 
ft wishes  of  her  companion  as  she  was 
d  amiable. 

luct  of  the  physician  did  not  very  clearly 
i  opinion  on  the  state  of  his  feelings  to- 
is  satisfactory  as  she  could  have  desired, 
as  lively  as  a  superannuated  ape,  to 
sowing  and  chattering  gave  a  marked 
9.  He  never  failed  to  laugh  when  it  was 
9  should ;  and,  though  there  might  be 
olutely  lover-like  in  his  behaviour,  there 
ly  nothing  to  discourage  the  idea  that 
»ry  friendly  feeling  existed.  There  was 
ling  in  his  conduct  Tabitha  disliked, 
mtinually  turning  round,  even  in  the 
$r  most  powerful  attacks  upon  his  affec- 
serve  their  followers.  She  fancied  that 
jngs  of  his  daughter  with  Leonard  and 
who  were  walking  on  each  side  of  her, 
5t  with  his  approbation.  Although  this 
«ry  natural  on  his  part,  she  liked  not 
ence  it  manifested  to  her  claims  upon 

»m  came  Millicent  and  the  two  young 
is  it  seemed,  the  other  two  still  vying 

b2 


deal  more  tho  making  of  himself  ae^reeal 
male  associate  than  unto  the  other.      '] 
yjjjj  .  physician  could  not  but  appear  pleased, 

as  he  was,  and  of  so  marvellous  a  gravit; 
not  but  feel  the  genial  influence  of  two 
sons  anxious  to  give  him  all  the  conti 
their  power. 

They  were  followed  by  Monsieur  Gs 
Mildred,  each  apparently  on  the  exquisi 
with  the  other.     After  tHese  came  Rog 

I;  ,Ji  old  Poins,  and  Simon  Peltry,  gossips  al 

their  cradles,  who  were  so  intent  on  d 

I  H  the  good  qualities  of  the  Earl  of  Essex, 

fairs  then  were  much  talked  of  by  the  c 
scarce  to  heed  the  vast  crowd  in  which 
now  got  commingled. 

Every  one,  gentle  and  simple,  young 
appeared  to  have  donned  their  holiday  f 
nour  of  their  sovereign ;  and  a  countless 
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mixed  up  with  the  rascal  sort ;  valiant  commanders 
were  thrust  aside  by  unruly  apprentices ;  and  ho- 
nest merchants  were  hustled  by  a  pack  of  master- 
te»  vagrants,  and  the  like  worthless  poor  knaves. 

The  major  part  were  intent  on  making  the  best 
of  their  way  to  the  nearest  point  where  the  Queen's 
Highness  was  expected ;  but  a  very  many  were  too 
tasy  to  have  such  intentions.  Of  these,  some  were 
taking  preparations  for  a  goodly  bonfire,  wherever 
toe  space  admitted  of  it ;  and  here  there  was  a 
marvellous  activity  and  running  to  and  fro  with 
faggots,  and  logs,  and  tar-barrels,  to  heap  up  for 
toe  expected  blaze. 

Along  the  whole  line  of  road  the  owners  of  the 
"titer  sort  of  houses  were  engaged  displaying  from 
toeir  windows  whatever  store  of  tapestry  or  arras 
toey  were  possessed  of,  which,  stirred  by  the  wind, 
did  make  a  pretty  show,  out  of  all  doubt.  In 
almost  every  fresh  turning  were  seen  multitudes  of 
active  artizans  using  of  their  utmost  diligence  in 
fte  getting  ready  of  some  wondrous  pageant ;  for 
toeae  things — especially  wherein  fine  Latin  speeches 
*eie  addressed  to  her  —  the  Queen  wonderfully 
affected.  This  day  being  the  anniversary,  of  her 
coronation,  more  than  usual  efforts  were  made  to 
gfoe  her  contentation  in  this  way,  and  the  utmost 
cunning  of  the  times  was  taxed  in  producing  alle- 
Pfricai  shows  of  more  scholarly  sort  than  any  that 
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had  hitherto  been  seen.  The  city  authorities  cr^uj 
allowed  their  zeal  to  be  exceeded  by  their  diligen^36  > 
they  had  made  the  most  magnificent  preparation-  m'y 
yet,  satisfied  as  they  might  be  with  them,  ttv*7 
were  too  well  aware  of  the  variable  humour  of  tb^^Ir 
royal  mistress  to  await  the  result  without  socxie 
anxiety. 

Whilst  these  more  important  matters  were  :Mn 
hand,  there  was  no  lack  of  amusement  reedy  f*3* 
such  as  chose  to  partake  of  it.  There  was  scarce 
a  corner  that  had  not  its  ballad-singer,  by  who06 
stentorian  lungs  the  superhuman  qualities  of  th^*7 
sovereign  were  insisted  on  in  the  most  choice  dofS' 
grel.  Mountebanks  took  advantage  of  the  co*1" 
tinual  thronging  to  endeavour  to  find  a  market  &*1 
sundry  excellent  remedies  for  divers  most  pot^1* 
diseases,  which  it  was  delicately  hinted  by  the**1' 
good  subjects  should  strive  earnestly  to  rid  the***' 
selves  of.  Here,  conjurors  swallowed  fire ;  the*^* 
astrologers  announced  the  telling  of  fortunes :  he*1*' 
was  a  delicate  puppet-show,  just  arrived  from  tX10 
court  of  Prester  John ;  and  there,  a  bear,  of  si**7 
capital  sort  for  the  showing  of  sport,  the  Sept** 
had  offered  a  thousand  crowns  for  it  from  t£*e 
owner  to  have  it  for  his  own  particular  pastime. 

Noticing  of  these  famous  sights,  and  commentii^^ 
on  most,  the  party  from  Barbican  kept  pressii*^* 
on.    Of  these  the  three  gossips,  who  brought  \0  3? 


/ 


THE  SECRET  PASSION. 


^e  rear,  took  the  least  notice.     Their  attention 

seemed  engrossed  by  political  matters,  and,  after 

discussing  the  aspect  of  affairs  at  home  and  abroad, 

^boring  of  certain  courtiers,  and  extravagantly 

l&uding  their  favourite  the  Earl  of  Essex,  it  seemed 

fes  though  they  were  about  to  take  up  with  one  of 

the  most  fruitful  sources  at  all  times  of  popular 

^lojuence — grumbling. 

u  Gog's  wounds,  it  be  wondrous  such  things 
«i*ould  be  allowed!"  exclaimed  Roger  Chinks,  in 
».  gnaff  voice.  "  Things  are  getting  in  so  bad  a 
*"**io,  I  doubt  hugely  there  will  be  honest  living 
^^>r  any  man,  soon.  The  prices  of  whatsoever  raat- 
^"^2.18  are  most  needed  of  us  poor  men,  are  nigh 
^*  Jon  double  what  they  were  a  score  of  years 


"  Ay,  neighbour,  that  I  find  to  my  cost,"  ob- 
f-caiwl  Simon  Peltry.     "  I  cannot  get  me  a  pint  of 
**iiffcap  for  less  than  a  penny,  which,  in  my  father's 
^ime,  was  to  be  had  for  a  halfpenny  at  any  ale- 
l^oose  within  the  walls.    As  for  bracket  and  dag- 
ger ale,  they  have  got  to  such  a  pestilent  price,  as 
^**ve  put  them  clean  out  of  my  drinking." 

aBut  it  endeth  not  at  the  ale-house,"  replied 
tta  lantern-maker,  "  else  might  it  be  in  some  way 
tanMe.  Here  have  I  been  obliged  to  raise  the 
**ges  of  my  journeymen  twopence  a  day  more 
ti*n  ever  was  beard  of  since  the  craft  of  a  lantern- 
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maker  came  into  exercise ;  and  yet  they  have  tl  — «* 

horrible  impudency  to  tell  me  they  cannot  ku ip 

soul  and  body  together.  Do  not  you,  neighboi»-  f$ 
remember  that,  within  these  thirty  years,  I  mig^Ht 
in  this  goodly  city  buy  the  best  pig  or  goose  I 
could  lay  my  hand  on  for  fourpence,  which  n< 
costeth  twelvepence  ?  a  good  capon  for  threepen 
or  fourpence;  a  chicken  for  a  penny;  a  hen  fr^ff 
twopence,  which  now  costeth  me  double  and  trig^* 
the  money  ?  It  is,  likewise,  in  greater  ware,  as  "3n 
beef  and  mutton.  Moreover,  I  have  seen  a  c^^P 
for  thirteenpence  as  good  as  I  can  now  get  ^*°f 
two  shillings  and  sixpence  of  our  good  go&s&*-V> 
Mistress  Thatchpole.  Of  cloth,  ye  have  heard  li*^0* 
the  price  is  risen.  Now  a  pair  of  shoes  €2*^*®' 
twelvepence ;  yet,  in  my  time,  I  have  bought  B 
better  for  sixpence.  Now  I  can  get  never  a  ho^*0 
shoed  under  tenpence  or  twelvepence,  when  I  h&**~^^ 
also  seen  the  common  price  was  sixpence/' 

"  Ay,  marry,"   responded  the   leather -selE^"   ' 
"  and  hast  marked,  neighbour,  the  monstrous  f^^*~^ 
ing  off  there  is  in  the  goodness  of  whatever  thir^^^ 
we  most  need,  notwithstanding  of  such  exceed*  ^3  ( 
charges?     Now  the  lamb'swool  I  have  tasted 
late  hath  no  more  the  true  smack  of  such  as  I  v^*^^ 
wont  to  drink,  no  more  than  a  score  of  years  baC^ 
than  has  a  draught  of  this  conduit  we  are  passii 
the  flavour  of  muscadine.     Hanging  be  too 
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for  the  cheating  varlets  who  plunder   us  in  this 
intolerable  fashion." 

"  In  good  sooth,  neighbours,  methinks  you  are 
somewhat  too  hasty  in  these  your  judgments  in 
this  matter,"  observed  the  spurrier.  "  Doubtless 
is  it  that  the  prices  of  divers  commodities  have 
been  raised  to  some  extent  since  our  youth  :  but  it 
remaineth  not  merely  in  matters  of  victual ;  divers 
other  things  needed  by  us  are  not  to  be  bought 
out  at  as  high  a  price.  Perchance,  Neighbour 
Chinks,  the  selling  of  lanterns  hath  of  late  become 
"tore  profitable  than  it  used  ?" 

cc  An  if  it  had  not,"  replied  the  lantern-maker, 
I  must  needs  have  abandoned  the  trade." 
c<  And  in  the  selling  of  leather,  there  might  also 
*>e  larger  gains,"  added  the  other. 

€CBody  o'  me,  yes,"  answered  Simon  Peltry, 
laughingly,  to  whom  the  preceding  question  had 
been  addressed.  "  I  had  no  need  to  grumble  on 
l**at  score,  did  not  the  villanous  tapsters  rob  me 
°fthem." 

u  Then  I  prythee  say,  where  is  the  wit  or 
honesty  of  complaining  of  the  times?"  asked  Mar- 
**a  Poms  quickly,  yet  with  deep  seriousness.  "  I 
x**arvel  hugely  you  should  lack  that  proper  sense 
°f  religiousness,  which  would  have  made  you  per- 
ceive that  this  change  in  the  times  was  a  thing 
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for  which  you  should  have  been  hugely  grateful 
Instead  of  being  foolishly  discontented  at  the  high 
ness  of  prices,  you  should  have  gone  down  on  you 
knees,  and  have  thanked  God  you  lived  when  sucl 
were  general/' 

The  only  reply  the  pious  spurrier  got  was  i 
sort  of  grunt  from  the  surly  maker  of  lanterm 
The  jolly  dealer  in  leather  made  no  other  sign  o 
having  attended  to  the  speech,  than  by  putting  hi 
tongue  in  the  corner  of  his  cheek  in  a  manne 
infinitely  more  significant  than  refined,  and  wink 
ing  at  his  fellow-grumbler.  At  this  instant,  tb 
attention  of  all  the  party  was  drawn  towards  Mis 
tress  Tabitha,  calling  to  young  Martin  Pains  to 
point  out  to  him  a  pageant  that  seemed  exceed 
ingly  to  have  struck  her  fancy.  Martin  was  n< 
where  to  be  seen.  All  had  been  so  engaged  upoi 
their  separate  gratifications,  that  the  boy  hai 
been  entirely  forgotten  by  them  for  some  timi 
past. 

Many  were  the  comments,  and  various  the  con- 
jectures his  disappearance  occasioned.  Mistress 
Thatchpole,  in  especial,  appeared  to  take  his  ab- 
sence much  to  heart,  there  being  no  end  to  hei 
hopes  and  fears  concerning  of  the  dear  child'* 
safety.  What  looked  to  be  most  strange,  tbc 
father  seemed   the    least  interested  or  alarmed. 
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though  known  to  be  of  a  singular  affectionate  dis- 
position. He  knew  Martin  better  than  the  rest, 
*<)d  could,  had  he  chose,  have  made  a  shrewd 
Sues  as  to  his  whereabouts.  He  contented  him- 
■^lf,  however,  with  expressing  his  conviction  that 
there  was  no  cause  of  alarm.  This  at  last  satis- 
fiedhis  anxious  neighbour;  and,  after  some  exceed- 
***gitrong  assertions,  that  she  should  never  know 
the  least  atom  of  comfort  all  her  days  should  any 
harm  befall  her  precious  favourite,  she  was  induced 
to  resume  her  hold  of  the  physician's  arm,  which 
•he  had  dropped  in  the  intensity  of  her  concern, 
****!  the  party  proceeded  on  their  course. 

The  crowd  grew  more  dense  as  they  advanced. 

**-he  doctor  began  to  find  considerable  difficulty  in 

***&king  a  path  for  himself  and  his  companion. 

^he  people  were  wedged  together  in   countless 

Multitudes,  without  the  slightest    distinction   of 

^orth  or  station.    The  windows  and  house-tops 

^ere  crowded  with  eager  faces,   turned  in  one 

*h*ection,  which  was  of  course  that  by  which  the 

Queen's  Highness  was  expected.     But  the  party 

**oqi  Barbican  had  now  nearly  approached  their 

^^stination,  which  was  the  house  of  a  certain  gos- 

**p  and  kinswoman  of  Mistress  Tabitha's,    well 

**K*wn  to  most  of  her  companions  as  Dame  Quiney, 

then  living  in  the  city  in  excellent  repute  both 

there  and  at  court  as  a  clear-starcher.    The  win- 
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dows  of  her  dwelling  overlooked  the  road  through 
which  the  expected  procession  was  to  pass,  ant 
one  on  the  ground-floor  had  been  set  aside  for  the 
conveniency  of  those  now  urgently  pushing  theii 
way  towards  it. 

In  due  time,  after  no  small  difficulty,  they  wen 
so  fortunate  as  to  obtain  access  to  Dame  Quiney*! 
dwelling ;  and,  after  a  courteous  welcome  from  ai 
exceeding  clean  and  still  comely  matron,  wearing 
one  of  the  very  ruffs  she  was  so  famed  for  pre 
paring  for  the  Queen's  Highness  and  the  ladiei 
of  her  court,  they  took  their  position  at  the  largi 
open  casement,  some  sitting  on  stools  and  benches 
and  the  rest  standing  up  behind.  After  seeing  then 
all  properly  placed,  their  hostess  retired,  to  lool 
after  other  guests  of  hers. 

It  was  now  about  the  hour  of  noon.  The  daj 
was  none  so  bright  at  the  first  dawn  of  it,  bu 
suddenly  the  sun  burst  out  with  a  marvellou 
cheerful  aspect,  that  made  the  decorated  street 
and  countless  thousands  in  their  holiday  suit 
look  wonderfully  brave.  In  all  that  vast  assem 
blage,  there  was  scarce  one  face  whereof  the  ex 
preseion  was  not  cheerfulness  and  content. 

A  famous  commodity  of  debating  was  going  o 
amongst  the  crowd,  during  the  time  Tabitha  an 
her  party  wore  kept  waiting ;  but  it  was  suddenl 
put  a  stop  to  by  distant  shouts,  that  made  evei 
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individual  in  the  crowd  break  off  what  he  was 
then  intent  on,  and  do  all  that  in  him  lay 
to  get  a  good  view  in  the  direction  of  those  wel- 
come sounds. 

Every  one  was  now  restless  with  expectation. 
They  who  were  in  the  streets  were  on   tiptoe, 
striving  to  look  over  each  other's  heads — the  short 
deploring  their  want  of  height,  and  the  tall  wish- 
ing themselves  to  be  very  May-poles ;  whilst,  from 
the  windows  and  house-tops,  and  indeed  from  all 
elevated  places,  the  same  efforts  were  made  for  the 
satisfying   of  the  general    curiosity.      Anon  the 
sound  of  trumpets  caught  the  ear,  and  the  shout- 
tog  became  louder.    Whereupon,  the  crowd  in  the 
wighbourhood  of  the  party  from  Golden  Lane 
"bowed  greater  restlessness  in  their  movements, 
ttd  more  curiosity  in  their  looks.     And  so  it  con- 
ned, with  the  addition  of  divers  impatient  yet 
W&l  exclamations  from  all  quarters,  till  the  sound 
of  the  trumpets  coming  nigher  and   nigher,  the 
'bouts  every  instant  increasing  in  loudness,  and 
the  cries  and  movements  of  all  around  who  were 
•dl  placed  for  a  view  in  the  quarter  to  which 
^ij  gaze  was  directed,  gave  good  assurance  that 
the  Queen's  Highness  was  approaching. 

A  short  time,  which  to  many  seemed  to  grow  to  a 
marvellous  length,  and  the  imposing  cavalcade  that 
accompanied  the  Queen  began  to  make  its  appear- 
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ance.  First,  came  trumpets  and  kettle-drums  *^>u 
horseback ;  the  performers  whereof,  in  gay  dres^*^ 
almost  covered  with  gold  lace,  appeared  to  T&* 
making  the  loudest  music  in  their  power.  Th^* 
came  a  goodly  company  of  the  highest  nobles  sr*d 
gentlemen  of  the  land,  on  prancing  palfreys  gail  J 
caparisoned.  In  the  midst  of  these,  and  they  wez"* 
a  very  many,  came  a  handsome  caroche  drawn  \>y 
six  horses,  in  the  which  were  two  or  three  persons, 
but  conspicuous  above  all  a  woman  right  royally 
apparelled,  the  sight  of  whom  seemed  to  mak^ 
that  vast  multitude  mad  with  very  joy.  Sucl* 
shouting  of  good  wishes,  such  throwing  up  of 
caps,  such  waving  of  handkerchiefs,  it  was„.8carc** 
possible  any  human  eye  had  ever  seen  before ;  al ' 
the  whilst  the  lady  so  welcomed  regarded  ever^ 
thing  with  exceeding  graciousness,  inclined  he** 
head  in  grateful  acknowledgment  of  the  popular* 
good-will,  and  more  than  once  spoke  her  thanks 
in  words  of  winning  courtesy. 

Bravely  as  she  was  clad,  and  gracious  as  she 
appeared,  there  could  be  no  disguising  that  age 
had  marked  her  features  with  many  unpleasing 
memorials ;  besides  which,  her  visage  had  a  care- 
worn and  heavy  look,  that  told  of  a  heart  ill  at 
ease.  In  truth,  she  had  just  then  many  causes  of 
disquietude  in  the  aspect  of  affairs  at  home  and 
abroad ;  but  the  conduct  of  her  favourite,  the  Earl 
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his  Irish  government,  and  since  his 
urn  thence,  as  it  was  continually  repre- 
,  filled  the  aged  beauty  with  more  un- 
it all-  the  other  things  put  together. 
aid  to  disguise  her  cares  and  anxieties 
?al  subjects  under  a  smiling  exterior, 
Id  not  conceal  from  herself  that  the 
itered  into  her  soul,  and  her  increasing 
id  irritability  had  long  since  told  to  her 
te  increase  in  her  sufferings, 
inner  Queen  Elizabeth  continued  her 
h  such  occasional  stops  as  came  of  cer- 
s,  consisting  of  such  dainty  conceits  in 
he  personating  of  allegorical  and  hea- 
icters,  as  were  considered  most  apt  for 

ie  Time,  to  lay  aside  his  scythe  and 
md  swear  he  had  nought  more  uow  to 
ote,  with  infinite  reverence,  the  peerless 
:>m  his  poor  eyes  had  been  allowed  to 
b  Hercules  put  by  his  club,  vowing 
[h  he  had  performed  so  many  marvel- 
to  stand  undazzled  within  the  influ- 
radiant  beauty  was  of  too  much  diffi- 
3re  he  would  not  essay  it,  but  at  an 
nee  be  ever  at  hand  ready  to  put  forth 
a  to  the  uttermost  against  any  who 
axing  enough  to  deny  her  exceeding 
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exquisiteness    of   feature    and    supereminence    <] 
mind. 

In  one  place,  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity  came  fox- 
ward  to  say  that  they  had  had  nought  to  do  om 
earth,  since  a  princess  had  appeared,  who,  in  h^J 
own  proper  person,  made  so  fair  a  show  of  all  thai  r 
virtues,  and  every  other  it  was  possible  to  have  - 
and,  in  another,  Neptune  exhibited  himself,  mth 
his  trident  and  sea-horses,  swearing  most  lustily 
that  he  had  given  up  all  empire  of  the  seas,  tsae& 
its  true  and  invincible  ruler,  the  high  and  mighty 
Elizabeth,  had  put  forward  her  pretensions  to  such 
sovereignty ;   and  a  vast  deal  more  of  the  like 
sort,  spoken  in  most  excellent  sounding  verse,  and 
replied  to  by  the  Queen's  Majesty  in  fair  and  plea- 
sant speech. 

To  the  monstrous  delight  of  the  immense  multi- 
tude, congregated  in  every  street,  Queen  Elisabeti 
proceeded,  after  this  fashion,  to  Somerset  Houtf 
where  she  intended  to  remain. 

Mistress  Tabitha  Thatchpole  and  her  party  wait 
where  they  had  placed  themselves,  rarely  plea' 
with  the  sight  they  had  had,  till  the  crowd  in 
streets  had  so  far  diminished  as  to  allow  of  ' 
retracing  their  footsteps  to  Golden  Lane,  it  i 
having  been  their  intention  to  stay  in  Dame  Qu 
house  but  sufficient  time  to  see  the  pagean 
taking  leave  of  the  clear-  starcher,  who,  to  f 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  17 

faith,  was  right  glad  to  be  quit  of  them,  she  having 
persons  of  higher  condition  then  staying  with  her, 
ftey  bent  their  steps  homeward.  But,  in  so  happy 
*  mood  were  they — for  even  the  old  lantern-maker 
•poke  and  looked  with  some  pleasantness — that  they 
cared  not  for  immediate  returning,  and,  at  the  sug- 
gestion of  the  jovial  leather-seller,  proceeded  to  a 
quiet  inn  in  Paternoster  Row,  to  solace  themselves 
after  their  fatigues  with  a  tankard  of  choice  ale. 
AD  the  chambers  seemed  as  full  of  thirsty  cus- 
tomers as  they  could  well  be :  and  the  drawers 
*ere  running  hither  and  thither,  calling  to  this  one, 
and  answering  that,  and  serving  all  as  busy  as  bees 
in  a  hive.  There  was,  the  while,  such  a  hum  of 
'wees  as  could  scarce  have  been  exceeded  at  the 
building  of  Babel. 

With  a  great  to  ao,  and  not  without  much  pa- 
tience, and  a  word  or  two  spoke  by  Simon  Peltry  to 
one  of  the  drawers,  an  acquaintance  of  his  —  no 
marvel,  for  the  thirsty  leather-seller  was  as  familiar 
with  every  drawer  in  London  and  Southwark  as  he 
n>igbt  be  with  his  own  jerkin  ;  they  were  acoom- 
nwdated  with  a  small  table  and  the  proper  quantity 
of  stools,  and  thereupon  they,  with  a  very  reason- 
able heartiness,  commenced  paying  their  attention 
to  the  tankard. 

This  was  well-liked  of  each,  and  singularly  so  of 
tk  jolly  leather- seller,  who,  whilst  pronouncing 


i8  TliK  SLCRET   PASSION. 

his  opinion  on  its  merit,  and  giving  its  whole  kis' 
tory,  from  the  sowing  of  the  grain,  and  the  gath^  *" 
ing  of  the  hops,  to  its  present  acquaintance  wL**1 
his  throat,  had  such  frequent  recourse  to  his  »**" 
ject,  that  few  of  the  party  knew  of  its  worth  i 
through  the  medium  of  his  commendations; ' 
of,  the  consequence  was,  another  tankard < 
dered,  of  which  a  fairer  division  was  enforced;  i 
as  they  this  way  were  led  to  understand  the  ju 
of  their  neighbour's  commentaries,  each  began  1^  ^ 
be  as  eloquent  as  Simon  Peltry. 

Of  John  Hall  it  is  sufficient  to  state,  he  was  no^^ 
altogether  unmoved.  Whether  the  blandishment^-^ 
of  the  kind  Millicent,  or  the  friendly  attentions  ot-^ 
her  betrothed,  or  the  generous  influence  of  tha^* 
tankard,  did  most  in  removing  that  grave  anc^ 
somewhat  studious  air,  that  had  so  distinguishes^ 
him  when  leaving  his  mother's  home,  under  Hk^ 
guardianship  of  that  unmatchable  prudent  guid^^ 
Simon  Stockfish,  we  have  no  positive  assurance** 
but  it  was  easy  to  see  he  was  exceeding  we—  11 
pleased. 

Simon  Peltry,  in  the  meanwhile,  was  relating  "*^> 
such  of  the  company  as  he  could  get  to  listen  *o 
him  the  particular  history  of  every  drawer  who  h»«l 
been  seen  by  any  of  his  companions  since  they  h&« 
entered  the  inn,  for  in  such  learning  he  had  not  his 
match  all  the  world  over.    He  could  name  not  on  lj' 
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i  of  each  individual,  but  knew  their  gos- 
*{*,  and  every  thing  they  had  said  or  done  worthy 
rf  the  telling.    As  for  Mistress  Thatchpole,  she 
**t  in  ber  elemeiit.     It  seemed  to  her  that  the 
"We  doctor  was  as  attentive  as  though  she  had  been 
®*  most  profitable  patient,  and  she  fancied  his 
fab  were  of  a  wonderful  tender  and  devoted  na- 
ture. 

All  at  once  the  conversation  took  a  turn  towards 

Golden  Lane ;  and  she,  perchance,  being  more  at 

**°n»  there  than  in  any  other  subject  that  had  been 

***entioned,  cared  no  more  for  being  a  listener,  and 

****ight  talked  away  as  vigorously  as  the  best.  She 

***tered  at  some  length  into  her  own  history,  not 

Effing,  with  proper  expressiveness,  to  state  how 

^«11  things  were  going  on  with  her  in  the  selling 

°f  caps  and  hats,  and  giving  a  full,  perchance  an 

°^w,  valuation  of  the  tenement  that  had  been  left 

***r  for  the  carrying  on  of  her  business.     In  short, 

*he  left  nothing  unsaid  that  could  convey  to  her 

***uers  the  conviction  that  Mistress  TabithaThatch- 

P^fe,  of  Golden  Lane,  Barbican,  was  worth  any- 

***Vs  having,  be  he  whom  he  might. 

"Methinks  that  apprentice  of  yours  doth  not 
*•&  industry,"  observed  Martin  Poins. 

"By  my  troth  no,"  replied  Tabitha,  anxious,  for 
e*P*aal  reasons,  to  appear  ready  to  speak  kindly  of 
***1  one.    u  He  is  no  idler,  I  promise  you.    And, 
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though  I  cannot  but  hesitate  somewhat  in  telling  y< 
of  it,  as  it  may  seem  in  some  sort  the  shewing  oi 
great  vanity  in  me,  he  entereth  into  my  service  wi 
such  exceeding  affectionateness,  that  he  will  allc 
of  none  assisting.  Nay,  so  devoted  is  he,  that  of  1 
own  accord  he  pressed,  with  a  monstrous  earnes 
ness  I  found  it  impossible  to  deny,  that  he  shou 
be  left  on  this  glorious  day  to  look  after  the  co 
cerns  of  the  shop,  stating  that  I  should  enjoy  mys< 
all  the  more,  as  it  was  his  wish,  if  I  knew  that  n 
customers  were  as  well  looked  after  as  though 
were  present.' ' 

Whilst  Mistress  Thatchpole's  company  were  adc 
ing  their  several  commendations  to  hers  of  th: 
phoenix  of  an  apprentice,  it  so  chanced  that  a  nois 
was  heard  of  no  little  laughing  and  shouting  in  on 
of  the  adjoining  rooms,  and,  amid  the  madde* 
uproar  of  mirth  from  many  voices,  they  could  easil 
distinguish  the  following  sentences : — 

"  Out  on  her  for  a  scurvy  jade,  say  I !  But 
cannot  restrain  mine  honest  mirth,  when  thinkin 
what  a  fury  the  old  tabby  would  be  in,  knew  she 
have  set  at  nought  her  strict  commands  and  threa 
enings  in  case  of  disobedience  to  keep  within  dooi 
But  she  is  well  served.  I  entreated  to  be  allow* 
as  other  'prentices  are,  to  make  this  a  holiday,  ^ 
all  I  got  of  my  prayers  was  a  rating — plague  on 
shrewish  tongue  ! — so  loud,  I  was  nigh  upon  st 
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ned  by  the  fury  of  it ;  and,  as  for  cuffs — methinks 
she  taketh  me  for  nothing  better  than  a  custard, 
that  must  needs  have  a  constant  beating  to  make  it 
of  any  goodness.  But  prythee  join  with  me  in  a 
draught  of  huff-cap,  to  drink  this  Mother  Brimstone 
•  speedy  meeting  with  her  proper  master  and  help- 
mate, Old  Scratch." 

Scarce  had  this  speech  ended,  when,  with  a  shout 
of  riotous  laughter,  a  party  of  nearly  a  dozen  youths, 
Kerning  to  be  apprentices,  burst  into  the  chamber, 
and  at  the  head  of  them,  and  out  of  all  doubt  the 
speaker  of  what  hath  just  been  stated,  was  no  other 
than  the  phoenix,  Lazy  Launce.  At  the  hearing  of 
such  rude  phrases  at  such  a  moment,  Mrs.  Tabitha 
Tbatchpole,  quite  forgetful  of  the  amiable  cha- 
racter she  had  been  so  earnestly  endeavouring  to 
a*wne,  directly  Launce  made  his  appearance,  flew 
Awards  him,  shewing,  by  her  looks  and  manner, 
that  neither  this  offence  nor  that  whereby  her  corn 
had  suffered  so  terribly  would  be  allowed  to  pass 
without  a  signal  punishment. 

Doubtless  he  would  have  had  a  famous  mauling, 
had  not  young  Poins,  who  was  one  of  the  most 
boisterous  of  the  party,  as  she  came  rushing  with 
her  utmost  speed,  thrust  one  of  his  companions 
towards  her  with  such  force,  that  they  scarcely 
**aped  coming  to  the  ground  together.  Ere  Ta- 
wtha  could  recover  herself,  Launce,  looking  to  be 
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in  as  great  a  fright  as  ever  he  was  in  his  life  for  f 
his  big  words,  took  but  two  steps  to  the  door,  ai 
vanished  out  of  the  neighbourhood  as  though  tl 
very  helpmate  he  had  proposed  for  his  mistress  w 
in  full  chase,  at  his  heels. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Here  are  none  that  can  bear  a  painted  show, 
Strike  when  yon  wink,  and  then  lament  the  blow ; 
Who,  like  mills,  set  the  right  way  for  to  grind, 
Can  make  their  gains  alike  with  every  wind ; 
Only  some  fellows  with  the  subtlest  pate, 
Amongst  as,  may  perchance  equivocate 
At  selling  of  a  horse,  and  that's  the  most. 

Francis  Beaumont. 

If  we  do  prosper  now,  not  we  on  Fate, 
But  she  on  us  shall  for  direction  wait. 

The  Great  Favorite. 

It  is  a  weary  interlude 
Which  doth  short  joys,  long  woes  include ; 
The  world's  the  stage,  the  prologue  tears, 
The  acts  vain  hopes,  and  varied  fears ; 
The  scene  shuts  up  with  loss  of  breath, 
And  leaves  no  epilogue  but  death. 

Dr.  Henry  Kino. 

'Hie  principal  chambers  in  Essex  House  were 
*fonged  with  men  of  divers  characters  and  condi- 
k^but  for  the  most  part  bearing  in  their  several 
lsPects  an  air  of  fierce  determination  and  gloomy 
intent.      Amongst  them  were  some  of  high 
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lineage  and  good  reputations,  and  divers  of  singul«^*r 
repute  for  ability  in  learning  and  in  arms;  but  ther^^e 
were  also  present  a  vast  number  of  gentlemen  ^*r»f 
poor  fortunes  and  poorer  characters ;  daring  adve) 
turers,  who  had  nothing  to  lose  but  their  lr 
which  they  were  ready  to  risk  in  any  venture  thsmt 
promised  to  better  their  fortunes ;  and  impoverish^**! 
cast  captains,  who  sought  a  desperate  enterprises, 
somewhat  out  of  revenge  against  certain  persons  m  s 
the  government,  by  whom  they  fancied  they  ha»<l 
been  scurvily  treated,  and  somewhat  in  the  hope  «-^f 
obtaining  rich  advantages,  as  had  been  held  out  *fco 
them  if  they  assisted  in  the  stirring  game  that  w^^8 
afoot. 

There  were  signs  of  exceeding  restlessness  ar»<* 
noisy  debate   in   the  crowded  chambers.      Litt^* 
knots  of  eager  disputants  kept  together  on  th»e 
staircase,  in  the  anterooms,  and  even  in  the  sta^*8 
apartments,  where  the  leaders  of  the  party  were  £— ^ 
close  and  earnest  debate.     Although  many  hoe0*00** 
upon  them  the  appearance  of  discontented  courtieC^^8 
and  poor  soldiers,  wearing  of  such  bravery  as  theC^* 
means  would  allow,  albeit  it  was  in  many 
exceedingly  worn  and   soiled,  there   were 
who  were  dressed  with  a  marked  plainness, 
latter  were  men  of  severe  aspect  and  of  formal 
manners ;  rude  in  their  bearing,  loud  of  voice,  and 
violent  in  their  counsels ;  in  their  outward  apparel 
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affecting  the  new  religion,  and  in  their  behaviour 
monstrously  disaffected  to  the  existing  government. 
Amongst  them  were  two  or  three  who  wore  the 
garb  of  priests ;  and  these  were,  for  the  most  part, 
engaged  in  loud  discourse  on  the  marvellous  quali- 
ties of  their  noble  patron,  the  Earl  of  Essex,  and  of 
*he  intolerable  grievances  that  had  been  thrust 
Bpm  him  by  certain  ungodly  wretches  who  poi- 
tooed  the  ear  of  the  Queen's  Highness  against  him. 
The  hubbub  of  voices,  and  the  constant  going  to 
•"rf  fro  of  upwards  of  three  hundred  persons,  gave 
to  the  scene  an  air  of  strangeness  and  confusion,  to 
*hich  the  vast  number  of  offensive  weapons  that 
*J  here  and  there  on  the  rich  furniture  of  the 
principal  apartments,    and    in  every  convenient 
°orner,  added  greatly.     Messengers  were  rapidly 
P**sing  in  and  out,  bringing  reports  to  the  leaders ; 
<**  was  rudely  shouting  to  his  fellow  afar  off,  and 
^tunbers  were  standing  upon  the  carved  benches 
**d  chairs,  making  their  comments  upon  the  strange 
**oe  and  the  chief  actors  in  it. 

At  one  corner  of  one  of  the  suite  of  apartments, 
^herein  the  principal  part  of  this  assemblage  were 
c*Bwded,  there  were  two  persons,  a  little  apart  from 
*k  crowd ;  the  one,  who  looked  to  be  a  Puritan 
***&  the  plainness  of  his  suit,  stood  on  an  oak  table 
°f  great  strength,  supporting  himself  by  leaning 
•jainst  a  massive  cupboard,  richly  carved,  that 
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stood  beside  it ;  the  other,  whose  apparelling  h 
a  vast  deal  more  of  the  gallant  and  the  sold 
about  it,  to  which  a  patch  over  one  eye,  and  a  wf 
bronzed  complexion,  were  expressive  additkx 
stood  on  a  cane-backed  chair  almost  at  his  elbc 
The  first,  notwithstanding  a  huge  rough  bea 
wore  an  aspect  of  honest  plainness,  and  seemed 
take  a  wonderful  interest  in  the  proceedings,  thou 
he  said  but  liftle ;  but  the  features  of  the  otl 
were  expressive  of  more  impudency  than  hones 
and  his  tongue  wagged  like  the  clapper  of  a  villa 
bell  giving  an  alarm  of  fire,  though  it  is  much  to 
doubted  his  heart  was  in  the  cause  he  had  e 
barked  in.  * 

"  Now,  I  pray  you,  good  master  Puritan,"  si 
the  latter,  whom  the  reader  will  presently  recogni 
"  cast  your  eyes  beneath  the  great  window  yond 
There  are  all  my  excellent  worthy  friends  a 
sworn  brothers ;  persons  with  whom  I  am  as  it 
mate  as  I  am  with  my  sword,  the  which,  to  tell  3 
the  truth,  is  a  rare  one,  the  right  Toledo.  F 
George,  it  was  not  long  since  it  graced  the  th 
of  the  king  of  Spain.'* 

The  speaker,  finding  the  curiosity  of  his  c< 
panion  was  not  then  to  be  drawn  to  so  good! 
weapon,  proceeded — "  Yes,  there  they  are  by 
light.  All  of  them  look  up  to  my  judgment 
vast  experience  in  military  matters,  and  had  001: 
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rf  me  but  yesterday  as  to  the  conducting  of  this 
enterprise.  He  with  the  grey  beard  is  Lord  Sandys, 
w  gallant  a  nobleman  as  any  that  liyes ;    he  is 
talking  urgently  to  Lord  Monteagle  (he  with  the 
(fashed  doublet) ;  and  Lord  Rutland,  another  of  my 
especial  intimates,  together  with  Sir  Ferdinando 
&ages— he  that  is  governor  of  Plymouth — and  Sir 
[     Job  Davis,  surveyor  of  the  ordnance,  are  listening 
**d  occasionally  joining  in  the  discourse.     Next  to 
Dans  is  John  Lyttleton  of  Frankley,  a  Worcester- 
shire man,  not  long  since  knight  of  the  shire  for 
ttat  county,  a  person  of  great  resolution  and  ability, 
niy  familiar  and  sworn  gossip ;  that  is  pulling  him 
by  the  sleeve  is  Sir  Gilly  Merrick.     It  was  he  who, 
hrt  night,  bespoke  the  play  of  Richard  the  Second, 
at  the  seeing  of  which  were  nearly  all  who  are  now 
to  this  action." 

The  Puritan,  in  a  sort  of  snuffle,  said  something 
ttpressive  of  the  iniquity  of  such  performances ; 
tat  regarded  the  persons  at  the  further  end  of  the 
thamber  with  increasing  earnestness. 

u  Pore  gad,  I  forgot  your  misliking  of  plays," 
°heerved  his  communicative  associate.  "  But  there 
11  a  group  now  a  little  to  the  right  of  those  I  have 
just  been  naming — these  are  of  more  moment  than 
«1  the  others.  You  know  none  of  them,  I  doubt 
^  except  by  casual  observance  ;  but,  if  you  seek 
"fefr  notice,  you  will  find  no  one  so  like  to  get  it 
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you  as  I,  in  regard  of  the  great  love  they  hear  n* 
for  certain  important  services  it  hath  been  my  good 
fortune  to  be  able  to  render  them."  This  hint  not 
being  taken  any  notice  of,  the  speaker  continued— 
"  Now  mark  you  that  stately  gentleman,  in  tbe 
falling  collar  and  ruff;  he  in  the  plain  russet  suit* 
with  the  full  beard,  that  looketh  so  restless  and 
uneasily,  and  speaketh  with  so  great  a  vehemency ; 
see  how  disdainfully  flash  his  eyes;  note  how  proudly 
he  beareth  himself,  like  one  grievously  oppressed, 
and  passionately  desirous  of  having  his  revenge  of 
his  enemies.  Well,  that  is  no  other  than  my  Lord 
of  Essex." 

"  Verily,  he  looketh  to  be  a  right  proper  leader!" 
exclaimed  the  other,  with  that  particular  natfl 
twang  they  of  the  new  religion  chose  to  affect 

"  By  this  sword,  yes  !"  replied  his  companion; 
"  and  of  his  soldier-like  qualities  few  can  speak  to 
confidently  as  can  I,  who  have  been  his  companion 
in   arms  throughout  all  his  campaigns,  and,  in 
truth,  may  be  said  to  have  been  his  sole  teacher  in 
what  he  knoweth  of  the  art  of  war.     But  of  this  ft 
doth  not  become  me  to  speak.     Some  say  he  hafl 
moved  in  this  action  merely  to  oust  his  enemies 
Cecil,   Raleigh,    Cobham,   and  the   rest;   other* 
assert  he  will  change  the  commonwealth,  and  reform 
all  abuses  and  disorders  in  it ;    and  divers  are  con- 
fident it  is  his  intention  to  bring  in  king  James,  of 
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i  Scotland :  but  I,  who  am  so  deep  in  his  confidence, 
fliW  teU  his  meaning  and  objects  more  faithfully, 
***e  I  to  do  so ;  but,  of  course,  I  am  bound  in 
townr  to  keep  so  great  a  secret." 

The  Puritan  seemed  to  have  nothing  to  say  to  a 
tab  so  evident ;  indeed,  his  whole  attention  was 
<frected  towards  the  group   round  the   Earl  of 

*He  who  is  so  busy  with  the  Earl,  writing  at 
Stable  before  him,"  continued  the  other,  u  is  my 
onto  secretary,  one  Henry  Cuffe.  He  affects  a 
«ownishness  and  honest  bluntness  of  manner,  but 
tew  shrewdly  suspected  of  having  secret  ambitious 
ods,with  a  marvellous  disposition  towards  deep 
lotting  and  far-sighted  policy.  The  Earl  once 
^missed  him  his  service,  assured  his  sharp  and 
toportune  infusions  would  one  day  prove  his  ruin  ; 
Ot  he  hath  been  so  politic  in  his  behaviour  as  to 
e  again  taken  into  his  lord's  favour,  and  hath  the 
feditof  being  the  main-spring  of  this  enterprise, 
fa)  the  other  side  stands  one  of  a  different  spirit. 
Ie  is  my  Lord  Southampton,  another  of  my 
special  familiars,  and  he  is  leaning  on  his  friend 
'ir  Charles  Danvers,  who  hath  been  drawn  by  love 
(*  him  into  this  action." 

The  Puritan's  apparent  deep  interest  in  the 
poop  he  was  observing  was,  at  this  moment,  in- 
taupted  by  the  loud  shouting  of  the  name  of  Sir 
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Ferdinando  Gorges,  and   great  commotion 
created  amongst  the   conspirators  when  it 
known  that  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  was  waitinj 
have  speech  with  him  on  the  river.     The  BftJ 
Essex  seemed  to  put  himself  into  a  rage  at  the 
mention  of  Raleigh's  name,  but  allowed  Sir  1 
dinando  to  see  what  was  wanted  of  him,  althc 
the  Earl  had  given  strict  orders  that  none  of 
company  should  leave  the  house.    As  Sir  F< 
nando  took  his  departure,  he  wit s  counsello 
seize  Raleigh,  and  bring  him  in  prisoner,  whi 
was  thought  by  some  it  was  his  intention  to  dc 
Scarce  was  the  stir  which  this  occasion* 
an  end,  when  a  still  more  violent  commotion 
occasioned  by  one  coming  in  and  declaring 
divers  persons  of  state  from  the  Queen's  Higt 
were  at  the  gates  demanding  admittance, 
begat  a  great  confusion  of  opinions,  some  shoe 
to  keep  them  out,  and  others  to  have  them  in ; 
at  last,  orders  were  given  to  let  them  into 
courtyard  by  the  wicket,  but  not  to  allow  any 
sons,  of  any  sort,  to  have  admittance  with  t 
All  now  hurried  down  into  the  courtyard,  aim 
others  the  Puritan  and  his  companion  ;  the  li 
from  some  reason,  kept  close  to  the  other ; 
believing  him,  as  it  seemed,  to  have  little  < 
knowledge   of  the   distinguished  characters 
whom  they  were  associated,  he  continued  h 
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bon  as  to  their  several  names  and  characters. 
™°ffl  him  the  Puritan  learned  that  the  personages 
"*  conspirators  were  now  so  eagerly  thronging 
•round  were  the  Lord  Keeper  Egerton,  the  Earl  of 
Worcester,  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  and  Sir  William 
Booties,  the  comptroller  of  the  Queen's  household ; 
•B  of  whom  were  considered  friends  of  the  Earl  of 
hex,  the  latter  being  his  uncle. 

They  walked  uncovered,  with  a  dignity  worthy 
tf  their  office,  through  the  crowd,  most  oi  whom  re- 
girded  them  with  looks  of  malice  and  mischief, 
till  they  reached  to  where  Essex  stood  with  a 
haughty  bearing,  surrounded  by  his  principal  asso- 
ciates, also  uncovered.  The  Lord  Keeper  spoke 
bit,  and  in  an  audible  voice  delivered  a  message 
from  the  queen,  stating  she  had  sent  them  to  know 
the  meaning  of  so  great  a  concourse  of  people  in 
that  place,  and  promising,  if  they  had  any  griefs  to 
complain  of,  they  should  be  heard  and  remedied. 
This  conciliatory  speech  on  the  rash  and  head- 
strong Earl  had  no  other  effect  than  to  make  him 
the  more  intent  on  his  desperate  purpose,  thinking 
hi  his  own  weak  mind  it  proceeded  from  fear  ;  and 
he  loudly  and  passionately  replied,  in  confused  as- 
sertions, that  his  life  was  in  danger  from  the  plot- 
ting of  his  enemies,  that  his  handwriting  had  been 
forged,  and  that,  seeing  he  could  get  no  redress, 
and  was  threatened  with  the  horriblest  mischiefs,  he 
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and  his  friends  had  resolved  to  defend  themselv^** 
This  speech  was  received  by  those  around  him  t*J 
loud  acclamations. 

Thereupon  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  stated  that,  ** 
any   such   matters  were    attempted   or   intended 
against  the  Earl,  it  was  fit  he  should  declare  it  5 
they  would  report  it  faithfully  to  her  Highness ;  an** 
he  could  not  fail  of  finding  a  princely  indifference 
and  justice  on  her  part.     On  this  the  Lord  South* - 
ampton  spoke,  describing  his  having  been  lately 
set  upon  by  Lord  Grey  of  Wilton,  sword  in  hanc^> 
when  he  was  quietly  riding  along  one  of  the  publi^ 
streets,  unexpecting  and  unprepared  for  such  a*^3 
attack ;  to  which  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  replied"* 
that  justice  had  been  done  in   that  matter,  th  ^^ 
offender  having  been   sent  to  the   Fleet  Prison*-   * 
This  answer  might  have  sufficed ;  but  there  wiu^ 
those  in  the  courtyard,  who,  for  especial  reasons^^ 
misliked  any  thing  approaching  a  reconciliation  it^^ 
this  stage  of  the  business. 

The  Lord  Keeper,  noting  the  mood  of  the  con— -^ 
spirators,  asked  Essex  to  explain  his  griefs  pri — 
vately,  since  he  would  not  in  public,  adding  he 
doubted  not  being  able  to  give  or  procure  him 
satisfaction.  But  this  was  not  in  accordance  with 
the  intentions  of  many  of  those  around,  who  inter- 
rupted him  with  great  clamour,  shouting  to  the 
Earl : — "  Away,  away,  my  lord  !   They  abuse  your 


THE  SECRET  PASSION. 


33 


3f  They  betray  you!  They  abuse  you! 
Voalose  time  !"  Whereupon  the  Lord  Keeper  put 
00  his  hat,  and  said  to  the  Earl  with  a  louder  voice  : 
— wMy  lord,  let  us  speak  to  you  privately,  and  un- 
derstand your  griefs ;"  and  then,  turning  to  the 
Jttity  crowd,  with  a  grave  and  severe  aspect  added  : 
"""I  command  you  all  upon  your  allegiance  to  lay 
*o*n  your  weapons,  and  depart." 

This  command,  however,  suited  not  with  the 

humour  of  any  of  the  conspirators  to  obey,  and  the 

^iefe,  looking  on  it  as  an  attempt  to  draw  their 

blowers  away  from  them,  took  it  up  with  much 

appearance  of  disdain.     Essex  and  his  friends  put 

°ft  their  hats,  and  turned  away  into  the  house  ;  and, 

the  queen's  officers,  thinking  he  made  that  move- 

r*totit  to  confer  with  them  privately,  followed  as 

ftey  could.     But  there  was  a  great  outcry  made  at 

them,  and  on  passing  through  the  principal  suite 

tf  rooms,  some  shouted : — "  Kill  them  !  kill  them  !" 

Often,  of  a  less  sanguinary  turn,  cried  :  —  "  Shut 

ftemupP    "Keep  them  as  pledges!"  This  latter 

•face  Essex  thought  fit  to  follow,  for,  when  they 

wived  at  his  book-chamber,  he  gave  orders  to 

tap  them  fast  there,  and  gave  them  in  charge  to 

thfce  resolute  fellows,  who  stood  at  their  door  with 

muikets  charged  and  matches  lighted. 

It  was  during  the  confusion  consequent  upon 
Ws  icene,  that  the  Puritan  made  divers  efforts  to 

c5 
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shake  off  his  gossiping  companion,  who,  ne% 
less,  continued  to  press  upon  him,  introduc 
himself  with  many  flourishes  as  Captain  S 
buckler,  and  proffering  to  teach  him  the  i 
cunning  of  fence  for  an  exceeding  moden 
ward ;  and,  when  this  was  impatiently  negi 
kept  pressing  on  him  with  still  more  urge 
buy  the  King  of  Spain's  trusty  Toledo  at  the 
sum  of  ten  crowns.  At  this  the  Puritan 
round  fiercely,  and,  with  a  look  and  a  voi< 
made  the  noble  captain  feel  exceeding  t 
fortable  for  a  good  hour  after,  swore,  with  a 
strous  oath,  that  if  he  dared  to  follow  him 
further,  or  address  to  him  another  word,  he 
slit  his  nose  to  the  bone.  Ere  this  valiant  { 
man  could  recover  from  so  unexpected  a  m 
address,  the  Puritan  was  urging  his  way  i 
through  the  noisy  crowd,  as  though  to  overta 
Lord  Essex ;  but  it  was  not  the  Earl  he  a 
but  the  Lord  Southampton,  in  whose  ear  he 
ceived  whispered  something  which  made  the 
nobleman  turn  round  with  a  start  of  intens 
nishment.  He  looked  bewildered  for  a  mc 
then,  making  a  sign  for  the  Puritan  to  folio1 
he  opened  a  door,  within  which  both  quick 
appeared,  and  instantly  fastened  it  to  prev 
trusion. 

"In  the  name   of  all  that's  marvellous. 
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rtatbringeth  thee  here  in  this  guise  V9  exclaimed 
lord  Southampton,  evidently  in  a  monstrous  won- 
der at  the  appearance  of  the  person  before  him. 

"A good  errand,  my  dear  lord,  and  one  that  ad- 
mitteth  of  no  delay/'  replied  the  other ;  but  in  a 
trice  as  different  from  the  snuffling  drone  with 
which  the  same  person  but  a  few  minutes  since  ad- 
<k»ed  himself  to  the  cast  captain,  as  is  a  nightin- 
gale's from  an  owl's.  "  You  are  on  the  high 
tad  to  destruction.  The  net  is  spread  for  you, 
and  all  those  who  have  joined  this  rash  and  ill-ar- 
langed  enterprise,  and  you  cannot  help  falling  into 
&  I  pray  you,  my  lord,  hearken  to  one  who 
oeter  advised  you  but  for  your  good.  Move  no 
wore  in  this  foolish  business,  but  escape  from  it 
whilst  there  is  safety.  This  I  will  secure  at  the 
hazard  of  my  life." 

"I  thank  you  heartily,  Master  Shakspeare,"  ex- 
claimed his  young  patron,  pressing  his  hand  affec- 
tonately.  "  I  am  well  assured  of  your  heartiness 
to  serve  me  at  all  times,  but  I  am  so  bent  on  this 
fction,  I  cannot  give  it  up  ;  and,  as  for  the  despe- 
*ate  character  you  give  it,  be  assured  you  have 
foeu  misinformed"  —  then,  observing  some  sign  of 
H&patience  in  the  other,  added : — "  Know  you  not 
ti*t  Essex  counteth  upon  a  hundred  and  twenty 
^Is,  barons,  and  gentlemen  of  his  party ;  that  the 
Sfoens  of  London  are  with  him  heart  and  soul ; 


and  that  Sir  Thomas  Smith,  one  of  the  *heri 
to  support  him  with  a  thousand  traiubam 
whom  he  hath  the  command  ?  By  this  hand, 
Will,  we  cannot  but  prosper,  We  are  si 
success." 

"  Nay,  such  is  out  of  all  possibility,"  replied 
ter  Shakspeare.  st  I  have  certain  intelligent 
every  preparation  has  been  made  to  defeat  t 
jects  for  which  you  are  striving  so  ill-adv 
and  they  have  been  made  with  such  judgraei 
the  issue  cannot  be  doubted.  The  Lord  ■ 
hath  been  warned  of  your  projects,  and  ai 
nitely  stronger  force  than  any  you  can  get 
ther  is  on  its  march  to  overpower  you,  and 
you  all  prisoners.  Let  me  beg  and  pray  o 
my  dear  friend  and  patron,  to  abandon  thi 
scheme  at  once.  I  have  arranged  a  plan  foi 
escape  that  cannot  fail.  I  entreat  you  to 
life  so  dear  to  me  !" 

"  You  must  be  misinformed,  Will !"  exc 
the  young  lord,  much  moved.  "  I  am  { 
beholden  to  you  for  your  urgency  to  do  me  8 
but  in  this  matter  it  cannot  be.  Mine  own 
ances  have  not  been  few  or  trifling.  I  have  ei 
a  long  imprisonment,  for  no  greater  faul 
marrying  for  mine  own  liking.  I  was  dq 
from  my  command  as  Master  of  the  Horse, 
reason  of  any  sufficiency ;  and  I  have  been  at 
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ii  the  open   streets  with   no   more   ceremony  than 
night  be  used  to  a  common  cut-purse." 

•*  I  know  it  all,  my  lord,"  answered  his  compa- 
nion, urgently.     "You  have  good  cause  for  com- 
plaint, there  cannot  be  a  doubt.    But  your  appear- 
ing in  arms  against  your  sovereign,  the  which  you 
*re  now  doing,  is  of  all  things  the  surest  road  to 
prejudice  your  good  cause  irretrievably.  Once  more, 
^y  dear  lord,  I  pray  and  beseech  you  to  take  heed 
*MUt  it  is  time.     Leave  this  wretched  plot  to  the 
Wl*tehed  fate  that  must  overtake  it     Pardon  hath 
ken  promised  you  from  a  sure  hand.  Quit  this  place, 
"Hi  allow  me  the  singular  sweet  pleasure  of  seeing 
*•  truest  friend  man  ever  had,  out  of  the  most 
"Eminent  and  terrible  danger  that  could  touch  him." 
"Nay,  Master  Shakspeare,  it  cannot  be,"  said 
my  Lord  Southampton,  resolutely,  yet  much  af- 
kted  by  his  friend's  urgent  entreaties.  "  Methinks 

*  am  bound  in  honour  to  see  my  kinsman  through 
***  perilous  action  of  his,  if  perilous  it  be.  Come 
*eal  or  woe,  I  must  share  it." 

In  vain  did  Master  Shakspeare  strive  to  move 
"*•  resolution,  by  showing  he  could  do  the  Earl  no 
8°od  by  involving  himself  in  his  guilt.  He  would 
°**rken  to  no  counsel  of  the  sort,  but  commenced 
"tging  his  friend  to  secure  his  own  safety  as  quickly 
tt  he  could.  But  Master  Shakspeare  had  too  great 

*  love  for  the  youth  who  had  shown  to  him  so 
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the  city  at  Ludgato,  preceded  by  the  Earl,  shouting 

lortily,  "For  the  Queen  !    For  the  Queen  !    A  plot 

is  laid  for  my  life  !   England  is  bought  and  sold  to 

the  Spaniards !" — the  which  none  doubted  would 

•end  erery  man  and  apprentice  who  heard  it,  with 

their  weapons  ready,  eager  to  swell  their  ranks ; 

tot,  to  the  surprise  and  consternation  of  all,  not 

«*  person  joined  them.     Devoted  as  the  citizens 

*we  to  Essex,  he  could  not  account  for  this  utter 

dwertion  of  him.     In  vain  he  repeated  his  cry  as 

be  proceeded — every  house  was  as  quiet  as  though 

the  plague  had  swept  away  all  its  inmates  :  and 

neither  man  nor  boy  was  to  be  seen. 

The  conspirators  liked  not  this  appearance  of 
things  at  all,  as  was  evident  from  their  blank 
Usages ;  but  when,  on  going  through  Cheapside, 
towards  Fen  Church,  and  arriving  at  Sheriff  Smith's 
house,  where  such  mighty  succours  were  expected, 
they  found  every  dwelling  closed  and  apparently 
feerted,  many  began  to  repent  them  of  joining  a 
plot  so  badly  supported. 

"Where  is  the  Sheriff?"  cried  the  Earl.  «  Let 
Mm  bring  muskets  and  pistols.  It  is  for  the  good 
of  the  Queen,  and  for  you  all,  my  masters ;  for  I  am 
credibly  informed,  out  of  Ireland,  that  the  kingdom 
°f  England  is  sold  to  the  Spaniards." 

Alack,  no  Sheriff  was  to  be  seen.  He  had  with- 
Qftwn  from  his  house  by  a  back  door,  and  hastened 
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to  the  Lord  Mayor.  Essex  entered  his  dwelling' 
faint  unto  death.  His  folly  and  madness  seemed 
now  for  the  first  time  placed  properly  before  him ; 
but  he  made  a  struggle  to  disguise  his  feelings  by 
calling  boisterously  for  refreshments,  and  linen  t° 
shift  himself,  for  the  intenseness  of  his  anxiety  h&» 
caused  him  to  sweat  at  every  pore. 

The  faces  of  the  principal  conspirators  wore  *** 
uneasy  expression,  which  did  not  lessen  when  wc?** 
was  brought  that  Lord  Burleigh  (Cecil's  elder  b*"** 
ther),  and  Gethick  Garter,  King  at  Arms,  with*  * 
few  horse,  had  entered  the  city,  and  had  proclaim^3" 
Essex  and  his  adherents  traitors ;  and  that  the  E^" 
of -Cumberland,  and  Sir  Thomas  Garard,  King-"**1* 
Marshal,  made  a  like  proclamation  in  other  par"* 
of  the  city.     It  was  then  that  Master  Shakspea^"8 
drew  his  young  patron  on  one  side,  and  urged  hin*^** 
with  increased  eloquence,  to  provide  for  his  safety"    ' 
but  the  young  nobleman  had  too  gallant  a  spirit  X^ 
allow  of  his  abandoning  his  friend  when  his  fortunt  ^ 
looked  desperate :  nevertheless,  he  very  affectior^-" 
ately  entreated  of  his  attached  friend  to  endanger  ^ 
himself  no  longer  by  remaining  with  him,  but  thi  ^ 
the  other  would  not  hear  of.  still  hoping  to  be  abl^^ 
to  free  him  from  the  perilous  condition  in  which  h^^ 
had  placed  himself. 

Presently,  my  Lord  Essex  started  off  with  hi^^ 
followers,  thoroughly  hopeless  of  doing  of  himsel^"^ 
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jfit,  yet  not  so  despairing  as  to  give  up 
npt.  He  called  upon  the  citizens  to  arm, 
ired  them  that  England  was  sold  to  the 
of  Spain ;  but  not  one  obeyed  his  sum- 
r  took  any  heed  of  his  intelligence.  His 
i  were  now  leaving  him  rapidly ;  and,  when 
le  known  that  the  Lord  Admiral,  with  a 
orce,  was  hastening  to  attack  them,  deser- 
une  still  more  frequent. 
a  brief  consultation,  it  was  decided  that 
pirators  should  return  to  Essex  House  as 
as  they  could,  and  obtain  their  pardon  by 
ise  of  the  queen's  officers  there  imprisoned, 
that  the  gate  at  which  he  entered  the 
now  well  guarded,  Essex  sent  forward  Sir 
ido  Gorges  alone,  to  release  the  Lord  Chief 
and  make  the  best  terms  he  could,  and 
way  with  his  company  by  Paul's ;  but  at 
t  Gate  they  were  stopped  by  a  chain  drawn 
le  street,  having  pikemen  and  musqueteers 
I  it.  The  Earl  drew  his  sword,  and  or- 
s  followers  to  fall  on.  Lord  Southampton 
lie  command  eagerly,  and  the  pretended 
started  forward  to  endeavour  to  guard  him 
urm.  A  skirmish  ensued,  and  one  or  two 
Ued  and  wounded  on  both  sides,  but  Essex 
wised,  and  a  shot  through  his  hat  showed 
£tr  he  had  been  to  add  to  the  list  of  mis- 
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chances.  He  was  allowed  to  turn  off  t 
hitbe  unpursued,  where  he  and  his  com] 
boats,  and  in  due  time  landed  at  Essex  ED 

When  the  Earl  arrived  within  his  own 
he  and  the  rest  were  greatly  astonished  to 
Sir  Ferdinando  Gorges,  out  of  a  care  of 
safety,  had  released  the  four  prisoners, 
gone  with  them  by  water  to  court.  E 
now  no  hope,  save  in  the  remote  one  of 
doners  coming  to  his  relief.  He  felt  coni 
distracted  by  his  danger,  burnt  whatevt 
might  compromise  him,  and  gave  dire< 
fortifying  his  house,  intending  to  defend 
last  extremity.  He  had  little  time  for  < 
tion.  He  found  it  invested  with  a  force 
overpower  all  opposition.  On  the  land 
the  Earls  of  Cumberland  and  Lincoln,  1 
Thomas  Howard,  Grey,  Burleigh,  and  div 
of  note,  with  a  strong  force  of  horse  i 
whilst  the  garden  was  filled  with  the  Lord 
his  son  Lord  Effingham,  Lord  Cobham, 
Stanhope,  Sir  Robert  Sidney,  Sir  Fulke 
and  a  sufficiency  of  foot-soldiers  preparing 
it  on  the  river  side. 

Whilst  the  majority  of  the  conspira 
overwhelmed  with  consternation  at  these 
tions,  increased  by  the  fright  of  certain  1 
were  amongst  them,  Sir  Robert  Sidney 
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the  I/xd  Admiral's  order,  to  summon  them  to  sur- 
render. But  some  of  them  had  spirits  worthy  of 
*  better  cause. 

"To whom  ?"  cried  Southampton,  boldly.  "  To 
wr  enemies?  That  would  be  running  headlong 
to  destruction.  To  the  Queen  ?  That  were  to 
confess  ourselves  guilty.  Yet,  if  the  Lord  Admi- 
ral will  give  us  hostages  for  our  security,  we  will 
■ppear  before  the  Queen ;  if  not,  we  are,  ^very  one, 
wwlved  to  die  in  our  defence." 

To  this  spirited  speech,  the  Lord  Admiral  re- 
torned  for  reply,  that  conditions  were  not  to  be 
propounded  by  rebels,  nor  hostages  given  to  them ; 
tat  he  informed  Essex  that  he  would  permit  his 
Countess,  and  Lady  Rich,  his  sister,  and  their  wait- 
ing gentlewomen,  to  go  out.  The  Earl  took  this 
*  a  favour,  but  asked  an  hour  or  two  to  fortify 
toe  place,  by  which  they  should  go  forth.  This  was 
wadily  granted. 

"  Now,  my  lord,"  whispered  Master  Shakspeare 
to  his  young  patron,  seizing  opportunity  for  doing 
10  unobserved,  "  prythee,  be  persuaded  to  your 
good.  Your  cause  is  lost,  as  I  full  well  knew  it 
*ould  be,  and  you  cannot  do  yourself,  or  any  other, 
^8  slightest  benefit  by  clinging  to  it.  Escape  is 
•Si  open  to  you.  Trust  yourself  to  me,  I  pray 
J°u>  and  I  doubt  not  being  able  to  bring  you  off 
•c&thless  even  now/' 
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"  Thanks,  sweet  Will,  a  thousand  times,"    re- 
plied Lord  Southampton,   eagerly.    "  But,  as     * 
wanted  to  partake  of  Essex's  good  fortune,  me-       , 
thinks  it  would  not  be  well  in  me  to  shrink  from 
sharing  his  bad." 

His  friend  intreated  and  prayed,  and  used  every 
argument  of  force,  but  the  young  lord  was  not  to 
be  moved.  Master  Shakspeare  knew  not  now 
what  course  to  adopt.  He  was  loath  to  leave  bfr 
to  the  sure  destruction  he  was  courting,  and  s&* 
no  prospect  of  advantage  in  remaining  to  share  tl* 
fate  of  those  by  whom  he  was  surrounded.  As  *# 
the  conspiracy,  he  hated  it  with  all  his  soul ;  3^  } 
for  those  engaged  in  it  he  had  no  sympathy,  *w 
only  in  his  generous  young  patron,  for  whom  ** 
felt  so  deep  an  interest,  he  could  not  be  induced  "f 
any  consideration  for  his  own  safety  to  leave  at  • 
perilous  a  moment. 

All  this  time,  Essex  and  a  few  other  of  E^** 
leaders  strove  to  keep  a  good  face  on  the  desj^*" 
rateness  of  their  fortunes.  Preparations  were  ma  ^^ 
for  a  vigorous  defence,  and  divers  talked  of  dyic^S 
sword  in  hand,  as  became  their  quality.     But  mo^ 
were  wild  with  affright,  and  even  the  Earl  acfef^ 
in  a  contused  violent  manner,  as  though  he  kne^^ 
not  what  to  be  about.    Xow  he  abused  the  citizen^^ 
a?  a  lvi*e  people,  and  toasted  he  could  take  the  whole*' 
city  with  tour  hundred  men ;  anon  he  threatened 
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e  his  way  through  his  enemies,  and  seek  to 
with  his  followers  to  Ireland ;  and  then  he 
)f  the  goodness  of  his  cause,  with  a  great 
r  bravery,  and  seemed  to  find  consolation  in 
arriage.  But  all  this  vapouring  ended  in 
.  The  conspirators,  before  the  time  had 
,  had  agreed  to  surrender  upon  conditions  } 
m  the  Lord  Admiral  would  agree  to  none, 
re  fain  to  do  without,  and  presently  they 
p  their  weapons,    and    were   taken  into 

presumed  that  the  assumed  Puritan  had 
iderstanding  with  the  Lord  High  Admiral, 
great  person,  for  he  managed  to  get  him- 
at  large,  when  all,  in  whose  company  he 
n,  were  proceeding  to  their  prisons  5  but,  in 
moment  of  his  freedom,  he  resolved  to  use 
le  advantage  of  the  gallant  and  excellent 
lobleman,  to  whom  he  felt  himself  so  largely 
d,  and  was  assured  such  would  not  be  en- 
rofidess. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Break,  Fantasy,  from  thy  cave  of  cloud, 

And  spread  thy  purple  wings; 
Now  all  thy  figures  are  allowed, 
And  various  shapes  of  things ; 
Create  of  airy  forms  a  stream, 
It  must  have  blood,  and  nought  of  phlegm ; 
And  though  it  be  a  waking  dream, 
Yet  let  it  like  an  odour  rise 

To  all  the  senses  here, 
And  fall  like  sleep  upon  their  eyes, 
Or  music  in  their  ear. 

Ben  Jonsok. 

See,  what  an  humble  bravery  doth  shine, 
And  grief  triumphant  breaking  through  each  line; 
How  it  commands  the  face !   So  sweet  a  scorn 
Never  did  happy  misery  adorn. 

Lovelace. 

Time,  in  his  steady  flight,  seeth  many  changed 
but  rarely  any  more  marked  than  such  as  wef* 
created  in  the  period  that  elapsed  betwixt  the  la** 
chapter  and  the  present. 

The  strange  and  powerful  sway  of  those  meJan' 
cholic  humours  which  had  visited  Master  Shakspeare 
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i  uncontrollable  veheraency  ever  since  the 
his  sweet  young  son,  appeared  now  to  have 
such  head,  that,  when  his  thoughts  tra- 
it way,  he  seemed  quickly  to  lose  all  con- 
5  of  surrounding  circumstances,  and  to 
every  sense  to  the  consideration  of  the 
ef  that  preyed  upon  his  spirits.     What 
might  be,  none  knew.  None  even  guessed 
entleman,  so  prodigal  with  his  pleasant 
sn  surrounded  with  proper  company,  was, 
;  to  his  own  sad  thoughts  and  feelings,  the 
trablest  wretch  that  can  be  conceived, 
jntly  was  it  that  he  looked  to  be  over- 
with  a  heaviness  that  wrapped  him  all 
ike  a  shroud,  and,  from  his  aspect,  there 
j  read  an  anguish  that  was  wont  to  probe 
he  quick.     Could  it  arise  solely  from  a 
ition  of  the  great  loss  his  affections  had 
I  by  the  death  of  the  youthful  Hamnet  ? 
be  occasioned  solely  by  the  exceeding  un- 
>ry  nature  of  his  domestic  affairs  ?   Might 
rom  disappointed  ambition — loss  of  friends 
iciency  of  worldly  wealth  ?    Or,  did  it  pro- 
n  the  recollection  of  some  offence  of  very 
is  evil,  the  consideration  whereof  smote 
ibly  ?     Hamnet's  death,  of  a  surety,  was 
arable  blow  to  his  happiness;  but,  since 
fill  day  it  happened,  Time,  the  sure  allevi- 
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ator  of  human  affliction,  had  exercised  his  recon- 
ciling influence,  and  closed,  though  it  could  new* 
entirely  heal,  the  wound  it  had  made.  Philosophy, 
perchance,  did  something  towards  banishing  all 
useless  regrets;  but  philosophy  hath  but  a  small 
hold  upon  the  heart  of  a  doting  parent,  from  whom 
the  object  of  its  infinite  love  hath  been  untimely 
snatched  away. 

There  was  much  in  the  state  of  his  home,  which, 
to  one  of  quick  sensibility,  like  Master  Shakspeare, 
might  have  afforded  most  intolerable  reflection*. 
That  any  of  his  ambitious  views  bad  failed  in  fid- 
filling  their  promises,  is  very  much  to  be  doubted* 
seeing  the  position  he  had  gained  in  society  by  the 
proper  influence  of  his  own  greatness.     Of  loss  of 
friends  he  might  complain.     His  royal  patroness, 
who  had  held  him  in  such  honourable  estimation 
throughout  his  career,  had  died  full  of  years  and 
glory,  but  of  a  heart  broken  by  vain  regrets  for  the 
loss  of  her  unworthy  favourite,  the  Earl  of  Esbpx, 
who  had  perished  by  the  hand  of  the  headsman  ft* 
his  treasonable  practices.     His  still  more  genefltf 
friend,  the  young  Earl  of  Southampton,  had  been 
kept  a  close  prisoner,  for  his  share  in  Essex's  trea- 
son, up  to  the  Queen  s  death  :  a  worse  fate  would 
have  attended  him,  had  not  the  loving  friend  who 
strove  so  earnestly  to  get  him  out  of  the  conspiracy 
employed  all-powerful  appeals  for  the  saving  of  hi 
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Me.  He  had  received  certain  intelligence  that 
mother  of  his  estimable  friends,  Sir  Walter  Ra- 
Wgh,  was  like  to  be  in  as  pitiful  a  case  as  my 
W  Southampton,  from  the  coming  of  the  Scot- 
tish king  to  the  throne  of  these  realms,  in  whom 
toe  very  strangest  prejudices  against  Sir  Walter 
W  been  artfully  raised  by  his  rivals,  Cecil  and 
Essex. 

TBerefore,  loss  of  friends  might  have  gone  some 
**y  towards  exciting  melancholy  humours.  Yet 
*»*  Master  Shakspeare  so  richly  off  in  this  respect, 
toe  few  who  were  taken  away  were  not  like  to  be 
fl&sed  so  greatly  as  to  throw  so  thick  a  gloom  over 
hi  spirits  as  had  oppressed  them.  But,  as  to  the 
°oly  other  cause  we  have  hinted  at — what  offence 
Qftld  there  be  in  one  of  so  honourable  a  way  of 
hving  that  could  touch  him  so  nearly  as  the  hid- 
den cause  of  his  huge  trouble  appeared  to  do  ? 
We  doubt  there  could  exist  any  thing  of  the  sort. 
Nevertheless,  Master  Shakspeare  had  a  heart  so  ill 
ti  ease,  no  man  would  have  envied  him,  could  he 
foe  known  what  an  infinite  lack  of  comfort  he 


Bat  who  could  have  guessed  he  had  so  much  as 
toe  slightest  uneasiness  of  any  sort  ?  In  whatever 
pby  chanced  to  be  before  the  audience,  he  so  for- 
got himself  in  the  performance  of  his  part,  that 

*OL.  11.  D 
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the  spectators  might  reasonably  enough  have  judg 
him  to  have  nothing  in  his  own  nature  to  compU 
of,  or  regret,  of  sufficient  import  to  call  him  fin 
his  feigning  for  one  minute.  In  the  company 
his  brother-players,  and  all  the  nimble  wits  a 
learned  spirits  with  whom  he  associated,  he  look 
to  be  of  so  happy  a  mind,  he  displayed  ever  so  pi 
digal  an  abundance  of  pleasant  thoughts  and  adi 
rable  witty  jests,  and  was  at  all  times  so  ready 
add  to,  rather  than  share  in,  the  general  enterta 
ment,  that  few  who  observed  him  could  have  thouf 
of  saying,  "  This  gentleman  hath  griefs.  He 
distracted  with  trouble.  He  is  as  sick  at  hp~~t 
a  man  who  hath  not  a  hope  in  the  world." 

This  unhappy  gentleman,  then,  for  so  methii 
we  must  needs  consider  him,  sat  in  his  lodging, 
the  Clink  Liberty,  in  a  deep  fit  of  profound  I 
stractedness,  his  head  resting  on  his  hand  as 
leaned  upon  the  table,  and  his  noble  visage  weari 
an  aspect  so  sad  and  woe-begone,  the  feeling  ti 
had  caused  it  evidently  lay  as  deep  in  the  heart 
it  well  could.  Before  him  were  many  papers  f 
books,  and  implements  of  writing,  but  they  seeo 
to  be  thrust  on  one  side,  as  though  the  owner  ca 
not  to  have  aught  to  do  with  them.  Amongst 
papers  was  one  which  appeared  to  have  been 
cently  written.    It  seemed  at  first  to  be  firagm< 
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of  verse;  but,  on  a  closer  look,  these  would  be 
fand  to  be  divers  small  poems,  much  affected  by 
the  writers  of  that  period,  under  the  name  of 
Sonnets.   They  were  thus  entitled — 

ANEW  PARADISE  OF  DAINTY  DEVICES. 

I.  PLANETARY  INFLUENCE. 

A  radiant  star  within  th'  empyrean  dwelt ; 

It  itood  confessed  a  glorious  Cynosure, 

Shedding  a  light  around  so  bright,  so  pore, 
That,  as  I  gazed,  with  throbbing  heart  I  knelt. 

"Oh,  would,"  quoth  I,  "  1  might  thy  rays  secure !" 
(Marrel  not  I  such  covetousness  felt 

With  tQch  temptation.)    Ah !  those  starry  beams 

Had  ihed  their  beauty  on  another's  dreams. 
Yet  deep  within  my  heart  I  nurtured  still 

The  lore  that  fed  upon  its  rosy  streams — 
*ill  hoped,  still  prayed  for  it  with  eager  will, 

And  turned  away  from  all  the  shining  wealth, 
Thatwoo'd  me  oft  from  Heaven's  sapphire  hill, 

That  one  proud  star  to  idolize  by  stealth. 

II.  A  COMPARISON. 

fchold  the  jewel-hunter,  searching  well, 
with  a  most  curious  eye,  the  mountain-tops, 

"th  n*k,  and  ravine,  cleft,  and  hidden  cell, 
Where  from  the  soil  the  shining  treasure  drops — 
He  aoddenly  with  admiration  stops, 

As  If  entranced  by  some  secret  spell; 
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For  nought  of  emerald,  or  amethyst, 
Or  costly  stone,  that  his  experience  knew 
With  such  bright  sheen,  or  with  so  rich  a  hu*v 

Dazzled  his  gaze  on  fairest  ear  or  wrist, 
As  doth  a  gem  now  flashing  on  his  riew : 

Enriched  thus,  thus  wondering  I  exist. 
Thus  found  I  thee,  and  in  my  loving  sight 
Art  thou  my  perfect,  matchless  chrysolite. 

III.  THE  SOUL'S  LONGING. 

I  dreamt  a  dream,  of  marvellous  good  intent. 
The  harbinger  (would  'twere !)  of  coming  bliss; 

And  thou,  fair  seer,  shalt  tell  me  what  it  meant, 
For  thou  alone  canst  well  interpret  this. 

Methougbt  an  angel  had  from  Heaven  been  sent, 
Whose  starry  wings  the  air  seemed  proud  to  kissi 

Quoth  he,  "  Thy  struggles  hare  not  been  in  vain, 

And,  for  thy  suff 'rings  passed,  name  now  thy  gain- 
What  thy  soul  yearns  for,  say,  and  all  is  thine." 

Then  not  a  moment's  space  did  I  refrain 
From  uttering  longings,  precious  as  the  mine, 
Countless  as  motes  within  the  glad  sunshine ; 

For  beauty,  honour,  in  the  first  degree ; 

For  all  things  that  are  excellent — roa  Thbb! 

IV.  THE  TRUE  PHOENIX. 

In  the  old  time,  as  ancient  bards  rehearse. 

In  many  a  legend  of  barbaric  Terse, 
Where  Araby  exhales  her  spicy  breath. 

There  came  a  wondrous  bird,  but  rarely  seen, 
That  drew  a  new  existence  from  its  death, 
Whereat,  doubtless,  the  reader  marrelleth. 

This  wonder  therein  scarce  such  time  had  been 
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A  pile  of  goodly  incense  to  have  laid, 
When  there  arose  a  fierce,  consuming  fire 

That  burned  it  utterly — which  did  not  fade, 
■*•  *  new  bird  sprung  from  the  funeral  pyre  ! 
*-OTe  is  to  me  the  Phoenix  poets  mean, 

Which  in  its  sweets  a  flaming  bed  hath  made, 
Whence  it  doth  new  and  perfect  life  acquire. 


V.  THE  PASSIONATE  PILGRIM. 

*^e  Pilgrim  who,  with  weary  feet  and  slow, 

Travels  bis  sacred  journey  anxiously, 
■feasoring,  with  a  self-inflicted  woe 
^^  earnest  pray'rs,  that  heed  not  pang  or  throe, 

Each  step  he  taketh,  feels  and  acts  as  I, 
^ho,  having  set  myself  a  pilgrimage 

Unto  a  shrine  of  pure  excellency, 
°°  freaul  on  thorny  ways,  and  constant  wage 

^  Warfare  with  myself — a  sharp  infliction — 

A  *en»e  of  some  most  grievous  direliction 
Unworthy  of  the  goodness  I  have  sought. 

***7  in  what  moving  terms,  what  passionate  diction, 

*'l  I,  sweet  saint !  thine  ear  and  heart  engage, 
b*  absolved  in  feeling  and  in  thought. 

**•  A  GREAT  OFFENCE  GREATLY  PUNISHED. 

*•  ton  hath  drawn  his  curtains  in  the  West, 

^here  the  tired  hours  do  chaunt  his  lullaby ; 

^d  Heaven's  Argus  eyes  now  watch  the  rest 

*Q  which  the  weary  world  doth  calmly  lie. 

The  blossoms  now  their  odorous  alms  deny, 

F°lded  in  dreams  on  Nature's  bounteous  breast. 
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The  nigfatiogile,  nor  time  nor  tone  doth  ] 

E'en  the  rude  winds,  hound  in  their  caverns  deep, 

Mannar  their  raspers  with  a  holy  care. 
All  things  in  earth  and  bear'n  seemed  hashed  in  sleep, 

All  things  tare  I — I  no  such  blessing  share. 
Punished  like  him  who  stole  th*  immortal  fire, 

A  vulture's  beak  my  vitals  seems  to  tear — 
Fit  recompense  for  those  damned  by  such  proud  desire. 


Whether  any  passage  in  the  writer's  life  of  i 
singular  deep  import  is  marked  out  in  the  foregoing* 
poems  must  be  left  to  the  consideration  of  the  saga—** 
cious  reader.  It  may  be  thought  they  appear  tsw^ 
indicate  an  attachment  on  the  part  of  the  inditer  omC 
these  sonnets  to  some  fair  creature  of  the  other  8e-s"= 
very  far  above  him  in  rank,  which  had  been  tbr=M 
cause  to  him  of  exceeding  trouble  both  of  heart  ape--  ■ 
of  mind.  Nevertheless,  it  may  be  looked  upcnr=a 
merely  as  a  device  of  the  imagination,  which  Lai  ■* 
in  it  no  reality  of  any  sort,  the  poet  having,  in  th-*^ 
exercise  of  his  vocation,  fancied  a  mistress  und^~^ 
the  circumstances  related,  whereof  both  circum — *"* 
stances  and  sentiments  had  no  other  origin  thanhmw^ 
fruitful  brain. 

Of  these  two  views,  the  reader  may  incline  to 
either.     But  we  will  obtain  for  him  the  perusal  of 
another  paper  from  the  same  source,  which  per* 
chance  may  assist  his  judgment.     This  was  enti- 
tled after  the  following  fashion : — 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  55 


THE  GROWTH  OF  LOVE. 

In  those  warm  climates  nearest  to  the  sun 

The  flow'rs  and  fruits  a  wondrous  nurture  show ; 
The  breezes  fan  them,  and  their  part  is  done, 

The  sunbeams  kiss  them,  and  they  bod  and  blow. 
80  *tii  with  love  in  this  warm  heart  of  mine : 

It  springs  at  once  to  highest  perfectness ; 
It  blooms  as  sunny  looks  upon  it  shine. 
And  the  fruit  ripens  'neath  the  first  caress. 

A  DOUBLE  ENCHANTMENT. 

Within  those  orbs  a  trembling  radiance  dwells, 
Foil  of  strange  charms,  and  soul-enthralling  spells; 
Whilst  round  those  tempting  lips  such  magic  lies 
A*  overpow'rs  th*  enchantment  of  thine  eyes. 
Yet  still  the  witcheries  of  thy  gaze  I  seek, 
Still  own  the  smiling  bondage  of  thy  cheek ; 
But  if  one  spell  the  other  should  eclipse, 
Oh*  bind  me  in  the  magic  of  thy  lips ! 

W  a  surety,  if  the  sonnets  do  not  speak  sufficiently 
of  love,  there  must  needs  be  enough  of  it  in  the 
^g^ed  poems  the  reader  hath  just  perused.  But 
rt  may  be  advanced  that  in  them  there  may  chance 
*°  be  no  more  of  reality  than  in  the  other.  For 
^e  own  part,  I  am  inclined  to  the  belief  that  the 
*nter  of  each  and  all  these  poems  was  in  earnest 
when  they  were  written  by  him,  and  that  he  hath 
therein  figured  out  his  own  particular  thoughts 


in  his  career,  eminently  qualified  as  he  wa 
appearance  and  unparalleled  gifts  of  mind 
the  eye  and  captivate  the  heart  of  any  fair 
disposed  to  be  enamoured  of  such  qualities 
minence  in  the  public  gaze,  under  the  doub 
tage  of  an  admired  player  and  admirable 
plays,  could  scarce  fail  of  giving  ample 
nity  for  some  doting  nature  of  this  sort  1 
him  with  a  sweet  yet  dangerous  sympatl 
the  natural  disposition  of  passion  to  level 
tions  and  smooth  obstacles  of  the  difficult* 
and  it  was  no  unusual  thing,  in  the  age  8 
be  pictured  in  these  pages,  for  a  gentlew 
high  estate  and  lineage  to  give  the  entire 
ness  of  an  uncalculating  and,  alas  1  un 
affection,  to  some  individual  of  the  other  se 
natural  or  acquired  gifts  were  in  her  ec 
infinitely  preferable  to  fortune,  birth,  and 
estimable  qualities. 
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taixrment  of  any  feelings  of  the  sort  an  offence  not 

to    be  justified :  but  we  are  fearful  that  passion 

hath  no  considerations  for  what  is  strictly  creditable 

and  honest,  and  that,  however  excellently  disposed 

in  other  respects,  a  youth,  scarce  twenty,  full  of 

*be  irrepressible  yearnings  that  form  so  prominent 

*  part  in  the  influences  which  do  commonly  govern 

the  humanity  of  all  the  higher  order  of  intellects  in 

°*riy  manhood,  is  not  to  be  expected  to  withstand 

80  powerful  a  temptation  as  is  presented  to  the 

ie*ase$  in  the  kindling  glances  of  a  fair  creature  of 

e^quisite  loveliness,  forgetful  of  differences  of  de- 

8><ee,  and  indeed  of  whatsoever  should  most  rule 

^^  conduct  of  one  of  her  condition,  in  an  uncon- 

^Xrflable  admiration  of  him  and  his  works. 

The  love  of  woman  is  the  exquisitest  intoxication 
***Uler  all  circumstances,  to  any  man  of  true  manly 
"^^lings,  but  when  the  most  complete  self-abandon- 
lt*^nt  is  evidenced  in  her  love,  with  the  most  earnest 
**olatry,  what  man  of  woman  born  is  there  who 
*>Uld  resist  he%r  affection  ? 

The  young  poet,  in  whom  love  is  the  very  breath 
a?  his  being,  and  whose  noblest  thoughts  and  feel- 
***gs  can  be  nurtured  only  by  intimate  communion 
^ith  the  many  admirable  sweet  qualities  a  loving 
wonmn  possesses,  of  a  surety  is  the  very  last  person 
l|*  the  world  to  withstand  such  temptation.  Ten- 
***  looks,  passionate  sighs,  and  delicious  smiles, 

v5 
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can  scarcely  be  aimed  at  him,  without  exciting  a 
world  of  fond  tumultuous  hopes,  and  entrancing 
dreams,  that  make  him  at  once  a  worshipper  and  a 
slave,  impelling  the  current  of  his  thoughts  in  one 
direction,  with  a  maddening  eagerness  that  leapeth 
all  boundaries,  overcometh  all  obstructions,  dan- 
gers, and  difficulties,  and  heedeth  nothing  of  any 
sort  but  the  one  object  to  which  it  is  directed ;  and 
that  give  to  all  the  visible  world  around  a  voluptu- 
ous colouring  of  the  like  glowing  nature  as  that 
with  which  the  said  looks,  sighs,  and  smiles  have 
tinged  his  every  sense. 

Although  it  may  be  too  much  to  expect  one  thus 
circumstanced — to  say  nought  of  the  cruel  disap- 
pointment by  which  his  domestic  peace  had  been 
made  shipwreck,  which  could  not  but  exert  a  pow- 
erful influence  towards  the  same  conclusion — to 
hold  himself  aloof  from  the  enticements  of  passion 
when  coming  in  so  flattering  a  guise,  yet  was  he 
exactly  of  that  well-dispoeedness  which,  when  be 
recovered  the  proper  exercise  of  his  sense  of  jus- 
tice, would  see  the  monstrous  mischiefs  that  could 
not  help  coming  of  his  allowing  of  such  tempta- 
tion, and  would  lament,  with  an  intolerable  sense 
of  misery,  his  own  unworthiness.     For  what  infi- 
nite evils  might  not  result  from  giving  way  to  such 
enticements ! 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  there  are  instances  in 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  59 

^laich  deception,  even  in  the  highest  places,  sit  so 
c^«Iy  upon  those  by  whom  it  is  worn,  that  it  would 
8d^m  altogether  superfluous  for  a  man  to  trouble 
&**i3self  with  any  regretful  feelings  for  his  share  in 
P**oducing  it,  but  Master  Shakspeare  would  on  no 
•^^ount  have  believed  in  such  a  deplorable  state  of 
tilings,  and  the  woman  that  enjoyed  his  affection 
*»»  too  secure  of  his  respect  to  have  so  much  as  a 
<k>tabt  entertained  of  her  detestation  of  all  false- 
hood and  mystery. 

It  was  whilst  engaged  in  deeply  thinking  on  this 

«rt>ject,  that  there  suddenly  came  a  gentle  tapping 

At  the  door.    In  the  mood  in  which  the  tenant  of 

this   goodly  chamber  then  was,  it  can  be  by  no 

means  strange  that  he  heeded  it  not,  though  it  was 

repeated  more  than  once.    At  last  the  door  opened 

cautiously,  and  there  peeped  in  no  other  than  our 

old   acquaintance,  Simon  Stockfish,  who,  through 

the  good  offices  of  his  old  master's  son,  had  been 

eogaged  as   serving-man  to  Master  Shakspeare. 

There  was  on  his  stolid  visage  an  air  of  mystery, 

tiMgled  with  that  look  of  caution  and  prudence  he 

fTttwont  to  assume  whenever  he  was  under  any 

difficulty. 

Noticing  his  master's  position,  he  walked  straight- 
fray  up  to  him  on  tip-toe,  and  whispered  his  name 
very  gently. 

u  Well,  Simon,"  said  he,  instantly  rousing  him- 
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self.    u  Anything  from  the  Globe  ?  Any  m  ^ 
ing  me  about  the  new  plaj  P,f 

"  No,  honourable  sir/*  answered  he,  still  itl  ! 
whisper,  and  pointing  to  the  door.  "  Th««  is  & 
lady,  an  it  please  you,  seeketh  to  have  iostaut 
speech  with  you.19 

u  A  lady,  Simon?"  answered  his  master,  in  »>^e 
surprise.    "  Prythee,  what  sort  of  lady  ?" 

u  A  gentlewoman,  honourable  sir,*  was  the  * 
ceeding  lucid  answer,  with  an  aspect  of  bereft^ 
mystery  and  a  show  of  more  confidence  in  his  voice- 
u  That  is  to  say,  her  apparel  is  of  a  creditable  ^i1 » 
nevertheless,  it  is  not  to  be  gainsayed,  dress  ato° 
doth  not  make  the  gentlewoman.     She  is  tall,  a0" 
of  a  stately  carriage,  and  speaks  like  one  used  * 
command;  yet,  as  is  like  enough f  she  may  h&  ; 
monstrous  indifferent  sort  of  woman  enough  as  &&$ 
within  a  mile." 

"  What  sort  of  face  had  she,  Simon  ?" 

"  I  have  especial  reasons  for  not  knowing,  t*€y' 
nourable  sir ;  seeing  that  she  allowed  none  of  \tz>  *^ 
be  noticed  by  me.     Her  mouth  and  chin  were  cl^-^ 
wrapped  in  a  muffler,  and  the  rest  of  her  visage "^*^ 
hid  behind  a  mask.   Now,  for  mine  own  part,  I      ** 
think  that  one  who  taketh  such  trouble  to  hide  B^*^ 
face  must  needs  be  ashamed  of  it,  and  in  this  c*>* 
she  can  be  no  fit  company  for  your  honour;  the^"1^-" 
fore,  an  it  please  you,  honourable  sir,  I  think    * 
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;  prudent  not  to  allow  such  a  person  to 
ich  of  you,  and  if  it  be  your  good  pleasure 
the  instant  send  her  packing/9 
she  not  who  she  was,  or  what  business 
ithme?" 

iame  she  refused,  doubtless  for  some  ex- 
od  reasons;  but,  as  to  the  matter  she 
.,  she  said  you  would  have  full  knowledge 
>ur  having  sight  of  this  ring." 
as  Simon  Stockfish  displayed  the  trinket 
een  entrusted  to  his  custody,  his  master 
i  one  seeing  a  ghost, 
ous  Heaven,  can  this  be  possible ! "   he 

starting  up  in  a  marvellous  excited 
;  he  took  the  ring  into  his  hand.  "  Run, 
1 !  "  he  added,  hurriedly,  and  to  the  in- 
ishment  of  his  new  serving-man.  "  Bring 
chamber  with  all  possible  speed,  and  on 
&  that  I  am  disturbed  by  no  one— even 
\  king  himself !  " 

marvel  have  we  here  ?  "  cried  he,  press- 
ids  against  his  brows  in  a  distracted  man- 
non  left  the  chamber,  somewhat  bewil- 
lis  thoughts  of  the  person  to  whom  he 

**  How  wondrous  !  how  incomparably 
Surely  there  must  be  some  huge  mistake 
at,  no,  this  is  the  ring,  out  of  all  manner 
it  must  be  her — it  can  be  no  other." 
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He  had  scarce  well  uttered  the  words,  wh( 
door  opened,  and  there  entered  the  chambe 
such  a  female  as  Simon  Stockfish  had  desc 
She  was  enveloped,  and  hid,  as  it  were,  in  a 
coarse  cloak.  This  and  her  face  being  com] 
covered  up,  took  from  the  spectator  all  on 
means  of  guessing  her  character  and  con 
The  first  care  of  Master  Shakspeare  was  to 
the  door,  as  hurriedly  and  as  speedily  as  po 
which  he  did  with  an  air  of  wildness,  alto( 
unusual  to  him,  that  bespoke  some  Strang 
powerful  excitement.  Whilst  this  was  a  doin 
lady  tottered  to  a  seat,  like  one  scarce  able  to 
port  her  limbs,  into  which  she  dropped  as  t 
without  sense  or  motion.  It  looked  as  thouf 
had  swooned,  but  this  was  not  so,  for  present 
drew  a  hand  beautifully  fair  and  dazzling 
gems  from  beneath  her  cloak,  and  spread  it 
and  tore  from  her  face  the  mask  and  muffle] 
gasped  as  though  for  air. 

The  face  that  was  discovered  was  of  extr 
nary  loveliness ;  the  features  were  of  mature  w< 
hood,  yet  the  settled  unhappiness  made  hei 
much  older  than  she  was.  A  proud  and  lofty 
eyes  that  seemed  to  gleam  with  a  supern; 
light,  an  arched  nose,  with  a  mouth,  whereof 
line  spoke  unutterable  disdain  of  all  mean  t 
did  sufficiently  tell  of  high  lineage,  withoi 
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^-embroidered  robe,  fitting  tight  to  the  neck 
bust,  that  was  seen  through  the  open  cloak, 
A  one  of  poorer  quality  could   never  have 
i. 

aster  Shakspeare  was  hastening  towards  her, 
i  a  sudden  and  imperative  motion  of  her  hand 
elled  him  to  stop  within  a  couple  of  yards  of 
hair,  and  for  some  minutes  he  there  stood, 
appearance,  humble  as  the  veriest  slave,  with 
cast  to  the  earth,  a  pallid  cheek,  and  a  most 
vful  visage  —  she  gazing  on  him  as  though 
res  were  starting  from  her  head,  now  pressing 
land  to  her  heart,  as  if  to  stop  its  tumul- 
throbbings,  and  anon  raising  it  to  her  brow, 
o  repress  some  terrible  spasm  there.  Neither 
a  word,  and  nothing  was  to  be  heard  but 
;  of  gasping,  with  which  the  lady  took  her 
t.  Once  or  twice  it  looked  as  though  she 
d  to  speak,  but  the  sounds  died  unuttered  on 
ngue.  Yet  language  wanted  she  none.  The 
le  cast  upon  her  companion  spoke  volumes  of 
Qg,  such  as  the  most  picked  phrases  could 
express. 

iter  Shakspeare  was  the  first  who  spoke.    But 
rds  were  breathed  slowly,  falteringly,  and  in 
sper,  as  though  the  confused  state  of  his 
F  would  scarce  allow  him  utterance. 
[y  Lady  Countess,  I  ..." 
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"  Hush ! "  hastily  exclaimed  the  lady,  with 
sort  of  wild  desperateness,  as  it  were.  "  I  ba* 
taken  such  pains  as  I  have'  to  seek  you,  unknown  1 
any,  to  obtain  at  your  hands  a  service,  to  th 
granting  of  which  I  have  looked  forward  wit 
feverish  anxiousness,  through  many  sleepless  night 
and  miserable  days." 

"  Be  assured,  good  my  lady,  it  is  ahead 
granted,"  said  her  companion.  *'  Your  slighte* 
wish  must  ever  be  a  law  with  me,  whilst  I  ha? 
aught  remaining  of  sense  or  life." 

"  Swear  it !  *  exclaimed  she,  suddenly  startia 
from  her  seat,  and  grasping  Master  Shakspeare  b 
the  arm ;  then,  dropping  on  her  knees  by  his  ndi 
enforced  him  to  the  same  posture.  "  Swear  it ! 
she  cried,  with  a  look  and  manner  of  intense  ei 
citement — "  Swear  you  will  do  my  bidding,  a 
God  is  your  witness  and  your  refuge  l n 

"  I  swear  it ! "  answered  Master  Shakspean 
solemnly.  At  this  his  companion  dropped  he 
hold  on  him,  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  an 
sobbed  convulsively  for  several  seconds.  In  leavin 
the  chair,  she  had  freed  herself  from  the  cloa 
which  had  concealed  her  dress,  which  was  no 
displayed  in  all  its  richness — and  a  most  costly  rol 
it  was,  as  ever  the  cunning  of  woman's  tail 
triumphed  in.  It  was  of  wrought  cloth  of  gol 
daintily  set  with  pearls  5  the  stately  wearer  where 
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gh  boasting  of  such  bravery,  in  the  humble 
ire  which  she  had  chosen,  and  in  the  deep 
*§  of  heart  she  exhibited,  looked  a  marvel- 
antradiction.  The  humility  of  her  spirit 
have  better  sorted  with  cloth  of  frieze,  or 
uodest  apparelling,  but  her  noble  figure  and 
ic  beauty  undoubtedly  did  well  become  the 
fgold. 

er  Shakspeare  sought  not  to  disturb  her 
r  to  check  it  by  any  attempt  at  consolation, 
lined  his  position  in  silence,  but  with  a  heart 
wrung  by  the  sorrowful  spectacle  beside 
ler  sobs  growing  to  be  less  vehement,  she 
movement  as  though  she  would  rise,  the 
e  readily  assisted ;  and,  without  a  word  on 
de,  he  respectfully  led  her  to  her  seat,  then 
k  to  the  place  he  had  occupied  before  she 
it,  and  kept  gazing  on  her  with  looks  which 
nly  bespeak  his  entire  sympathy.  She  con- 
o  sob  for  some  time,  leaning  low  against 
ir,  her  breast  heaving  convulsively,  and  in 
jns  betraying  the  exceeding  powerful  agi- 
y  which  she  was  moved, 
a  few  minutes  she  raised  herself,  and  gazed 
at  her  companion.  Her  eyes  were  humid, 
face  deadly  pale.  She  paused  awhile,  and 
evident  she  laboured  under  some  extra- 
feeling  that  checked  her  speech.     At  last, 
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in  a  murmur  that  could  scarce  be  heard,  she  n 
— "  I  have  a  son."  Master  Shakspeare  listen* 
with  the  most  intense  interest.  She  continued,  b 
still  with  extreme  difficulty  of  speech,  and  in  a  ma 
vellous  low  voice — "  This  boy  love  I  with  all  a 
heart  and  soul.  A  mother's  love,  huge  as  it  is 
most  times,  giveth  no  sufficient  conception  of  tl 
particular  affection  I  bear  to  him,  for  reasons  whin 
cannot  readily  be  expressed.  Up  to  this  time  b 
schooling  hath  been  well  cared  for.  He  will  n 
be  found  deficient  in  such  scholarship  as  is  ca 
sidered  necessary  for  one  of  his  condition.  But  1 
is  now  grown  to  be  a  youth,  requiring  for  t 
guidance,  in  after-years,  a  knowledge  of  men  rath 
than  of  books." 

The  speaker  paused,  perchance  to  collect  h 
ideas.  Her  countenance  was  still  more  like  un 
a  marble  effigy  than  a  human  being;  and  h 
eloquent  gaze  was  fixed  upon  the  flushed  cheek  ai 
kindling  eye  of  her  companion,  who  listened  to  h 
speech,  as  though  he  put  his  whole  soul  into  1 
looks. 

"  It  hath  become  a  common,  and,  methinks 
commendable  custom/9  added  she,  "  for  youth, 
any  fortune  or  degree,  to  travel  to  distant  countri 
under  the  eye  of  some  wise  and  worthy  person, 
see  and  profit  by  whatever  is  most  noticeable 
oth  r  countries  ere  they  commence  their  careei 
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action  in  their  own.  I  have  so  much  liking  of  this 
custom,  I  would  fain  have  mine  own  sweet  son  to 
get  whatsoever  advantages  it  may  bring  to  him ; 
hut  there  is  but  one  person  in  this  wide  world 
voder  whose  guardianship  I  would  he  should  ob- 
tain it" 

Here  came  another  pause,  somewhat  longer  than 
the  other,  in  which  it  was  exceeding  difficult  to 
*y  which  seemed  to  be  most  moved.  The  lady 
was  still  the  first  to  display  her  powers  of  speech. 
Her  words  were  uttered  slowly,  thickly,  and  scarcely 
•hove  her  breath ;  and,  moreover,  there  was  in 
them  a  solemnness  which  carried  them  at  once  to 
the  heart  of  her  singularly  attentive  companion. 
She  then  added — "  You  have  sworn  to  do  me  this 
«cdlent  service.* 

Vaster  Shakspeare  felt  his  every  sense  in  such  a 
*hirl  of  bewildering  sensations,  he  could  not  find 
**  single  word  of  speech  to  state  his  readiness  to 
folfil  the  oath  he  had  taken.  He  felt  not  only  as 
'  utterance  was  denied  him,  but  as  -if  he  could 
**rce  breathe. 

"Dost  shrink  from  it?"  asked  she,  in  the  same 
tumbling  tones. 

tfI  have  sworn/'  said  Master  Shakspeare,  at 

kxt,  in  a  manner  which  showed  he  had  no  small 

difficulty  in  having  such  words  at  his  command,  "  I 

have  sworn,  and  will  regard  mine  oath  most  reve- 
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rently."  He  longed  to  ask  certain  quest 
in  especial  he  was  desirous  of  learning  * 
might  be  required  for  this  service,  but  his 
did  so  cleave  to  his  throat,  not  a  word  moi 
he  utter. 

"  'Tis  well,'*  replied  she,  taking  a  long 
"'tis  exceeding  well:  and  I  thank  yoi 
heartily  for  your  readiness  in  so  disposing  < 
self.  But  there  is  one  thing  more  —  a  t 
most  vital  moment,  a  matter  of  such  hu, 
sequence — "  Here  the  speaker  ended  al 
and  pressed  her  hand  against  her  breast,  as 
its  pulses  were  of  such  force  she  could  nc 
endure  them.  Then,  with  a  mighty  e 
self-command,  she  proceeded  —  "Whate* 
feelings  or  your  thoughts  may  be  regardii 
none  must  know  them ;  and  more  than 
whatever  cost,  they  must  be  strictly  c< 
from  him."  Here,  seeing  her  companion 
earnestly  to  interrupt  her,  she  added,  with 
tender  expression  in  her  gaze  than  she  had 
used  —  "I  have  such  opinion  of  your  nob] 
soul  that  I  would  not  have  uttered  this  < 
but  it  is  not  any  thing  evil,  I  fear,  in  yo 
rather  an  excess  of  goodness.  The  better  i 
of  your  heart  may,  unless  they  are  discre 
verned,  do  a  world  of  mischief  I  pray  yi 
of  this." 
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"  Be  assured  it  shall  be  well  thought  of/'  replied 
be,  faintly. 

"Guard  him  as  the  apple  of  your  eye/'  she  con- 
tinued   "  Instruct  him  both    by   precept    and 
sample,  till  his  nature  hath  taken  upon  itself  as 
Boch  as  possible  of  kindred  with  your  own.     Keep 
Um  secure  of  danger  of  every  sort,  and  make  him 
worthy  of  bearing  an  honourable  name,  and  filling 
*  creditable  station,  if  his  country  should  have 
feed  of  his  services.    I  can  speak  to  you  no  further 
<*  this  subject  now,  but  I  will  not  fail  to  apprize 
you  of  the  time  when  you  will  be  called  upon  to 
fulfil  the  service  you  have  undertaken." 

At  the  ending  of  this  speech,  Master  Shakspeare 
knelt  respectfully  at  her  feet.    At  first,  she  seemed 
inclined  to  withhold  her  hand,  but,  as  if  struck  by 
tie  air  of  respect  that  was  in  his  aspect  and  de- 
Haeaoour,  she  gave  it  him,  and  he  at  once  pressed 
it,  though  with  much  more  of  reverence  than  gal- 
lantry, to  his  lips.     He  had  scarce  done  so,  when 
die  started  up  with  every  sign  of  fear  in  her  lovely 
countenance.     Sounds  were  heard  on  the  stairs 
wading  to  the  chamber  in  which  they  were  5   they 
appeared  to  arise  from  a  struggle  and  an  altercation, 
**  though  some  persons  were  striving  to  force  their 
**y  up  stairs.     "  God  of  heaven,  I  have  been 
**tched  P  exclaimed  the  lady,  in  tones  of  agony 
*xl  affright 
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"  I  tell  thee,  thou  senseless  dolt,  thou  !"  cried  a 
husky  voice  from  outside,  a  thou  shotten  herring'  ! 
thou  guinea-hen  !  thou  empty  peascod  !  I  must  ai»*3 
will  have  speech  with  him." 

"  Nay,  Will,  pry  thee  let  us  depart,"  said  another"* 

"  It  is  unmannerly  to  press  upon  him  thus,  if  b.« 
have  company." 

"  It  is  Kempe  and  Allen,  two  of  my  familiars, mM 
said  Master  Shakspeare.  "  But  they  must,  on  a« 
account,  have  sight  of  you.  On  with  your  dis- 
guise, I  beseech  you,  and  whilst  my  knave  hol(L« 
them  in  parley,  I  will  see  you  safe  to  the  street  by 
a  way  that  shall  avoid  them." 

"  As  I  live,  they  are  forcing  their  way  !*  replied 
the  lady,  in  intense  anxiety  and  alarm,  as  sh^ 
hastened  to  put  on  her  mask  and  her  apparel  - 
"  They  are  coming — they  are  close  upon  the  door 
Oh,  let  me  away  this  instant !" 

Master  Shakspeare   lost   no   time   in  opening 
a  door  that  entered  upon  a  book-closet,  at  the 
end  of  which   was  a   back    stair,   down  which 
both  proceeded  hastily,  till  they  came  upon  a  long 
passage.    Here  they  could  hear  a  noise  of  knocking 
at  the  door  above,  mingled  with  a  violent  altercation 
of  voices.    Master  Shakspeare  hurried  his  com- 
panion to  a  door  that  led  into  one  of  the  thorough- 
fares in  the  liberty  of  the  Clink,  knowing  full  well 
that  Will  Kempe,  in  the  state  his  husky  voice  too 
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*ett  devoted,  was  not  like  to  mince  his  phrases.  A 
Wef  farewell  was  all  that  passed ;  the  lady  dis- 
appeared, the  door  was  quietly  closed,  and  Master 
Shakspeare  rapidly  ascended  the  stairs,  and,  un- 
mindful of  the  din  outside  his  chamber,  flung  him- 
self into  the  chair  near  the  table,  hiding  his  face 
upon  bis  arms.  A  short  time  sufficed  for  the  in- 
dulgence of  his  feelings.  He  seemed  to  make  a 
powerful  effort  at  composure,  and  rose  from  his 
**t  to  put  an  end  to  the  wild  uproar  at  the  door. 

"An  ancient  kinswoman,  sayest!"  exclaimed 
OQo.  u  Why  thou  Barbary  ape,  thou  unspeakable 
Polish  knave !  dost  think  Will  Kempe  is  to  be 
ctoght  by  so  poor  a  conceit  ?  Is  my  gossip  and 
namesake  one  to  have  an  ancient  kinswoman  with 
Wfc  at  this  hour  ?  He  is  better  employed,  I'll 
**nmthira," 

It  is  here  necessary  the  reader  should  know  that 
^on  Stockfish  had  considered  it  to  be  both  pru- 
"totand  politic  to  conceal  from  his  master's  visiters 
**  exact  sort  of  person  closeted  with  him,  and 
to°k  upon  himself  to  say  that  he  was  engaged  with 
to  ancient  kinswoman,  and  could  on  no  account  be 
disturbed.  The  which,  as  was  usual  in  all  his  po- 
ntic strokes,  made  matters  a  great  deal  the  worse. 

It  so  chanced  that  the  discussion  was  put  to  a 
speedy  ending  by  the  opening  of  the  door  by  his 
master,  who,  after  duly  acknowledging  the  pre- 
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gence  of  his  ill-timed  visiters,  affirmed  very  co 
dently  his  ancient  kinswoman  had  left  him  a 
time,  and  he  had  since  fallen  asleep.  Neverthel 
it  was  easy  to  see,  by  certain  signs,  more  signifk 
than  mannerly,  that  Kempe  was  vastly  increduli 
What  he  had  to  express  on  the  matter  he  was  ] 
vented  from  giving  utterance  to  by  his  compan: 
who  commenced  by  informing  Master  Shakspe 
of  certain  matters  of  intelligence  respecting  the 
tronage  of  different  companies  of  players,  by 
king,  the  queen,  and  Prince  Henry,  and  ended 
requesting  his  company  at  supper  at  his  poor  d* 
ling.  This  Master  Shakspeare  was  in  no  mi 
for,  but  he  was  anxious  to  get  both  Allen  t 
Kempe  out  of  the  house  as  speedily  as  possible, 
he  at  once  very  heartily  signified  his  assent,  sp< 
of  an  errand  he  had  that  required  his  immedii 
attention,  and  in  a  few  seconds  was  proceedi 
with  them,  in  an  exact  contrary  direction  to  tt 
just  taken  by  his  fair  visiter. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

I  bftve  seen  the  little  purls  of  a  spring  sweat  through  the  bottom 
tf  t  bank,  and  intenerate  the  stubborn  pavement,  till  it  hath 
■•de  it  fit  for  the  impression  of  a  child's  foot ;  and  it  was  despised, 
fa  the  descending  pearls  of  a  misty  morning,  till  it  had  opened 
tony  and  made  a  stream  large  enough  to  carry  away  the  rains 
<f  the  undermined  strand,  and  to  invade  the  neighbouring  gar- 
ble; bat  then  the  despised  drops  were  grown  into  an  artificial 
rittr,  and  an  intolerable  mischief.  So  are  the  first  entrances  of 
•in. 

Jbremy  Taylor. 

Next  onto  bis  view 

She  represents  a  banquet,  ushered  in 

By  each  a  shape  as  she  was  sore  would  win 

His  appetite  to  taste. 

John  Cbalkhill. 

And  how,  all  this  while,  fared  our  student  of 
Medicine?  He  had  surely  been  a  sufficient  time 
***  associate  of  the  family  of  the  famous  Master 
doctor  Posset  to  feel  himself  at  home,  and,  al- 
though, perchance,  he  might  miss  the  anxious  care 
ttfcd  affection  of  his  admirable  kind  mother,  there 
**s  great  likelihood  that  he  was  looked  after  by 

VOL.  II.  b 
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one  who  omitted  no  opportunity  of  showing  that 
she  regarded  him  with  a  care  equally  tender,  and  8 
much  more  endearing  affection.     In  short,  the  at- 
tentions of  the  attractive  Millicent  were  of  so  flat- 
tering a  sort,  he  must  be  the  dullest  stock  ever 
heard  of  that  could  resist  them. 

John  Hall,  it  is  true,  entered  the  house  a  mete 
student,  on  whom  the  passion  —  commonly  called 
love — had  hitherto  made  no  sort  of  impressioo; 
but  the  conduct  pursued  towards  him  by  the  fair 
damsel  with  whom  he  had  become  domesticated 
was  of  a  nature  that  so  powerfully  appealed  to  b* 
feelings,  he  soon  began  to  throw  off  the  hunxHff 
of  the  book-worm,  and  by  degrees  take  on  himself 
that  of  the  passionate  lover.  These  appeals  wert 
not  only  made  by  means  of  a  thousand  namek* 
offices  of  kindness,  of  services  that  had  in  them  tb* 
appearance  of  devotion,  which  could  not  but  ha*6 
immense  power  over  a  nature  so  new  to  the  info* 
ence  of  woman,  but  the  critical  state  of  her  health, 
caused  by  a  constant  recurrence  of  convulsive  fit* 
of  a  most  alarming  character,  and  the  too  evident 
existence  of  some  secret  cause  of  unhappiness,  in- 
creased greatly  the  interest  with  which  the  young 
student  felt  disposed  to  regard  her. 

She  said  nothing  positive  as  to  the  nature  of  her 
unhappiness ;  all  that  he  could  gain  on  the  subject 
was  through  the  expression  of  mysterious  hints,  by 
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e  was  made  to  understand  that  she  led  an 
igly  unhappy  life  with  her  family, 
st  the  germ  of  affection  was  developing 
the  breast  of  the  young  student,  he  heard 
and  beheld  nothing  that  could  lead  him  to 

that  there  was  any  engagement  betwixt 
d  Leonard  and  his  fair  mistress ;  but,  when 

sure  hold  of  him,  Millicent  took  occasion 
dnt  him  of  its  existence.  But  she  did  so  in 
lat  looked  so  like  lamenting  such  should  be 
;,  and  did  so  prettily  and  so  fondly  withal 

him  at  least  half  the  heart,  thus  unhap- 
i-engaged,  that  he  was  so  bewildered  with 
eries,  he  could  not  bring  on  himself  to  give 
uit.     The  more  he  saw  of  the  behaviour  of 

to  each  other,  and  of  the  conduct  of  each 

persons  that  seemed  to  be  infinitely  better 
;  of,  the  more  he  felt  satisfied  that  the  en- 
nt  was  mutually  dissatisfactory;  and  as 
rds  she  frequently  displayed  the  state  of  her 
;  to  him,  in  a  manner  that  could  not  be  mis- 
ie  allowed  himself  to  act  and  feel  as  if  no 
gagement  existed. 

i  Hall  was  of  a  nature  as  unsuspicious  as 
Id,  and  equally  credulous.  His  experience 
ankind  had  been  limited  almost  exclusively 
nother,  who  was  one  of  its  rarest  examples 
Ie,  fend,  generous,  pure-hearted,  and  single- 
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minded ;  and  he  was  willing  enough  to  believe  thtt 
in  the  devoted  Millicent  he  beheld  all  that  w 
most  admirable  and  worthy  of  honour.  The  edu- 
cation he  had  had,  and  the  habits  of  thinking  i* 
which  he  had  been  wont  to  indulge,  made  much  to 
her  speech  and  conduct  to  him  seem  strange  and 
unaccountable,  but  her  manner  was  so  pleasing, 
and  her  arguments  so  specious,  that  it  was  impos- 
sible he  could  imagine  there  was  any  thing  im- 
proper in  her  proceedings.  Indeed,  he  most  firmly 
believed  her  to  be  the  most  disinterested,  nohb- 
hearted  being  upon  earth ;  and,  though  he  mar- 
velled at  the  earnestness  with  which  she  piead 
him  to  be  on  his  guard,  that  Leonard  her  betrothed 
should  remain  in  ignorance  of  the  good  under- 
standing which  existed  betwixt  them,  he  had  not* 
doubt  in  the  world  she  had  some  excellent  good 
motive  for  it. 

We  must  beg  leave  to  transport  the  courteooi 
reader  into  no  other  place  than  Mistress  M8B- 
cent's  bed-chamber,  at  a  time  too  when,  with  her 
young  companion,  she  was  preparing  to  retire  to 
rest.     The  chamber,  though  small,  was  peculiaity 
orderly  and  clean.    It  was  situated  in  the  roof  of 
the  house,  at  a  considerable   distance  from  anj 
of  the  others.    But,  though  thus  isolated,  it  had 
every  appearance  of  security,  and  many  of  coffi- 
fort.     The  bed  lay  low  almost  to  the  floor,  yet  it 
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eemed  to  promise  more  than  ordinary  accommo- 
dation, and  from  the  number  of  packages,  and 
tinge  chests  and  cupboards  about  it  on  every  side, 
it  showed  that  there  was  good  store  of  other  fur- 
niture equally  usefuL 

Mildred,  chatting  as  fast  as  her  tongue  would 
kt  her,  with  a  constant  recourse  to  her  childish 
mi  unmeaning  laugh,  was  getting  ready  to  take 
the  rest  it  was  evident  she  needed.  Millicent 
ftQned  to  be  listening,  as  she  sat  at  the  foot 
rf  the  bed,  combing  out  her  luxuriant  tresses, 
kttt  there  was  that  settled  gravity  in  her  aspect 
that  showed  she  was  thinking  of  a  far  diffe- 
rent matter.  But  the  other  cared  little  whether 
W  especial  friend  was  listening  or  not.  On  she 
proceeded  with  her  narrative,  exceeding  content  to 
have  no  interruption. 

Now  and  then  her  companion  uttered  a  brief 

^meaning  phrase,  evidently  more  because  she  was 

•xpected  to  say  something,  than  from  any  interest 

Ae  took  in  the  subject   or  subjects   so  fluently 

^token  of.     Thus  she  slowly  pursued  her  task — 

Used  so  slowly,  that  the  other  had  placed  herself 

voder  the  bedclothes  before  she  had  taken  off  her 

outer  garment.     Then  she  seemed  to  be  wondrous 

josy  looking  over  a  heap  of  linen,  that  stood  in  a 

teavy  arm-chair,  as  if  fresh  from  the  buck-basket. 

'or  some  short  time  after  Mildred  had  laid  down, 
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she  continued  her  gossip.  At  last,  as  though  tif* 
of  its  constant  exercise,  her  tongue  ceased,  andt*^ 
full  and  regular  breathing  declared  she  was  stolid 
to  sleep :  as  soon  as  she  heard  these  sounds,  Mill*" 
cent  left  off  what  she  was  about  and  gased  W 
some  moments  at  the  sleeper.  Presently  she  took 
the  lamp,  and  walked  gently  to  the  bedside.  The 
examination  she  gave  seemed  to  satisfy  her,  for  then 
she  quickly  but  softly  glided  out  of  the  chamber. 

She  passed  down  the  staircase  without  pro- 
ducing the  slightest  sound,  and  entered  a  chamber, 
directly  over  the  basement  floor.  Here  she  hid 
the  lamp  in  the  fireplace,  and  went  direct  to  ths 
window.  This  projected  considerably  over  the 
lower  part  of  the  dwelling,  as  was  the  case  is 
most  houses  at  that  time,  so  that  any  one  could 
gain  from  it  a  clear  view  up  and  down  the  street 
She  opened  the  casement,  and  looked  to  the  right 
for  a  considerable  space.  She  then  gazed  in  the 
opposite  direction,  but  as  it  seemed  with  a  like 
result.  If  she  expected  any  one  at  that  hour,  it 
did  not  look  as  though  her  expectation  would  get 
fulfilled.  There  was  no  one  visible  from  one  end 
of  Golden  Lane  to  the  other,  as  far  as  could  be 
seen  of  it.  Indeed,  all  Barbican  appeared  uncfe- 
turbed,  even  by  so  much  as  a  solitary  constable  of 
the  watch. 

It  was  a  clear  starlight  night,  that  made  the 
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^turesque  features  of  the  quaint  old  houses  in 
that  quarter  of  the  city  as  goodly  a  picture  of  the 
sort  as  the  eye  might  look  on.    Millicent  sat  her- 
self down  by  the  open  casement,  with  her  elbow 
resting  on  its  ledge,  and  her  cheek  supported  by 
her  hand.    She  sometimes  looked  up  to  the  deep 
blue  sky,  which,  with  its  myriad  lights,  spread  far 
and  wide  over  the  tall  chimnies  and  sloping  eaves; 
bat  her  look  wondrously  lacked  that   devotion, 
which  the  young  heart  cannot  fail  to  feel  when  im- 
pressed with  the  beauty  of  that  marvellous  work 
of  the  Great  Architect-      She  gazed  upon  the 
buildings  before  her  with  the  same  absolute  in- 
diflferency.     Neither  the  work  of  God   nor  man 
appeared  to  excite  in  her  the  slightest  speculation ; 
yet  was  her  mind  infinitely  busy.     All  its  energies 
were  bent  to  the  consideration  of  the  best  means 
of  accomplishing  certain  purposes  of  her  own,  the 
policy  of  which  would  have   done  credit  to  the 
veriest  grey-beard  that  ever  sat  at  a  council  board, 
or  directed  the  powers  of  mighty  states. 

A  slight  sound  disturbed  her  reveries,  and  she 
immediately  looked  forth,  but  drew  in  her  head 
again,  on  seeing  it  was  a  neighbour  hastening  for 
a  midwife.  Again,  they  were  interrupted,  but  this 
time  it  was  by  the  noisy  singing  of  a  group  of 
merry  apprentices,  who  had  stolen  out  from  their 
master's  dwellings,  doubtless  for  some  especial  mis- 
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chief,  which  caused  her  to  draw  back  so  far  into 
the  chamber  she  could  not  be  seen  by  them.     She 
returned  to  her  position,  and  remained  there  some 
time   longer.    The  silence  was  undisturbed,  the 
blue  canopy  above  seemed  to  have  gained  addi- 
tional brilliancy,  and  the  sharp  outlines  of  the 
houses  around  looked  to  be  placed  in  a  more 
pleasing  perspective;  but  to  Millicent  all  these 
were  still  as  though  they  had  never  been. 

Now  a  light  quick  footfall  attracted  her  attention. 
She  started  up  on  the  instant,  as  though  she  re- 
cognised the  sound.     By  the  indistinct  light  she 
observed  a  man  hurriedly  approaching  towards  the 
house.     What  was    his  age  or  dignity  was  n* 
sufficiently  evident;  but  from   the  firm  step  he 
took,  and  the  uprightness  of  his  stature,  it  migW 
reasonably  be  supposed  he  was  not  far  advanced  & 
life.     He  was  close  upon  the  house  and  just  wtfi& 
the  casement,  when  Penelope  cried  out,  "  Hist  * 
which  caused  him  to  stop  instantly  and  look  iP-Y* 
She  put  her  finger  to  her  lips,  as  she  leaned  fc*^* 
ward.    Satisfied  that  the  sign  was  attended  t^' 
she  presently  closed  the  casement,  took  the  lau^^ 
from  its  hiding-place,  and  noiselessly  crept  doW"^^ 
stairs. 

In  a  moment  after,  the  street-door  was  openee^ 
very  gently,  and  the  person  seen  outside  admitted^ 
The  door  was  then  gently  closed  and  fastened^ 
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Scarce  had  it  been  done,  when  without  a  word 
spoken  on  either  side,  he  received  such  usage  as 
shewed  her  visitor  was  on  the  footing  of  a  lover. 
The  two  were  then  perfectly  in  the  dark.  Then 
h*  followed  her  footsteps  up  stairs,  at  a  turn- 
ing in  which  stood  the  light  which  she  had  left 
there  when  she  admitted  him.  This  she  took  up, 
*&!  proceeded,  followed  by  the  other  noiselessly, 
tiU  she  entered  a  chamber  which  adjoined  that  in 
which  lay  the  unconscious  Mildred. 

There  was  an  appearance  in  it  of  studied  corn- 
et   A  fire  burnt  on  the  hearth,  and  materials 
fa  an  excellent  repast  stood  on  the  table.     Milli- 
^t  put  down  the  light,  and  once  more  embraced 
***  gallant — for  her  gallant  out  of  all  question  he 
**«.    Nothing  could  exceed  the  delight  she  dis- 
played.    Her  pale  features  were  lighted  up  with 
*4niration.    Her  words  were  most  honeyed  flatte- 
****,  and  her  actions  the  most  caressing  fond  woman 
*v*r  disclosed.     She  divested  her  companion   of 
****  hat,  then  of  his  boots,  putting  on  his  feet  a 
Wt  of  comfortable  slippers,  and  made  him   sit 
c*°Wn  to  his  supper  and  waited  on  him  pressingly 
***4  diligently,  partaking  of  none   herself,    but 
*P*ring  no   pains  to   make  him   eat  and  drink 
h*artUy. 

And  who  was  the  gallant  so  well  cared  for  ?     It 
^**  no  other  than  John  Hall,  and  the  place  in 
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acknowledgments  for  the  loving  care  sh 
him.  In  truth,  her  entire  devotedness  to  hii 
she  made  every  possible  effort  to  show  h 
destiuely,  had  not  been  without  its  dueeffi 
grateful  disposition. 

Indeed,  the  manner  of  her  behaviour  i 
at  last  with  a  sort  of  intoxicating  deliri 
was  never  happy  save  when  he  was  al 
her,  and  although  there  was  nothing  on 
strictly  evil  to  conceal,  he  was  ever  in  a 
mood  of  apprehension  that  his  feelings  si 
tray  her. 

He  began  to  feel  exceeding  anxious  an 
when  alone  with  the  always  friendly  Lei 
though  it  would  have  been  a  difficult  matt 
shown  any  just  cause  for  it  In  short, 
were  mystified  and  confounded,  and  he  bo 
arrive  at  one  definite  conclusion,  save  thai 
Millicent,  and,  although  this  was  a  mom 
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-save  only  the  flask  of  wine  and  a  tall  glass, 
Kllicent  had  seated  herself  on  a  chair  on  the 
te  side  of  the  chimney. 

he  constant  request  of  his  fair  mistress,  the 
student,  from  time  to  time,  finished  his 
and  the  wine  began  to  have  its  effect  upon 
lis  eyes  flashed  with  an  unwonted  brilliance  ; 
e  cheek  had  on  it  a  glow  that  in  warmth 
1  that  of  health,  and  his  tongue  contrived  to 
3  its  qualities  after  a  fashion  quite  foreign  to 
inary  habits.  His  spirits  seemed  every  mo- 
>  rise  higher  and  higher.  He  uttered  jests, 
ivered  compliments,  the  one  with  humour, 
ler  with  both  spirit  and  grace;  and  she 
to  have  equal  satisfaction  in  both,  return- 
the  coin  he  gave  with  prodigal  interest, 
she,  when  this  humour  of  his  was  at  its 
begged  of  him,  in  too  pretty  a  way  to  be 
that  he  would  sing  to  her  the  same  ex- 
sweet  ballad  she  had  heard  him  sing  to 
1  the  day  previous. 

nother  time  it  is  like  enough  our  young 
would  have  done  all  in  his  power  to  get  off 
ing  a  love-ditty  to  the  too  charming  Milli- 
lt  he  had  drunk  so  much  wine,  and  im- 
\o  much  flattery  —  the  more  intoxicating 
two  —  that  he  was  ready  to  do  her  bid- 
i  the  instant.    He  merely  uttered  a  few 
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brief  apologies  for  his  want  of  skill,  and  then^^  «w- 
menced. 

THE  HEART'S  RECAL. 

Come  back,  fond  heart !  why  wouldst thou  stay? 

Content  thee  with  thy  present  dwelling  ; 
Enjoy  thine  ease,  whilst  here  thou  may — 

What  ills  thou  seek'st,  there  is  no  telling. 
Fond  heart  replied,  "  Too  long  I've  pined, 

Unloved,  unloving,  dull,  and  dreary ; 
In  yon  fair  breast  a  home  1*11  find, 

For  of  my  own  I  am  fall  weary.'* 

Ah,  roe,  'twas  bat  a  little  space — 

The  least  of  Time's  fast  bursting  bubbles— 
The  truant  found  his  dwelling-place 

Beset  by  countless  pains  and  troubles. 
"  Oh,  would  I  could  but  know  again," 

Quoth  he,  "  that  peace  I  have  so  needed, 
None  then  should  say,  '  Come  back,'  in  vain, 

None  then  should  warn,  and  be  unheeded !" 

When  he  came  to  the  end  of  his  ditty,  he  &?^* 
expected  to  hear  the  usual  gracious  comment^^ 
but,  to  his  extreme  surprise,  there  ensued  a  &0** 
silence  ;  and  turning  round  to  see  why  this  was,  *^ 
his  astonishment  and  alarm  he  perceived  that  b* 
companion  was  in  one  of  those  strange  convulsiV* 
fits  that  were  wont  to  visit  her  so  roughly. 

She  sat  leaning  back   in  her  chair,   her  face 
bloodless,  her  eyes  fixed,  and  her  lower  jaw  con- 
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<xntly  snapping  against  the  other.  Her  arms  were 
i  lier  lap,  but  they  were  slightly  raised  once  or 
nee,  and  dropped  down  again.  John  Hall  was 
j£2£ely  concerned  at  this.  He  hurried  to  her,  and, 
pporting  her  in  Ids  arms,  strove  to  open  her 
Lnds,  which  were  close  shut  and  compressed. 
*^Thilst  he  was  intent  on  this,  she  heaved  a  deep 
■eath.  Anon,  she  began  to  laugh,  first  slightly, 
id  then  in  long  peals  of  frightful  vehemence. 
hen  she  took  to  talking,  and,  to  her  companion's 
o  small  gratification,  did  say  many  things  that 
poke  the  extent  of  her  passion  for  him. 

Crying  followed  laughing,  and  all  sorts  of 
trange  phrases  were  mixed  up  with  her  passionate 
declarations.  Sometimes  there  was  a  pause,  and 
■b©  seemed,  but  for  the  beating  of  her  heart,  like 
("He  from  whom  life  hath  departed,  and  then  the 
^d  hysterical  laughter  would  burst  out  afresh, 
^d  she  would  act  over  again  with  increased  frenzy 
"te  loving  confession  she  had  just  made. 

To  John  Hall's  exceeding  credit,  he  bore  himself 
t°*ards  her  throughout  with  an  infinite  greater 
■■tow  of  the  physician  than  the  lover ;  and  when 
*ta  at  last  began  to  exhibit  signs  of  returning 
Co**ciousness,  he  gently  placed  her  back  in  the 
cfoir,  and  merely  stood  by  her,  holding  one  of  her 
buds,  so  that,  on  her  recovery,  her  sense  of  wo- 
manly delicacy  might  not  be  shocked  by  any  thing 
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which  might  lead  her  into  the  belief  that  she     -K 
made  the  disclosure  of  her  feelings  she  had. 

She  presently  drew  her  hands  over  her  face,  «~» 
stared  about  her  like  one  waking  from  a  str&n££i 
dream.    Then  she  cast  her  eyes  upon  her  compa- 
nion with  a  singular  curiousness,  and  slowly  began 
to  have  some  conception  of  surrounding  objects* 
She  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  looked  unutterably 
wretched.     The  young  student,  with  an  evident 
sympathy,  expressed  his  hopes  she  felt  better.  She 
smiled  faintly,  and,  in  few  words,  acknowledged 
she  was  so.     Then  she  rose  from  her  chair  a* 
though  with  some  difficulty,  and  for  a  while  leaned 
her  head  on  his  shoulder.     John  Hall  was  to° 
much  accustomed  to  receive  such  familiarities  fro**1 
her  to  be  surprised  at  such  an  act.    Yet  he  felt  ^ 
thrill  of  pleasure  dart  through  his  frame  as  ber 
cheek  came  close  to  his,  and  he  could  not  reftf^*** 
by  means  of  the  arm  that  encircled  her  waist,  fr****^ 
drawing  her  into  closer  neighbourhood — a  gr^^ 
boldness  in  him.     This  was  immediately  respond^ 
to  on  her  part  by  her  raising  her  lustrous  eyes  to  Y*  ^ 
and  fixing  on  him  a  gaze,  that  he  could  not  \m^\^ 
looked  on  for  an  instant.     His  eyes  fell  before      ^ 
and  he  felt  dizzy  and  faint,  like  one  about  to 
into  a  swoon. 

A  silence  followed,  uninterrupted  on  either  sic 
Finally,  Millicent,  making  some  ordinary  re 
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e  lateness  of  the  hour,  lit  a  small  lamp  that 
in  the  room,  and,  with  one  of  her  most  be- 
ing "  good  nights,"  faintly  answered  by  him, 
her  own  light,  and  quietly  glided  out  of  the 
.     She  had  scarcely  closed  the  door  when  her 

>  countenance  underwent  a  sudden  and  most 
lete  change.  Her  brow  was  fiercely  knit,  and 
risage  expressed  utter  dissatisfaction.  Little 
he  unsuspectifag  student  imagine  that  the 
3  scene,  like  many  others  that  had  preceded 
id  been  acted  by  her ;  and  that  each  and  all 

>  fits,  which  had  so  distressed  him  to  look  on, 
simulated  for  the  purpose  of  exciting  his 

lathy. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Can  I,  who  have  for  others  oft  compiled 
The  songs  of  death,  forget  my  sweetest  chUd, 
Which,  like  a  flower  crashed  with  a  blast,  is  dead ; 
And  ere  full  Time  hangs  down  his  smiling  head, 
Expecting  with  clear  hope  to  live  anew, 
Among  the  angels  fed  with  heavenly  dew? 

Sir  John  Bbaumo*^*** 

They  that  enter  into  the  state  of  marriage  cast  a  die  of  *** 

greatest  contingency,  and  yet  of  the  greatest  interest  in  "* 

world,  next  to  the  last  throw  for  eternity — life  or  death,  £611^^^^*^* 
or  a  lasting  sorrow,  are  in  the  power  of  marriage. 

Jbebmy  Taylob. 

Now  for  a  welcome 
Able  to  draw  men's  envies  upon  man ; 
A  kiss  now  that  will  hang  upon  my  lip 
As  sweet  as  morning  dew  upon  a  rose, 
And  full  as  long. 

Thomas  Middlbtov  -~ 

After  due  consideration  of  the  duty  he  had  & 
strongly  bound  himself  to  fulfil,  Master  Shakspear* 
made  arrangements  for  paying  a  visit  to  his  family 
at  Shottery.    He,  as  was  usual  with  him  on  all 
such  occasions,  took  leave  of  his  friends  and  fellows 
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ie  playhouse,  by  means  of  a  jovial  supper  at 
rigings  in  the  liberty  of  the  Chink ;  and  early 
morning  started  off,  accompanied  by  Simon 
ifish,  both  well  armed,  and  otherwise  well 
ded  for  a  long  journey,  on  the  road  to 
id. 

non  was  very  differently  circumstanced  in  this 
ey,  to  what  he  was  when  travelling  with  his 
aaster's  son ;  in  the  first  place,  there  was  a 
opposite  style  of  horseflesh  employed  on  the 
at  occasion ;  in  the  next,  he  had  no  such  im- 
at  responsibility  as  weighed  so  heavily  on  him 
i  acting  as  guardian  to  the  young  student, 
er  Shakspeare  rode  a  fine  tall  horse,  worthy 
rry  an  emperor,  and  Simon  had  for  his  own 
y  a  truly  serviceable  gelding,  that  was  pos- 
1  of  very  good  paces ;  and,  so  far  from  want- 
guide,  Master  Shakspeare  knew  the  road  so 
he  could  have  gone  the  whole  distance  blind- 

non,  however,  had,  as  in  his  memorable  jour- 

0  London,  ample  opportunity  for  cultivating 
enius  for  taciturnity.     Though  he  had  usually 

1  his  master  agreeably  communicative,  and 
with  something  pleasant  in  his  speech,  all 
ray  nearly  to  Oxford,  he  was  so  deeply  intent 
b  own  thoughts,  as  to  seem  to  take  no  heed  of 
ther  matter  whatsoever.  Doubtless  he  was  con- 
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sidering  the  important  matters  that  had  transpir'*'**' 
during  the  extraordinary  visit  he  had  receiv^*1. 
He  seemed  to  be  going  over  in  his  mind  the  who^-*6 
remarkable  history  of  his  Secret  Passion. 

As  he  approached  the  University,  he  strove  •^ 
shake  off  the  load  of  thought  which  pressed  up**3 
him,  and  suddenly  disturbed  his  sedate  old  followed** 
in  the  midst  of  certain  deep  considerations  as  to  tb^ 
properest  policy  for  him  to  pursue  for  the  advance 
ing  or  securing  of  his  master's  interests,  under  di- 
vers possible  contingencies,  by  affording  him  varkna0 
pleasant  remembrances  of  the  fair  city  he  was  aboil* 
to  enter.     As  if  to  make  up  for  his  want  offici- 
ality previously,  he  now  began  to  entertain  his  hum- 
ble fellow-traveller  with  numberless  stories  of  tb* 
freaks  and  humours  of  the  college  youths.    They 
seemed  to  amuse  Simon  wonderfully;  and, whs11 
they  rode  up  to  "  The  Crown,"  it  was  difficult  to 
say  which  was  in  the  choicest  spirits,  the  master  &* 
the  man. 

Simon,  however,  speedily  recovered  his  custom^ 
ary  staidness,  and  in  looking  after  the  stable-boy** 
and  giving  directions  for  the  proper  dieting  an» 
attentions  to  his  master's  beasts,  demeaned  him* 
self  as  became  his  reputation  for  gravity  and  cau- 
tion. He  did  more  —  fully  impressed  with  the 
superior  advantages  of  gaining  the  ear  of  the  higher 
powers,  and  feeling  bound  in  conscience  to  do  his 
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utiUost  ior  the  benefitting  of  his  good  master,  he 
t°ok  the  first  opportunity  he  could  of  speaking  in 
private  with  the  hostess  of  u  The  Crown,"  in  honour 
of  the  exceeding  worthy  person  whose  serving-man 
fo  had  the  good  fortune  to  be,  and  with  much 
earnestness  begged'  she  would  see  that  he  had 
every  thing  of  the  best  at  a  fair  and  reasonable 


Simon  Stockfish  little  knew  the  amusement  the 

relation  of  this  studied  speech  of  his,  by  Mistress 

D' A.  venant  to  Master  Shakspeare,  caused  in  the  littie 

parlour  the  latter  was  wont  to  use  when  staying  at 

Oxford.     But  we  cannot  now  tarry  to  narrate  what 

was  said  on  that  occasion,  nor  any  other  thing  that 

passed,  when  it  came  to  be  bruited  among  the 

Oxford  scholars  that  Will  Shakspeare  was  at  "  The 

Crown."    We  must  needs  hurry  him  out  of  that  fair 

ud  ancient  city,  which  he  left  early  the  next  morn- 

utg*  to  carry  him  as  fast  as  we  can  towards  Stratford . 

A>s  he  travelled  along,  his  thoughts  set  in  a  totally 

different  direction  to  that  they  had  taken  in  the 

earlier  part  of  his  journey.     The  heart  of  Master 

Shakspeare  was  one  admirably  attuned  to  all  the 

iweet  affections  of  domestic  life.    God  only  know- 

eth  with  what  overmastering  love  he  had  regarded 

hi*  sweet  young  son.     He  could  not  but  shudder 

when  he  considered  the  terrible  punishment  he  had 

endured  in  bis  lamentable  death,  in  which  all  his 
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ambitious  hopes  for  him  had  been  levelled  to  t*16 
dust,  and  his  whole  nature  crushed,  as  it  were,  *& 
the  ruins.  But,  though  his  beloved  Hamnet  w&* 
no  longer  to  gladden  his  eyes  with  his  beaut;  and 
intelligence,  there  was  still  left  him  the  wild  and 
wilful  Judith,  who,  with  all  her  strange  unfeminio* 
ways,  was  an  object  of  love  to  him ;  and,  better 
still,  there  was  the  tender  and  loving  Susanna,  of 
whose  entire  affections  he  felt  himself  secure. 

He  had,  as  was  his  custom,  brought  with  bin1 
presents  for  every  member  of  his  family,  selected 
to  meet  their  several  wants  or  tastes.  Even  the 
three  aunts,  whose  hostility  to  him  and  talent  to* 
mischief  he  had  been  made  to  appreciate  so  often* 
had  not  been  forgotten  ;  and  he  busied  himsel* 
very  pleasantly  in  anticipating  the  gratification 
thoA*  gitfes  would  create: — how  greatly  Mistress 
Anne  would  be  enamoured  of  the  piece  of  Norwfc*1 
stuff  that  was  to  make  her  a  new  gown ! — wba* 
<a\v*&n£  vy  Judith  would  display  at  the  sight  of 
the  £*y  tibivos  he  would  set  before  her!  and  bo* 
iwxw.y  $u$ar.T»a  wou'd  express  her  thanks  for  tb* 
tfeur.ty  <*r-rir.c?  of  Venetian  gold  he  had  boog^ 
to  a.vcr.  >kt  &&a?e  ears!  The  new  knitting 
ttu4:v.r.>rcfe*  ;:«*  exo&est  hose*  and  the  admirttfe 
vVv.^-v^  cVrow*  wr.i;>.  be  had  procured  for  tl* 
i>.?\v  /«er\  B?«x-ln*i«s  he  doubted  not  wo\M 
*ttw*v  tot  vv  «7*«£r^  of  tbeir  goad-will  and  good- 
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• — till  the  next  opportunity  of  backbiting 
ed  itself. 

n  Stockfish  all  this  while  did  not  allow  the 
grow  irksome ;  so  thoughtful  a  person,  about 
j  such  important  connexions  as  the  family 
jgpected  master,  could  not  fail  of  giving  the 
itance  all  the  benefit  to  be  derived  from 
it  reflection.  He  laid  down  rules  for  his 
:e,  prepared  answers  ready  for  certain  ques- 
j  expected  to  be  put  to  him,  made  up  his 
3  be  a  miracle  of  discretion  touching  his 
3  secrets,  the  more  especial  as  regarded  the 
rable  visiter  he  had  strove  to  pass  off  on 
and  Allen  as  an  ancient  kinswoman,  and 
*d  his  brains  for  politic  strokes  wherewith 
n  his  honoured  master,  should  any  thing  of 
spicious  matter  have  got  bruited  abroad. 
>re  it  was  no  wonder  Simon  wore  a  graver 
lance  even  than  usual.  Truly  had  all  the 
f  empire  devolved  upon  him  he  could  not 
iked  more  thoughtful  than  he  did. 
aster  Shakspeare  approached  scenes  so  fami- 
him,  and  so  endeared  to  his  recollection 
e  that  were  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his 
jvery  object  that  met  his  sight  did,  by  some 
>r  other,  connect  itself  with  his  lost  Hamnet ; 
'  some  singular  association  of  ideas,  this  in- 
le  affliction  drew  his  mind  to  the  considera- 
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tion  of  other  things,  which  did  marvellously  incw**8 
tiie  sadness  of  his  humour.  He  was  in  no  mood  f& 
light  converse.  He  endured  such  sharp  pangs* 
that,  as  he  advanced,  he  became  more  dejected* 
and  less  inclined  for  playing  of  the  social  part  that 
so  well  became  him. 

He  was  disturbed  in  these  unpleasant  reflections, 
when  within  a  short  distance  of  Stratford,  by  ob- 
serving two  figures  approaching  from  the  town, 
that  at  first,  from  the  strangeness  of  their  motion* 
and  appearance,  did  puzzle  him  exceedingly  to 
make  out  to  what  kind  of  animal  they  belonged- 
On  they  came,  seeming  to  be  flying  along  tb0 
surface  of  the  ground,  uttering  the  most  singular 
cries  ever  heard.  Whether  they  were  beasto, 
birds,  or  those  marvellous  creatures  that  are  »M 
to  partake  of  the  different  natures  of  both,  it  was 
not  easy  to  decide.  Master  Shakspeare  was  at  a 
nonplus.  But  Simon  Stockfish,  who  had  been 
preparing  himself  to  meet  many  strange  things,  & 
in  his  sagacity,  he  thought  was  very  natural  wh«* 
going  to  a  strange  place,  was  astonished  far  )& 
yond  any  astonishment  he  had  felt  all  his  W* 
long. 

On  came  these  nondescripts  with  a  most  horribte 
din,  sometimes  abreast,  anon  following  each  other, 
having  so  singular  a  motion  withal,  it  could  not  \* 
said,  with  any  certainty,  whether  they  were  flying 
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>irds,  or  leaping  like  grasshoppers.  Simon, 
gh  he  was  in  a  terrible  fright  at  meeting  such 
indish  things,  considered  it  was  his  duty  to 
nd  his  master  from  any  mischief  they  were 
to  do  him ;  for  that  they  came  with  some 
•derous  intent  he  had  no  manner  of  doubt, 
looked  to  his  pistolets,  and  had  his  hand  upon 
in  readiness  to  meet  the  expected  assault, 
he  wonder  with  which  Master  Shakspeare  no- 
1  them  at  first  gave  way  to  a  smile,  as  soon  as 
'  came  near  enough  for  him  to  view  them  cor- 
ly.  He  drew  up  his  horse,  and,  notwithstand- 
hi8  mind  was  so  ill  at  ease,  he  could  scarce 
an  from  mirth.  His  faithful  serving-man, 
pig,  from  his  master's  stopping,  that  now 
the  time  for  action,  though  his  heart  was  in 
mouth,  he  was  in  so  huge  a  fear,  drew  forth  a 
riet,  and  rode  to  his  side,  having  valorously 
le  up  his  mind  not  to  be  eaten  up  alive  till  he 
done  something  in  his  respected  master's  de- 
«.  "  I  will  shoot  the  first  villain,  an  it  please 
"  be  said,  hurriedly,  and  in  a  terrible  trepida- 
.  "  Perchance  it  would  be  good  policy  were 
,  at  the  same  moment,  to  despatch  the  other." 
ion  got  no  other  answer  than  having  his  weapon 
eked  upwards  by  his  master's  hand,  at  which 
ant  it  went  off,  expending  its  ammunition 
nlessly  in  the  air ;   and  well  it  was  for  Simon 
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that  action  was  so  quickly  done,  or  such  miacb^ 
would  have  followed  as  would  have  put  him  J 
greater  peril  than  that  from  which  he  sought  *4 
escape. 

If  this  astonished  him,  how  infinitely  more  dS 
he  marvel  when,  at  the  same  instant,  the  horriKJ 
nondescripts  appeared  standing  before  him,  in  tts 
outward  resemblance  of  men — men,  too,  fror 
whom  it  was  evident  there  was  nothing  to  feas 
there  was  in  them  so  much  to  laugh  at. 

They  were  no  other  than  the  reader's  old  ac 
quaintances,  Jonas  Tietape  and  Tommy  HaH 
The  latter  had  heard  that  the  much-respects 
brother  of  his  merry  little  wife  was  expected  * 
Stratford,  and  he  was  sent  to  meet  him  with  * 
communication  of  grave  import.  He  was  joins*3 
by  his  nimble  friend  Jonas  ;  and,  quite  forgetful 
of  the  exceeding  serious  nature  of  what  he  wa* 
instructed  to  state,  no  sooner  had  he  caught  sight 
of  Master  Shakspeare  than  he  challenged  his  com- 
panion to  a  race,  in  his  favourite  method  of 
progression,  alternately  using  the  hands  and  fee** 
The  challenge  was  as  soon  accepted  as  spokeU* 
and  off  they  started. 

Both  were  adepts  in  this  strange  feat,  for  which 
they  were  famed,  far  and  near  ;  and  it  was  tift 
manner  in  which  they  advanced,  now  with  thi 
head  close  to  the  ground  and  now  up,  and  at 
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'"Stance  showing  nothing  but  a  confused  bundle  of 
ari**8  and  legs,  going  round  like  the  spokes  of  a 
*Heel  in  rapid  motion,  with  the  savage  cries  they 
™o*ight  proper  to  make,  that  puzzled  Master 
Shaispeare,  and  put  his  valiant  and  faithful 
■&**ving-man  into  so  absolute  a  fear. 

Simon,  albeit  he  had  so  carefully  made  up  his 
mind  to  see  strange  things,  marvelled  so  greatly  at 
the   wonderful  transformation  he  had  just  beheld, 
that  it  clean  took  away  his  speech.    He  gazed 
upon  Tommy  Hart  and  his  odd-looking  associate, 
as  though  he  could  not  convince  himself  that  they 
were  human.    It  was  his  master  who  first  brought 
all  parties  to  feel  a  little  at  their  ease.     He  ex- 
plained the  mistake  of  his  attendant  so  pleasantly 
withal,  that  they  who  were  likely  to  have  suffered 
by  it  so  dreadfully  seemed  to  take  it  as  the  most 
ttquisite  jest  they  had  ever  heard. 

After  making  friendly  inquiries  for  all  of  his 
•^uaintance  at  Stratford,  which  brought  upon 
Mm  a  whole  budget  of  news,  and  assuring  both  his 
townsmen  he  would  not  be  long  before  he  paid 
tffcm  a  visit,  he  took  his  leave  of  them.  Tommy 
But  was  so  taken  up  with  the  enjoyment  of  his 
^rirth,  and  the  prodigious  quantity  of  gossip  he  re- 
*W,  that  the  message  with  which  he  had  been  sent 
wcaped  him  as  completely  as  though  he  had  had 
DO  knowledge  of  it ;    and  Master  Shakspeare  rode 

TOL.  II.  F 
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away  towards  Shottery,  unwarned  of  the  state  in 
which  he  was  like  to  find  matters  there.  Simon 
rode  after  him,  but  not  before  he  had  seen  the  twc 
singular  beings,  whose  approach  had  so  mud: 
alarmed  him,  commence  again  their  unnatuim 
method  of  progress.  He  said  never  a  word,  but  L« 
was  fully  satisfied,  extraordinary  as  it  seemed  t* 
him,  that  the  men  of  Warwickshire  went  upoJ 
four  legs. 

His  master  dismounted  when  within  a  convenient 
distance  of  the  cottage,  and  Simon  held  the  horse 
while  he  proceeded  to  the  door.     It  struck  him  as 
something  marvellous,  that  no  one  of  the  family 
was  visible  in  or  about  the  house.     At  all  other 
times  they  were  wont  either  to  meet  him  in  a  body, 
within  a  mile  or  so  of  home  ;   or,  if  circumstances 
would  not  allow  of  this,  they  were  about  the  door, 
waiting  anxiously  for  his  appearance ;  and,  directly 
he  rode  up,  the  children  would  rush  towards  him  with 
loud  demonstrations  of  pleasure.     Now  not  a  soul 
had  he  seen,  and  the  place  was  as  silent  as  though  it 
had  been  deserted.     The  doors  and  windows,  too, 
were  all  carefully  closed.     Even  of  Talbot,  a  still 
more  rare  occurrence,  there  was  no  sign. 

This  unusual  state  of  things  struck  the  lovinj 
father  and  husband  as  exceeding  strange.  B 
knocked  at  the  door.  No  answer  was  returned 
but,  on  listening,  he  fancied  he  could  hear  son 
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tout  whispering  inside.  He  knocked  still 
ter,  and  could  evidently  distinguish  the  voice  of 
tender  and  affectionate  Susanna,  endeavouring 
}uiet  Talbot,  who  had  been  disturbed  by  the 
eking.  Marvelling  greatly  that  no  one  came, 
igh  there  could  be  no  doubt  several  persons 
)  within,  and  knowing  he  had  sent  word  by  a 
ty  hand  of  his  coming  at  this  very  time,  he  took 
leavy  riding-whip  and  beat  the  door  with  suffi- 
t  violence  to  arouse  jail  the  people  in  the  house, 
J  they  ever  so  deaf,  and  also  raised  his  voice  to 
highest  pitch,  bidding  them  let  him  in.  No 
ter  did  the  faithful  Talbot  hear  his  master's 
e,  than  all  attempts  to  keep  him  silent  were 
i;  he  barked  and  whined  most  vociferously, 
ben  appeared  that  he  was  shut  up,  but  his 
rts  to  get  out  were  of  the  most  violent  sort. 
1  Master  Shakspeare  could  hear  three  or  four 
viduals  at  least,  carrying  on  an  animated  de- 
'  in  a  low  tone  of  voice.  He  could  hear  nothing 
ioctly,  but  the  voices  appeared  to  be  those  of 
oen. 

it  last,  on  his  loudly  asking  the  reason  of  this 
rage  reception  of  him,  the  window  over  his  head 
1  slowly  thrown  open,  and  there  appeared  at  it 

tfrongly  marked  visage  of  Aunt  Prateapace. 
J  put  on  at  first  a  monstrous  friendly  manner, 

hade  her  kinsman  "  good  den,"  as  pleasantly 

f2 
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as  you  please,  but,  upon  his  peremptorily  in 
upon  knowing  why  he  was  kept  out  of  hie 
in  this  unheard-of  fashion,  she  presently  rait 
voice  to  the  true  shrewish  pitch,  and,  as  ] 
Shakspeare  could  plainly  hear,  continually  pit 
by  some  persons  behind  her  to  whom  she  e\ 
anon  turned  her  head,  she  began  to  rate  hk 
soundly,  and  let  him  know  "  our  Anne,' 
a  spirit  worthy  of  her  family,  had  come 
proper  determination  of  having  no  more 
with  him :  therefore,  he  might  take  himsel 
with  all  possible  haste. 

Master  Shakspeare  listened  to  this  tirade 
satisfied  that  the  three  old  harridans  ha 
employing  their  talents  at  mischief- makin 
more  than  ordinary  zeal ;  but  proud,  wes 
wilful  as  he  knew  his  blooming  Anne  of 
years  to  be,  he  could  not  readily  believe  t 
influence  of  her  meddling  kinswomen  01 
was  so  great  as  to  induce  her  to  take  tl 
which,  he  was  well  convinced,  they  had  loi 
leading  her  to.  That  he  was  greatly  mov 
determination  so  unexpected  there  is  no  qi 
but  he  kept  his  feelings  under  control,  and 
ously  bade  Aunt  Prateapace  acquaint  "  1 
bedfellow"  from  him,  that  he  was  es 
anxious  to  see  her,  and  that  he  had  no  i 
the  world  that  in  a  few  minutes  he  would 
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^  apparent  evils  to  her  perfect  satisfaction ;  and 
would  make  such  arrangements  for  her  future 
comfort  as  should  convince  her  how  dear  to  him 
*&*  her  happiness  and  confutation. 

9,4  In  sooth,  fairly  spoken ;"  replied  Aunt  Prate- 
•Pace  sharply.  "  But  our  Anne  hath  had  enough 
°f  such  poor  bates  to  catch  fools,  I  promise  you." 
Here  she  disappeared,  and  immediately  in  her 
pbce  came  Aunt  Breedbate,  looking  even  more 
crabbed  than  the  other. 

**  Take  your  fine  speeches  to  those  who  are 
filing  to  be  cajoled  by  them,"  she  said  in  her 
harshest  tones.  "  Our  Anne  hath  too  much  sense, 
ay,  and  spirit  too  as  becomes  her,  i'  faith,  any 
l°&ger  to  be  made  a  convenience  of."  Thereupon, 
*he  took  in  her  head,  and  it  was  straightway  re- 
placed by  that  of  Aunt  Gadabout,  with  one  of  the 
ttKKt  fiercely  shrewish  of  her  shrewish  looks. 

*  Wives  are  not  to  be  made  slaves  of,  whatever 
tfoir  tyrants  of  husbands  may  think !"  she  ex- 
claimed in  a  scream  like  unto  that  of  an  angry 
I  peacock.  cc  Our  Anne  thinks  herself  made  of 
I  fetter  stuff  than  to  be  a  poor  household  drudge, 
uat  is  to  be  kept  at  home,  whilst  her  unworthy 
husband  is  to  wander  about  the  world  at  his  plea- 
*&•;"  and  then  she  added  in  an  emphasis,  and 
with  a  look  that  spoke  pokers  and  tongs  at  the 
fewt,  "  An  I  had  a  husband  that  would  use  me 
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so,  I  warrant  you  I  would  teach  him  better  • 
he  was  a  week  older !" 

"  There  must  be  some  great  misunderstandir*; 
in  this^ matter,"  replied  Master  Shakspeare  with 
marvellous  sweet  patience.     "  In  all  reasonab~J& 
things  Anne  hath  ever  found  me  willing  to  indul^p" 
her  to  the  fullest  extent  of  my  ability,  and  this 
am  always  ready  to  do." 

"  There  hath  been  nothing  of  the  sort!"  ciis»« 
Aunt  Breedbate  rudely. 

"  Monstrous  reasonable,  forsooth  P  exclaime— * 
Aunt  Prateapace,  taking  her  place  at  the  casement 
directly  she  left  it  "  Prythee  what  dost  call  indul- 
gence ?  Dost  indulge  her  by  the  horrible  injustice* 
of  keeping  her  in  this  poor  place  by  herself,  whil^* 
you  sometimes  for  a  whole  year  together  care  not  t5*3 
come  near  her  once!  And  now,  more  monstrous stiLlj 
you  have  sent  her  word  you  are  about  going,  Heave** 
only  knoweth  how  many  miles  away,  for  the  seeing  c' 
far  off  countries,  saying  never  a  word  of  her  goings 
with  you,  farther  than  to  state  you  would  like  it  o^ 
all  things  ;  but  it  could  not  in  any  way  be  brought^ 
about — or  some  such  poor  stuff.  If  she  put  up 
with  such  a  slight  as  this,  she  hath  no  more 
womanly  spirit  than  a  cracked  flea  \" 

"  Let  her  be  assured  that  no  slight  is  intended,* 
said  Master  Shakspeare,  very  certain  it  could  not 
have  been  taken  so  by  her  unless  a  vast  deal  of 
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malicious  care  had  been  used  to  give  it  that  colour. 
'*  31y  absence .  from  her  was  first  caused  by  neces- 
sity, and  by  necessity  hath  been  continued,  and  all 
tb^  years  it  hath  lasted,  she  hath  never  to  my 
knowledge  been  otherwise  than  satisfied  it  should 
so   remain.     As  for  my  intended  journey  out  of 
England,  it  is  clean  out  of  my  power  to  take  her 
wifch  me,  even  were  there  no  such  absolute  cause 
existing  as  there  is,  for  her  remaining  at  home 
wit;li  her  children,   nor  do  I  think  so  ill  of  her 
that  she  would  ever  entertain  so  unworthy  an  idea, 
bad  it  not  been  thrust  upon  her  mind    by    the 
P&t°verse  exertions  of  a  set  of  worthless  mischief- 
makers." 

**  Mischief-makers f '  here  eagerly  exclaimed  all 
tb*ee,  putting  out  their  several  heads  at  the  same 
m°Oaent,   with   every  appearance  of  guilty  con- 
Kiousness,  and  the  most  absolute  rage.     Forthwith 
each  vigorously  disclaimed  having  any  thing  to  do 
m  the  matter,  vowing  nothing  was  so  far  from 
their  thoughts.    They  stoutly  and  with  an  infi- 
nite lack  of  civility  insisted  that  they  had  a  right 
to  see  that  "  our  Anne"  had  justice  done  her,  and 
that  they  could  not  allow  of  her  being  so  trampled 
on  as  she  was  without  feeling  for  her  unhappy 
distressed  state — that  they  thought  it  particularly 
commendable  of  her  acting  as  she  did,  and  that 
they  would  give  her  the  benefit  of  their  counte- 
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nance  and  advice,  in  spite  of  all  the  monstro\>s 
tyrannical  husbands  that  could  be  found. 

Much  more  they  might  have  said  to  the  san*^ 
purpose,  had  not  Aunt  Prateapace,  in  her  impn» 
tience  to  be  heard,  interrupted  Aunt  Gadaboa/* 
somewhat  sharply,  which  was  replied  to  in  a  ter- 
rible savage  humour,  whereupon  a  squabble  ensueci 
betwixt  them,  which  Aunt  Breedbate  did  all  sh^3 
could  to  increase.  In  the  midst  of  their  mutu»J 
bickerings  and  revelations,  Master  Shakspe&re^^ 
much  excited,  declared  that  he  insisted  on  seeing? 
and  hearing  from  their  kinswoman  the  determi- 
nation they  had  stated  she  had  resolved  on.  Th»* 
took  them  from  the  window  in  a  very  brief  spac&- 

A  long  and  vigorous  discussion  followed,  whicl? 
could  not  be  distinctly  heard  by  the  outraged  hus- 
band, though  he  could  distinguish  the  noisy  hutt* 
of  many  voices.  It  seemed  to  him  as  though 
others  than  the  mischievous  three  shared  in  tb€* 
conference,  and  he  more  than  once  fancied  h& 
could  detect  the  tones  of  the  high-spirited  Judith 
and  the  affectionate  Susanna. 

The  result  of  the  discussion  was,  that  Mistress 
Anne  made  her  appearance  at  the  window,  but  not 
before  he  had  plainly  heard  such  phrases  as,  "  Hold 
thee  a  good  spirit,  Anne  !"  "  Never  be  made  a  slave 
of!"  "  An  you  suffer  yourself  to  be  cajoled,  you 
deserve  all  the  ill-usage  and  neglect  it  cannot  help 
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but  bring  you !"  with  divers  others  of  a  like  ten- 
dency.    Her  visage  did  not  bespeak  any  very  ter- 
rible grievances,  though  there  was  a  certain  expres- 
sion of  discontent  in  it.    She  had  still  some  preten- 
sions to  be  considered  the  blooming  Anne,  though 
pretty  well  a  score  of  years  had  passed  since  first 
that  title  had  been  bestowed  upon  her.     But  she 
valued  her  good  looks  too  highly  not  to  have  taken 
Particular  care  of  them. 

Master  Shakspeare,  at  sight  of  her,  urged  all 
wguments  that  a  fond  husband  could  be  expected 
to  have,  to  bring  her  to  reason,  and  show  her  the 
«%  of  persisting  in  a  course  of  conduct  so  un  wor- 
thy of  her :  but  she  had  been  too  well  instructed  in 
kr  lesson  to  allow  the  proper  influence  of  any  thing 
°» the  sort.  She  answered  with  a  firm  show  of  re- 
•°lutioD,  that  she  considered  herself  to  have  been 
^ceedingly  ill-used,  and  that  she  would  endure  it 
110  longer.  Her  husband  tried  every  possible  exer- 
to>n  to  induce  her  to  give  up  so  unworthy  a  deter- 
^ation,  and  promised  many  additional  enjoy- 
^ats,  would  she  determine  more  wisely.  But  the 
P^ptings  became  now  eager  and  audible,  "  Not 
to  be  cozened/'  and,  "  to  show  a  proper  spirit" 
U&fortunately  for  herself,  either  through  fear  or 
rodination,  she  took  too  much  heed  of  them,  and 
awwered  she  had  considered  the  matter  well,  and 
had  resolved  not  to  change  her  course. 

f5 
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This  seemed  so  far  to  satisfy  her  husband, 
he  left  off  pressing  the  point,  though  he  wore  a 
very  disturbed  conntenance.  He  asked  to  see  hSi 
daughters,  that  he  might  at  least  have  the  pleasure 
of  beholding  their  improved  appearance,  and  eojc&J 
their  love  after  his  journey,  as  it  was  not  likely  t»« 
could  promise  himself  that  pleasure  for  some  tum^- 
Thereupon,  one  of  the  aunt's  answered  tartly  tha/*> 
as  was  exceeding  proper  and  natural,  the  childr^*1 
shared  in  the  sentiments  of  their  mother,  and  th^»* 
neither  of  them  wished  to  have  further  speech  wifcl 
him. 

At  this  cruel  speech,  all  the  father  was  in  bi^ 
heart,  and  he  replied,  with  an  extreme  earnestn«^> 
he  could  not  believe  in  anything  so  monstrous  an*** 
undutiful.     It  was  almost  too  unnatural  a  thing  ^^ 
be  conceived  that  children  should  be  so  set  agaitt^* 
a  loving  parent,  and  he  inveighed  bitterly  again^ 
the  authors  of  this  atrocious  mischief.    How  muc^* 
more   was  his   affectionate  heart  wrung  by  msC^ 
afterwards  beholding  Judith,  who  too,  doubtless^ 
had  been  well  taught  her  lesson,  appear  with  an 
unbecoming  boldness  at  the  casement,  and  express 
herself  very  rudely. 

Whether  he  so  misliked  this  last  drop  in  his  cup 
of  bitterness,  or  could  not  bring  himself  to  strive 
further  to  obtain  more  affectionate  treatment,  can- 
not be  said,  but  the  speech  had  scarce  been  ut- 
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ben  he  hastily  left  the  place,  mounted  his 
nd  rode  full  speed  from  the  door,  as  though 
anxious  to  be  as  quick  as  possible  a  thou- 
les  away.  Simon  Stockfish,  who  had  been 
sed  spectator  and  hearer  of  all  that  had 
lost  no  time  in  following;  but  what  he  had 
seen  and  heard  of  the  people  who  were 
to  the  place  sufficed  to  satisfy  him  that 
•e  a  sort  of  savages,  who  had  as  monstrous 
'  receiving  a  tender  father  and  husband, 
3ng  journey,  as  they  had  of  taking  an  or- 
unble  on  the  king's  highway, 
r  Shakspeare  did  not  draw  rein  till  he 
it  the  porch  of  the  goodly  mansion  of  his 
;  friend,  Sir  George  Carew.  That  estima- 
thy  gentleman,  and  approved  good  soldier, 
at  the  time,  to  be  sitting  at  an  open  win- 
the  ground-floor,  giving  orders  to  some  of 
le  who  were  employed  in  clipping  some  old 
8  into  the  strange  figures  then  in  fashion, 
the  instant  he  caught  sight  of  his  visitor, 
ke  a  post,  with  a  wild  unnatural  look,  such 
d  never  seen  in  him  before,  he  made  no 
do  but  leaped  out  of  the  window  as  nimbly 
he  could  have  done  in  his  youth,  in  the 
onviction  that  something  dreadful  was  the 

j  orders  to  one  of  his  varlets  to  look  to 
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tiie  horses,  he  lost  no  time  in  leading  his  ditfur 
friend  into  a  retired  chamber,  where,  in  a  stratf^?*' 
incoherent,  passionate   manner,  the   latter  m^"e 
known  to  him  how  matters  stood.     At  this  *'* 
valiant  old  soldier  was  greatly  moved,  and  with  U° 
small  stock  of  soldier*  like  oaths  did  he  denounce  tn* 
conduct  of  the  three  old  mischief-makers,  whose  di^ 
honest  meddling  had  disturbed  his  friend's  peacd 
and  he  strove,  as  well  as  he  was  able,  to  console  hi***- 
But  the  unhappy  father  was  then  in  no  mood  to 
profit  by  his  kindly  intentions*     The  iron  seemed 
to  have  entered  into  his  soul,  and  he  did  nought  ** 
the  world  but  rave,  in  an   unconnected  and  vefre- 
ment  manner,  on  the  singular  and  hateful  ingta*1" 
tude  of  his  daughters.     He  burst  out  with  a  P^". 
sionate  phrenzy  of  language  that  was  quite  a^^* 
to  hear.   Hi?  words  seemed  to  flow  from  his  mo>** 
like  a*  stream  of  living  fire.     All  the  agonies  &* 
great  heart,  hurt  in  its  tenderest  part,  were  &0> 
in  him  both  by  language  and  action — for  his  rao>^^ 
ments  were  no  less  wild  and  forcible  than  his  spee^^5 
In  brief,  it  presently  showed  such  undeniable  si^^ 
of  a  disturbed  mind,  that  Sir  George,  in  great  c^^ 
cern,  despatched  messengers  for  the  nearest  chiir^^ 
geon,  and  his  guest  was  shortly  carried  to  a  cha»--^ 
ber  that  was  immediately  prepared  for  him,  x^* 
fit  of  raving,  of  so  outrageous  a  sort,  it  took  seve^^ 
persons  to  restrain  him. 
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>k  this  state  he  continued  for  several  days,  to 

Iw  terrible  alarm  and  grief  of  his  approved  good 

™&d.  Sir  George  Carew,  and  to  the  no  less  con- 

cer^  of  his  sedate  and  trusty  serving-man,  Simon 

Stockfish,  whose  grave  countenance  took  on  it  an 

e*pression  infinitely  more  serious,  as  he  witnessed 

*e  course  of  his  worthy  master's  malady.     With 

80  sharp  a  sickness  as  he  had,  it  was  wonderful  to 

"^r  with  what  intensity  his  mind  would  run  on, 

011  the  subject  of  his  children's  disobediency.     He 

8eeOied  to  have  but  one  subject  for  his  thoughts, 

*"^.t  could  hold  it  for  any  length  of  time ;   for, 

^though  his  mind  would  wander  from  time  to  time 

to    other  matters,  it  quickly  returned  to  the  one 

th^me,  and  thereupon  treated  it  in  so  moving  a 

Baanner  it  was  truly  pitiful  to  hear  him. 

Be  would  seem  to  be  addressing  his  daughter, 
Judith ;  and  would  pour  out  such  a  tempest  of 
"kter  reproach  for  her  contumacy,  that  the  obdu- 
^test  heart  ever  heard  of  must  have  shrunk  under 
*•    Perchance  she  might  have  been  all  the  better, 
h*d  she  been   brought  in  to  hear  it  —  it  could 
ttarcely  have  failed  to  have  touched  her  nearly. 
Indifferent  as  she  seemed  to  the  ties  that  bind  the 
child  to  the  parent,  it  must  have  wakened  in  her  a 
proper  sense  of  her  intolerable  ingratitude.     But 
th*  style  in  which  he,  in  his  unhappy  conceit,  dis- 
coursed to  his  daughter,  Susanna,  was  of  a  totally 
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different  sort.  The  bruised  heart  of  the 
father  was  apparent  in  every  word.  The 
was  gentle,  loving,  and  pregnant  with  a 
choly  tenderness.  It  spoke  of  the  unul 
delight  those  tokens  of  an  affectionate  nat 
had  previously  displayed  had  given  to  her 
father ;  and  how  oft  he  had  strove  to  show 
by  every  kind  of  acceptable  remembranc 
exceeding  dear  she  was  to  him ;  and  then 
tered  into  the  monstrous  cruelty  of  sufferi 
who  had  made  for  her  so  high  a  place  in  hi 
to  be  so  stricken  by  her  hand  as  to  make  the 
blest  torture  of  body  to  be  desired  in  prefen 

There  was  so  much  sweet  earnestness 
misery  so  sharp  in  the  manner  in  which  ; 
was  spoken,  that  there  was  not  a  dry  eye 
chamber  during  its  utterance.  Many  of  hi 
esteemed  friends  at  Stratford,  and  there 
hastened  to  the  mansion  of  Sir  George  Cai 
soon  as  they  heard  of  the  lamentable  sickne 
had  overtaken  so  worthy  a  man ;  and  whi 
learned,  as  they  quickly  did,  that  it  arose  fr 
ill  behaviour  to  him  of  his  family,  there 
general  denunciation  of  one  and  all. 

The  three  meddling  busy-bodies,  in  e 
were  spoken  of  in  good  set  terms.  They  ' 
considerable  ill  repute  in  and  about  Shottei 
was;   and  the  account  Simon  Stockfish  { 
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yieir  appearance  in  this  unhappy  business,  whilst 

*t  satisfied  all  who  had  in  any  way  heard  of  their 

Pra*iks,  that  the  whole  matter  had  been  one  of 

to^ir  handling,   spread  their  bad  names  far  and 

^de.    All  those  persons  who  felt  a  proper  respect 

for  Master  Shakspeare  would  have  no  sort  of  asso- 

<a^tion  with  them,  and  the  feeling  against  them 

"e**ame  at  last  so  strong  that  even  some  of  their 

ni<)6t  familiar  gossips  thought  it  best  to  hold  them 

■*  a  convenient  distance. 

Their  kinswoman,  too,  Mistress  Anne,  was 
S^^atly  condemned  for  being  so  led  against  her 
"^aband  by  such  bad  counsellors.  As  for  Susanna 
***<!  Judith,  it  appeared  as  if  nothing  could  be  said 
°f  them  sufficiently  condemnatory.  To  behave  in 
*>  contumacious  a  manner,  particularly  to  a  father, 
*ho  gave  them  so  many  proofs  of  his  prodigal  love 
utd  kindness,  was  sad  evidence  of  a  natural  bad- 
b^b  of  heart ;  and  it  was  confidently  prognosti- 
cated that  disobedient  children  of  this  sort  must 
ne^*ls  come  to  an  evil  end. 

To  the  great  joy  of  all  his  friends,  after  some 
d*ys  the  violence  of  Master  Shakspeare's  fever 
showed  some  abatement,  and  he  began  gradually 
to  recover.  Sir  George  Carew  had  sent  several 
tides  to  the  cottage  at  Shottery,  in  hopes  of  getting 
tl>e  family  of  his  guest  to  act  more  becomingly ; 
\}Vt  his  messengers  met  with  no  one  but  the  three 
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arch  instruments  of  mischief,  and  they  had 
their  hearts  too  strongly  on  the  evil  they  ' 
doing,  to  allow  of  its  being  set  aside — there 
nothing  but  unsatisfactory  answers  had  been 
tained.  This,  when  his  guest  was  sufficic 
recovered,  Sir  George  thought  proper  to  in; 
him  of;  and  the  intelligence  was  so  distast 
that,  waiting  only  to  make  some  arrangers 
which  should  secure  ample  comforts  for  the 
natural  inhabitants  of  the  Cottage,  he  must  n 
take  himself  at  once  to  London. 

He  vowed  he  would  never  again  seek  a 
whence  he  had  been  so  shamefully  driven,  and 
in  a  monstrous  hurry  to  get  as  far  as  possible  i 
it.  Without  waiting  to  gain  a  proper  strength 
started  off,  making  as  little  delay  on  the  jouj 
as  he  could  help ;  whereof  the  consequence  i 
that,  when  his  faithful  old  serving-man  had 
him  safely  within  his  dwelling,  in  the  Libert 
the  Clink,  his  intense  anxiety,  over-fatigue, 
unhappiness  of  mind  brought  on  a  relapse,  wl 
caused  him  to  be  worse  even  than  he  was  bef 
Simon  thought  he  could  not  do  better  than  8 
for  his  old  master's  son,  and,  very  shortly  af 
wards,  John  Hall  was  at  the  bedside  of  his  pad 
and,  as  he  ascertained,  not  before  he  had  I 
wanted  there. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

-A  modest  maid,  decked  with  a  blush  of  honour, 
^ffhose  feet  do  tread  green  paths  of  youth  and  love ; 
"The  wonder  of  all  eyes  that  look  upon  her ; 
Sacred  on  earth ;  designed  a  saint  above ; 
Chastity  and  Beauty,  which  are  deadly  foes, 
live  reconciled  friends  within  her  brow. 

Samuel  Daniel. 

Upon  my  virgin  heart 

I*U  build  a  flaming  altar,  to  offer  up 

A  thankful  sacrifice  for  bis  return 

To  life  and  me.    Speak,  and  increase  my  comforts! 

Is  he  in  perfect  health  ? 

Jambs  Shirley. 

Whatever  success  the  three  villanous  ministers 
°*  mischief  met  with  in  their  proceedings  in  the 
cJ*t*ge  at  Shottery,  they  had  no  manner  of  as- 
,|*taiice  in  it  from  the  gentle  and  tender-hearted 
^**anna.  But  it  is  believed  they  held  her  in  so 
**ttte  account,  they  cared  for  none  at  her  hands. 
$ne  was  in  no  way  consulted  in  the  matter.  Never- 
theless, she  regarded  the  whole  proceedings  with 
***  most  intense  interest.     She  listened  to  all  the 
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plans  and  arguments  of  the  arch-conspirators  i^ 
a  feverish  impatience,  and,  when  she  heard 
dear  father  abused,  she  could  scarce  refrain  fir^ 
calling  the  slanderers  to  task  for  their  insoler*4 
However,  she  knew  of  old  what  little  good  ^* 
like  to  arise  from  any  interference  on  her  pa~J 
therefore,  she  was  fain  to  hold  her  peace,  and  w^ 
in  silence. 

Her  knowledge  of  such  vile  behaviour,  shown 
one  whom   she   so  greatly  loved   and  venerate 
preyed  on  her  spirits  so   that  she  could  take 
pleasure  in  any  thing.     Most  unhappily  the  dL 
passed  over,  and  most  wretched  was  the  day  til 
followed.   She  was  exceeding  anxious  to  have  so*C 
certain  intelligence  of  her  father,  but  she  hea- 
nothing  from  the  villanous  conclave  who  ruled  t^ 
little  household  of  which  she  was  so  unimporta- 
a  member,  that  was  sufficiently  to  the  purpose,  as 
she    knew   but   too   well   the   unprofitableness 
asking. 

To  such  a  height  at  last  arose  her  anxiety,  th.* 
on  the  evening  of  the  second  day  she  fell  into 
violent  hysterical  fit,  that  did  so  weaken  her,  th* 
she  was  forced  to  keep  her  bed  for  several  day 
She  thus  remained  in  entire  ignorance  of  the  cr2 
tical  state  of  the  health  of  that  beloved  object  to 
whom  all  her  thoughts  had  lately  been  so  painfull; 
devoted.     It  was  more  than  a  week  before  she  wa 
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she  could  return  to  her  usual  du- 
reason  or  other,  there  was  little 
by  her  mother,  sister,  or  aunts 
1  father.     If  they  conversed  on  that 
ok  care  to  do  so  when  she  was  not 
luct  perplexed  her  exceedingly.  De- 
r  hour  to  learn  how  her  dear  father 
ous   unkindness  that   had  been 
longing  most  heartily  to  find  some 
inting  him  that  in  her  heart  at  least 
oper  love  and  obediency  towards 
Isought  an  opportunity  of  going  to 
hope  of  learning  from  her  merry 
Hart,  with  whom  she  had  ever 
.  favourite,  all  that  she  knew  of  the 
ace  of  which  so  distressed  her. 
pttle  difficulty  in  this,  and  in  a  state 
up  of  rejoicing,  that  she  was  now 
hearing  intelligence  of  her  father, 
at  it  might  be  of  a  terrible  bad  corn- 
led  as  rapidly  as  she  could  to- 
She  had  not  left  the  cottage  far 
her  attention  was  attracted  by 
horses'  feet,  and  she  soon  discerned 
I  coming  from  the  place  to  which  she 
of  these  she  perceived  was  Sir 
,  and  the  other  young  Squire  Clopton. 
1  met  the  former  without  his  show- 
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ing  towards  her  a  most  kind  and  fatherly  ai 
He  would  stop  her  wherever  they  chanced 
and  make  all  manner  of  friendly  inquiries 
ing  her  and  her  mother  and  sister,  ani 
usually  inform  her  of  some  piece  of  pleasa 
respecting  her  father,  he  had  heard  fro 
trustworthy  intelligencer,  and  he  would  se 
discourse  with  certain  pretty  commendatioi 
own  regarding  her  appearance,  that  never 
call  a  blush  to  her  cheek,  and  a  touch  of 
pleasure  to  her  breast;  and  thereupon  h 
take  his  leave  of  her  with  a  show  of  court* 
lantry,  as  though  she  were  as  greatly  in  hi 
as  his  own  lady. 

The  young  squire,  also,  had  not  been 
pass  her  by  unheeded.  Indeed,  if  the  truth 
told,  this  was  very  far  from  the  case, 
seen  something  of  a  camp  life,  and  raoreov 
thing  of  a  court  life,  the  which  the  grea 
his  kinsman  and  guardian  enjoyed  in  bot 
threw  open  to  him,  but  he  had  brought  li 
either,  save  an  inordinate  love  of  brave 
and  a  desire  of  distinguishing  himself  as 
sistible  fine  gallant. 

The  beauty  of  Susanna  Shakspeare  seer 
cient  to  entitle  her  to  as  prodigal  an  extei 
lantry  as  it  was  in  his  power  to  evince.  T 
he  sought  every  opportunity  to  meet  her 
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***  Abroad,  or  see  her  alone  when  she  was  at 

home,  at  which  times  there  was  sure  to  be  as  fair  a 

election  of  sugared  phrases  and  dainty  conceits  on 

"**  part,  as  might  have  sufficed  for  the  use  of  some 

•*f  a  dozen  of  the  perfectest  gallants  of  the  time. 

As  Susanna  felt  fully  satisfied  that  one  or  both 

"tese  persons  would  detain   her,  she  was  by  no 

means  pleased  at  meeting  them.     Notwithstanding 

*ue  was  sure  they  were  both  well  inclined  to  make 

*Bfeir  greetings  as  gallant  to  her  as  possible.  Right 

8**dly  would  she  have   got  out  of  their  way  — 

**   desirous  was  she  of  using  all  speed  to  get  to 

*°Qn  Hart's  for  the  one  great  purpose  with  which 

8he  had  left  the  cottage — but  there  was  no  time  to 

av*oid  them,  they  came  at  such  speed. 

As  she  fully  expected,  they  both  reined  in  their 
torses  at  sight  of  her,  but  how  much  was  she  asto- 
Dl«hed,  when,  instead  of  the  exceeding  courteous 
^d  flattering  attentions  she  had  ever  before  re- 
**i  ved  from  him,  Sir  George  shouted  to  her  with  a 
*^m  voice  and  manner  : — "  So,  Mistress  Susanna  ! 
a  pretty  daughter  thou  hast  proved  thyself — a 
m**nrain  on  thee !  I  hope  thou  wilt  be  satisfied 
^tti  thy  horrible  and  unnatural  disobediency,  now 
ti^t,  in  consequence  of  it,  thy  poor  unhappy  father, 
•*  X  have  just  been  credibly  informed,  is  lying  at 
tolth's  door,  in  his  lodging  at  Southwark."  Say- 
iog  this,  Sir  George  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and, 
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followed  by  his  companion,  was  soon  out  of  sight* 
leaving  the  miserable  Susanna  like  oue  stunned  by 
the  overwhelming  intelligence  she  had  so  unexpec- 
tedly heard. 

As  soon  as  she  had  recovered  so  far  as  to  pro- 
ceed, she  bent  her  steps  towards  the  well-known 
dwelling  of  her  jovial  kinsman,  Tommy  Hart 
Here  she  found  evidence  that  all  was  not  as  it 
should  be,  for  not  a  sign  of  mirth  of  any  sort  wa» 
visible.  Strange  to  say,  Tommy  and  his  merry 
bedfellow  were  completely  chapfallen,  and  Jonas 
Tietape,  who  had  come  to  comfort  them,  was  for  a 
marvel  standing  quietly  on  his  legs — a  sure  sign  he 
was  in  no  very  •  pleasant  humour  himself.  Their 
faces,  instead  of  the  joyous  expression  they  were 
wont  to  have,  seemed  monstrous  sorrowful.  Joan 
was  crying,  as  it  was  believed,  for  the  first  time  to 
her  life,  and  her  husband  and  his  gossip  looked  on 
the  point  of  following  her  example. 

Susanna  soon  learned  the  cause  of  this  wondrous 
change.  They  had  just  learned  that  her  estimabl* 
worthy  father  was  sick  of  a  fever,  and  reduced  tt> 
so  sore  a  straight  as  to  be  given  over  by  his  phy- 
sicians. She  heard  the  news  with  an  appearance 
of  indifferency  that  made  her  friends  half  inclined 
to  think  there  was  an  infinite  lack  of  the  loving 
daughter  in  her ;  but  they  did  her  huge  injustice. 
The  blow  struck  her  so  forcibly,  it  seemed  to  have 
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d  all  her  emotions.     She  could  not  feel.     All 

seemed  dead  in  her  for  the  time. 
lere  was  a  good  deal  said  by  one  and  the  other 
acting  what  had  been  done  in  the  cottage,  and 
II  measure  of  indignation  was  poured  out  upon 
authors  of  the  horrid  mischief,  but  Susanna 
tri  not  a  word,  and  even  the  forms  of  those  pre- 
't  had  ceased  to  find  a  place  in  her  vision.  She 
s  as  one  stone  deaf  and  stone  blind. 
tVhen  consciousness  returned  to  her,  she  sought 
excuse  for  hurrying  away,  for,  in  sooth,  she  was 
Do  mood  for  society  of  any  sort,  and  returned 
h  what  haste  she  could  to  Shottery.  She 
ught  much  and  deeply,  and  could  not  reflect  on 
imminent  danger  of  her  father  without  a  shud- 
'.  She  frequently  endeavoured  to  be  alone  on 
it  day,  and  succeeded.  Much  self-accusation, 
ich  bitter  remorse,  visited  her,  for  not  having 
wed  her  parent  that  she  had  no  part  in  the 
natural  proceedings  against  him  ;  and  then  there 
(dd  come  questionings  as  to  what  was  now  her 
*per  line  of  duty. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  she  gave  these 
itters  her  closest  attention ;  for,  early  the  next 
*iung,  before  any  of  the  family  were  astir,  after 
fovent  prayer  that  God  would  prosper  her  in  her 
rilous  undertaking,  she  first  crept  into  the  cham- 
f  where  her  mother  and  sister  were  asleep,  and 
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kissed  them  both  without  disturbing  them ;  theft 
fully  equipped  for  a  long  journey,  and  as  wettfr*" 
nished  for  it  as  was  possible  in  her  state,  she  crep* 
softly  out  of  the  house.     She  lingered  awhile  upO*1 
the  threshold,  and  then  made  her  way  to  the  ordi" 
nary  resting-place  of  Talbot,  who  made  not  th* 
slightest  disturbance,   for,   though    he  was  fully 
awake,  he  knew  her  step,  light  as  it  was,  and 
would  have  known  it  from  a  thousand. 

She  fondled  him,  and,  as  she  did  so,  shed  roan/ 
tears,  for  he  had  long  been  regarded  by  her  as  the 
only  true  friend  she  had  in  her  own  home,  and  the 
noble  hound  whined,  and  seemed  exceeding  rest- 
less as  he  returned  her  caresses,  after  his  fashion* 
At  last  she  left  him  where  he  was  — doubtle* 
much  against  his  will — and  took  her  way  along  tl* 
high  road.  She  did  not  expect,  in  her  own  neigh- 
bourhood, if  she  met  any  one  at  that  early  hour,  to 
be  closely  questioned  as  to  her  being  abroad  a* 
such  a  time,  as  it  was  no  unusual  thing  for  her  to 
be  so  early  afoot ;  and  as  she  advanced,  she  did 
not  fear  that  strangers  would  be  inconveniently 
curious,  for  it  was  a  common  thing  for  a  coun&J 
girl,  such  as  she  seemed,  to  be  met,  going  of  & 
errands  to  the  nearest  town,  as  soon  as  it  w*1 
day. 

Her  great  care  and  anxiety  was  to  remember 
the  names  of  the  different  towns  that  lay  betwirt 
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r  own  village  and  the  fair  city  of  Oxford,  for  her 
ject  was  to  get  there  with  as  little  delay  as  pos- 
bile,  and  thence  to  find  her  way  to  London.  As 
>her  inducement  to  undertake  so  long  and  hazard- 
tts  a  journey  for  one  of  her  delicate  nature,  me- 
hinks  there  needs  no  great  trouble  to  discover  it. 
The  deep  affection  she  bore  her  loved  and  honoured 
lather,  her  exceeding  anxiousness  to  show  she  was 
Brt  so  unnaturally  indifferent  to  him  as  she  feared 
k  had  been  led  to  believe,  and  an  earnest  hope 
fc*t  she  might  be  enabled,  by  constant  and  careful 
•^tendance,  to  administer  to  his  recovery,  all  helped 
01 H.  Such  inducement  as  it  was,  it  seemed  to  carry 
■*  along  famously.  The  very  sad  expression  of  her 
J°&ng  and  beautiful  face  appeared  to  be  fading 
a*ay  under  an  aspect  of  cheerfulness  such  as  she 
tat  been  a  stranger  to  a  long  time. 

She  had  so  often  heard  her  father  mention  the 
banner  and  way  of  his  journeys  to  and  from  Lon- 
*fc,  she  was  under  no  fear  that,  with  what  she 
"Stoembered,  and  what  information  she  might  ac- 
quire by  asking,  she  should  miss  her  way;  nor 
•as  she  under  any  apprehension  as  to  the  kind  of 
treatment  she  might  meet  with.  For  the  first  hour 
or  two,  she  saw  none  but  labourers  going  to  their 
irork  in  the  fields,  who  gave  her  a  civil  greeting 
tfld  passed  on;  yet  not  without  being  especially 
ntpreased  in  her  favour  by  her  neat  and  pleasing 

VOL.  II.  6 
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appearance.     Anon,  a  farmer  or  substantial  y60* 
man  would  come  by  on  horseback,  going  to  to* 
after  his  farm-servants,  or  to  be  at  market  betin**) 
and  would  venture  upon  some  commendation  of  to* 
remarkable  comeliness,  which  she  would  receive 
with  a  proper  modesty,  that  increased  their  regaid* 
And  then  she  met  wayfarers  of  all  sorts,  from  the 
humblest  vagrant,  trudging  wearily  afoot,  to  th* 
powerfullest  noble,  surrounded  by  a  train  of  serving- 
men,  in  their  coats  and  badges,  on  fair  hones, 
perchance  speeding  on  an  errand  of  state. 

But  it  often  happened  that  she  continued  ber 
journey  for  a  long  time  without  meeting  any  one. 
When  she  began  to  feel  tired,  she  sat  herself  down 
a  little  from  the  road,  and  refreshed  herself  with 
what  victual  she  had  brought  with  her.  Tl* 
birds  were  twittering  in  the  hedges,  apparently 
their  little  hearts  greatly  rejoicing  at  the  bright" 
ness  of  the  day ;  and  every  thing,  animate  and 
inanimate,  looked  to  be  full  of  a  like  plea*** 
spirit.  Had  she  been  in  the  mood,  doubtless  d* 
would  have  regarded,  with  an  admiring  eye,tb 
richness  of  the  landscape  outspread  before  b* 
Wood  and  water,  field  and  orchard,  with  here  ap4 
there  a  windmill,  a  farm-house,  a  stately  mansko, 
an  ancient  church,  and  a  straggling  group  of  cofc> 
tages,  made  a  choice  picture  for  the  eye;  but 
Susanna  could  not  now  give  her  attention  to  such 
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however  attractive  they  might  be.  Her 
s  were  with  her  sick  parent,  and  her 
to  get  to  him  made  her  regardless  of  every 
ing  whatsoever. 

toon  finished  her  hasty  meal ;  and,  after  a 
,  at  a  neighbouring  spring,  continued  on 
with  renewed  spirit.  She  came  to  where 
ds  met,  and  which  of  them  she  ought  to 
e  knew  not.  She  had  no  knowledge  of 
jither  led  to,  and  there  was  none  near  to 
le  could  make  inquiries;  but,  after  a  few 
of  uneasy  hesitation,  she  went  forward  at 
i.  A  man  passed  her  soon  afterwards, 
n  a  stout  horse ;  and,  seeing  a  young  girl, 
•e  than  ordinary  comeliness,  going  his  road, 
lought,  he  stopped,  and  was  so  civil  as  to 
to  ride  beside  him  as  far  as  she  liked. 
,  did  not  greatly  incline  to  trust  herself  to 
;er,  but  her  anxiousness  to  get  forward  with 
e  overbalanced  her  fears ;  and,  after  a 
of  the  man's  features,  which  were  notice- 
good  humour  and  honesty,  she  accepted 
',  and  a  minute  after  was  jogging  along 
n,  like  a  farmer  and  his  wife  going  to 

confidence  was  not  misplaced,  for  he  be- 
ith  a  kindness,  though  of  a  rustical  sort, 
bowed  the  goodness  of  his  nature.    He 
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asked  very  few  questions,  seeming  to  take  bis  crt*1* 
panion  for  what  she  appeared,  a  yeoman's  daught^ 
going  to  the  market-town  to  make  purchases,  b** 
he  readily  answered  what  questions  were  pot  t*3 
him,  by  which  she  gained  much  information  of  if 
finite  value  to  her  in  her  present  undertaking 
The  horse  they  rode  was  a  great  fat  creature,  (*i 
the  cart-horse  breed,  decorated  with  gay  ribbons 
and  the  man  was  taking  it  to  a  cattle-fair,  at  * 
town  some  twenty  miles  off,  with  the  hope  of  get- 
ting a  good  price  for  it,    Dobbin's  speed,  therefore 
was  not  very  great ;  but,  as  it  was  faster  than  he* 
own  travelling  pace,  and  promised  to  forward  b** 
twenty  miles  on  her  journey,  Susanna  was  well 
content  she  had  got  on  his  broad  back. 

On  their  way,  as  her  companion  stopped  &* 
victual  Dobbin,  he  took  care  his  fellow-travete*" 
should  be  provided  for  in  a  like  manner;  and* 
having  borrowed  a  pad  for  her  to  ride  on,  they 
resumed  their  journey.  In  due  time  they  came  to 
the  town  to  which  Dobbin  was  bound,  and  not  with" 
out  some  sort  of  regret  from  his  owner,  who  fa* 
got  so  content  with  the  pleasant  company  he  had 
had,  he  was  not  willing  to  be  so  soon  quit  of  H't 
nevertheless,  with  a  wondrous  show  of  good- will,  fa 
was  fain  to  take  his  leave,  and  Susanna  proceeded 
alone  on  her  road.  She  had  managed  to  get  sue! 
minute  directions  from  her  recent  acquaintano 
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tiiat  she  was  now  pretty  confident  she  should  be 
able  to  find  her  way  without  any  very  great  diffi- 
culty. The  town  was  crowded  by  buyers  and 
■ellers,  and  a  liberal  sprinkling  of  idle  spectators ; 
but  she  passed  on,  heedless  of  pedlars,  mountebanks, 
diDcing-bears,  and  motions  of  the  rarest  quality 
ever  exhibited,  though  nought  was  left  by  them 
undone  to  stay  her  steps. 

Having  got  completely  free  of  the  fair,  and  all 

to  wild  uproar  and  confusion,  she  found  herself 

paving  over  a  wide  common,  overgrown  with  furze, 

with  here  and  there  a  pollard,  or  blackthorn,  the 

deep  silence  of  which  contrasted  very  forcibly  with 

tbe  busy  scene  she  had  left  behind.     Here  she  had 

foil  leisure  to  consult  her  thoughts ;   and  this  she 

did  with  so  huge  an  intentness,  having  them  di- 

Bcted  to  a  subject  of  no  less  interest  than  her 

*ck  father,  that  she  was  unaware  of  being  closely 

hatched  and  her  steps  dogged  by  a  savage-looking 

*binan,  of  a  complexion  like  unto  an  Indian  in 

^Ownness,  dressed  in  tattered  weeds,  coarse  and 

Patched,  that  spoke  of  vagrancy  in  every  fold,  and 

****]  a  child  at  her  back,  with  a  visage  peeping  over 

****  shoulder  of  a  like  darkness  with  her  own. 

She  appeared  a  few  steps  in  advance  of  the 
Fixing  traveller,  and,  with  a  manner  half-suppli- 
°*ting,  half-threatening,  asked  an  alms.  Susanna 
***s  startled  by  her  unexpected  presence,  and  her 
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surprise  partook  largely  of  alarm  when  sheba^ 
glanced  at  her  forbidding  features.    In  the  low?0 
place  in  which  she  was,  it  was  by  no  means  de&v 
rable  to  meet  such  a  person.    Of  her  small  sto*"* 
she  knew  she  had  little  to  spare,  but  her  eagerne^* 
to  get  rid  of  the  applicant  was  infinitely  strong^* 
than  was  her  desire  to  retain  unbroken  the  funA^ 
she  had  thought  proper  to  take  with  her  to  tut&* 
the  necessities  of  her  journey.    Therefore  she  ta*fc 
her  purse  from  off  her  girdle,  and  untied  its  strings* 
intending  to  give  the  woman  a  penny,  at  the  leart- 
The  avarice  of  the  beggar  was  awakened  at  tha^ 
sight  of  the  few  coins  it  contained,  and  a  powerfkal 
longing  began  to  show  itself  in  her,  to  have  it  by 
hook  or  by  crook ;    so  she  cast  a  furtive  glance 
towards  the  town,  then  along  the  road,  then  o** 
both  sides  of  her,  jabbering  the  whilst  a  ramb&,£ 
jumble  of  wants  and  thanksgivings,    when  && 
suddenly  made  a  snatch  at  the  purse,  but  not  beft**6 
Susanna  was  aware  of  her  design,  and  drew  it  ^ 
quickly  back,  she  completely  failed  in  her  purp0^' 
Thereupon,  with  divers  horrible  imprecations,  t^ 
strange  woman  drew,  from  a  bag  that  hung  so** 
pended  before  her,  a  long  knife,  and  rushed  for 
ward,  calling  on  her  to  deliver  her  money,  or  she 
would  have  her  heart's  blood.     At  any  other  time, 
Susanna  would  have  been  content  enough  to  have 
escaped  the  peril  she  was  in,  by  parting  with  a 
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much  larger  sum  ;  but  the  sole  thought  she  had  at 
that  fearful  moment  was  the  impossibility  of  her 
ever  reaching  her  sick  father's  dwelling,  were  she 
deprived  of  it,  and  therefore  she  was  not  content  to 
part  with  it.  She  avoided  the  woman  as  she  made 
op  *jo  her,  and  the  next  moment  took  to  running  at 
fl»    'very  top  of  her  speed. 

*X?Jie  young  traveller  was  light  of  foot,  and  fear 

iwxxaed  at  first  to  have  given  her  wings,  but  on 

turning  her  head  round,  and  finding  she  was  hotly 

pro^^ied,  her  heart  seemed  to  jump  to  her  mouth, 

«mI     ghe  felt  almost  incapable  of  exertion.     She 

Beamed  as  long  and  loudly  as  she  could,  hoping 

it  najght  bring  some  one  to  her  assistance,  and 

ttaixied  every  nerve  to  increase  the  distance  that 

**»  betwixt  herself  and  her  pursuer ;  but  the  lat- 

ter,    though  not  so  light  of  step,  and,  moreover, 

tarthened  with  the  child  at  her  back,  was  more 

rod  to  a  fleet  pace  than  the  other,  and  soon  began 

*Kh  long  strides  to  gain  sensibly  upon  her.    Su- 

«nna  ran  wildly  on,  half-dead  with  fright,  and 

•creaming  at  the  very  top  of  her  voice,  and  the 

woman  followed,  shouting  such  bloodthirsty  reso- 

lotions  as  were  like  to  turn  the  current  of  her  veins 

into  ice. 

Thus  they  proceeded  to  a  distance  of  full  a  quar- 
ter of  a  mile.  At  last  Susanna  found  she  had  nei- 
ther breath  nor  strength  to  continue  the  race  a 


128  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

minute  longer.  Her  motions  and  aspect  were  those 
of  one  frantic  with  excess  of  terror,  and  her  cries 
were  awful  and  heart-rending.  The  threats  of 
her  savage  enemy,  who  tracked  her  heels  like  a 
blood-hound,  became  every  instant  closer  to  her 
ear,  and  every  step  looked  as  though  it  brought  the 
murderous  knife  she  had  menaced  her  with  nearer 
to  her  heart.  She  began  to  reel  and  stumble  as  she 
ran,  her  strength  was  fast  failing  her,  every  thing 
seemed  to  swim  unsteadily  before  her,  and  at  last, 
with  a  piercing  scream  of  agony,  she  fell  to  the 
ground. 

At  this  terrible  moment,  when  a  violent  and 
dreadful  end  was  so  imminent,  one  feeling  of  regret 
took  entire  possession  of  her.  Of  losing  her  young 
life  thus  early  and  thus  horribly  she  thought  but 
little;  the  feeling  that  was  almost  insupportable 
arose  from  despair  of  being  able  to  show  her 
beloved  parent  that  she  was  not  so  vilely  unmind- 
ful of  him  as  he  had  been  led  to  suppose.  Her 
pursuer  came  up  with  every  bad  passion  written  in 
legiblest  character  on  her  gloomy  brow.  There 
could  be  no  doubt  as  to  her  intentions,  and  the  little 
imp  at  her  back  seemed  to  chuckle  with  unnatural 
delight,  as  she  hastened,  with  fierce  curses  and 
bloody  threats,  to  wreak  her  vengeance  for  the 
opposition  she  had  met,  and  then  satisfy  her  disho- 
nest purposes  at  her  leisure. 
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The  fair  young  traveller  had  no  mercy  to  expect. 
Her  hours,  nay,  her  minutes,  seemed  numbered, 
and  drawing  to  a  speedy  close.     The  murderess 
seized  her  savagely  by  the  arm  with  one  hand,  as 
she  knelt  upon  her  panting  body.    Susanna  mur- 
mured a  short  prayer.   The  upraised  steel  glittered 
before  her  eyes,  and  was  descending  with  a  force 
*tiiat  must  have  buried  it  to  the  very  haft  in  her 
flesh,  when  the  arm  that  directed  the  blow  was 
suddenly  grasped  from  behind,  and  with  a  swing, 
*fcliat   a  person  of  prodigious  strength  only  could 
have  given,  the  woman  was  hurled  from  her  de- 
stined victim  to  a  considerable  distance.  With  such 
force  was  this  done,  that  the  knife  was  sent  flying 
through  the  air,  and  the  child  was  cast  out  of  his 
Testing-place  and  safely  transferred  to  a  clump  of 
fern  several  yards  off;  nevertheless,  as  though  in 
some  measure  used  to  treatment  of  the  roughest 
sort,  he  raised  no  outcry,  but  presently  employed 
himself,  as  well  as  he  was  able,  in  delivering  him- 
self out  of  the  mass  of  leaves  in  which  he  had  been 
thrown. 

The  person  who  had  thus  timely  interrupted  the 
beggar-woman's  murderous  design  was  a  man  of 
mean  and  slovenly  apparel,  with  a  visage  bearing 
no  slight  pretensions  to  manly  beauty,  though 
laving  on  it  a  wild  and  desperate  expression.  His 
^figure  denoted  unusual  strength  and  activity,  but 
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us  whole  appearance  was  in  no  manner  like^ 
iredispose  any  one  very  greatly  ui  Ins  favour, 
nust  have  leaped  out  from  one  of  the  hollow 
■prung  from  behind  a  neighbouring  clump  of  bf 
)les,  where  possibly  he  might  have  been  lying 
ength,  for  his  intervention  was  so  sudden  a- 
nake  it  doubtful  he  had  been  brought  to  the 
traveller's  assistance  from  any  great  distance, 
interference  was  at  the  very  nick  of  time, 
appeared  to  be  as  effectual  as  any  one  could  i 
lesired ;  the  vile  wretch,  who  had  been  so  in 
in  her  deadly  purpose,  now  lay  her  length  OH 
bard  road,  apparently  stunned  by  the  fall. 

Of  this  the  man  took  no  further  notice,  t 
some  words,  perchance  a  fierce  malediction ; 
language  in  which  they  were  spoke  sounded 
couth  and  strange,  so  that  their  exact  meat 
could  not  be  come  at.  It  was,  out  of  all  do* 
the  common  tongue  of  the  gipsies,  and  on  c 
observation  it  was  as  evident  that  the  spea 
though  greatly  changed  for  the  worse  in  his  vis 
and  outward  appearance,  was  no  other  than  1 
villanous  murderer  whom  the  reader  hath  aire 
some  knowledge  of  by  the  name  of  Black  Samp 

Since  he  had  behaved  so  roughly  to  Simon  Sti 
fish,  in  his  memorable  journey  to  London  with 
young  master,  he  had  lived  a  terrible  restless  1 
Pursued  by  an  avenging  hand,  that  seemed,  to 
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fancy,  armed  with  a  deadly  weapon  that  was  ever 

within  an  inch  of  his  heart,  he   had  wandered 

from  one  extremity  of  the  kingdom  to  the  other,  in 

the  vain  hope  of  security.     It  was  singular  that, 

though  of  a  more  fearless  spirit  than  all  the  wild 

tribe   of  which   he  was  the  acknowledged  chief, 

either  by  some  superstitious  feeling,  or  the  weight 

of  a  wicked  conscience,  he  never  could  hear  the 

same  of  the  man  whose  dear  and  only  son  he  had 

mo    ruthlessly  slain  without   being   seized  with  a 

midden  panic,  and  to  know  that  he  had  been  seen 

in  his  neighbourhood  was  sufficient  to  cause  him  to 

fiee  from  the  place  as  though  pursued  by  the  legions 

of  the  damned. 

This  occurred  frequently.  He  would  retire  to 
^he  wild  fastnesses  of  Wales,  and  for  a  time  fancy 
tie  was  safe  from  further  pursuit ;  but  at  last  he 
^rot  certain  intelligence  from  his  scouts  that  a  gaunt, 
^rrey-bearded  churl  was  lurking  about  his  retreat, 
And  off  he  would  be  as  secretly  and  expeditiously 
As  possible  to  the  weald  of  Kent,  where,  in  some 
Apparently  impenetrable  wood,  he  would  hide  him- 
self and  his  dusky  band.  Ere  he  grew  confident  of 
security,  he  would  learn  that  the  same  terrible 
ftinn  had  appeared  within  some  few  miles  of  him, 
^wbichwas  quite  sufficient  to  make  him  abandon,  with 
«tXL  speed,  his  late  secure  position ;  and  perchance 
would  seek  some  lonely  moor  or  solitary  com- 


uuu  away  ne  started 
deep  caves  on  the  rout 
Mayhap  he  would  a 
peace  as  the  wicked  ki 
the  least  of  any ;  but 
absence  of  rumour  tot 
rest  secure  in  his  deep  < 
learn  that  one  answer! 
scription  had  arrived  a 
once   he   would    quit 
fore  looked  as  though 
very  searchingest  eye,  a 
had  buried  himself  in  01 
savagest  parts  in  the  higl 
even  he  met  with  the  san 
herd  dogged  his  heels  w 
truly  marvellous.     Go 
closely  as  he  might,  use 
sooner  or  later  Wattie  Ei 
close  to  his  neighbour^ 
quit  it  with  all  speed,  an 

AWL  ' 


THE  SECRET  PASStOH.  133 

seeing  the  straits  in  which  they  were  put  by  their 
chief  through  his  sudden  and  desperate  changes,  as 
well  as  being  made  sufferers  by  the  wildness  and 
unreasonableness  of  his  humour,  were  well  inclined 
to  put  an  end  to  it  in  the  only  way  which  presented 
itself  to  them.     With  this  object  they  banded  to- 
gether, and  lay  in  wait  for  the  old  man.    But  for 
a  long  time  he  avoided  falling  into  their  hands. 
.He  seemed  as  cunning  in  escaping  their  toils  as  he 
-was  in  following  up  the  fierce  chase  he  was  pur- 
suing.     Nevertheless,  he  did  not  succeed  at  all 
^times.      Though   he  made  the  most  determined 
^resistance,  which  cost  some  of  his  assailants  their 
Xives,  he  was  at  last  overpowered,  beat  with  sticks, 
^and  left  for  dead. 

This  result  achieved,  all  felt  sure  their  leader 

^vould  speedily  recover  his  wonted  greatness  of 

^kouI.     They  assured  him  his  enemy  had  got  his 

^juietus,  and  related  how  completely  it  had  been 

^ione.    A  month  or  two  might  pass  over,  and,  hear- 

ing  no  sign  of  him,  Black  Sampson  would  relax 

^somewhat  in  his  precautions,  when,  lo !  to  his  hor- 

^or,  he  would  himself,  when  abroad,  catch  a  distant 

"^~iew  of  his  well-remembered  figure ;  and  off  the 

^**itlaw  would  start  on  the  instant,  like  a  heron  who 

^ft^yeth  the  hawk  afar  off.    Again  the  grey-haired 

^Xiepherd  would  be  set  upon,  and,  after  a  furious 

^^ontest — not  without  much  injury  to  many  of  the 


„„»FT  ****** 


185 


d0O°df     She  understood *e^hfl 

Tiul  deatb,  but,  on  **  *     ^  cause 
afngh«ui  seeined  ton  on 

SHl».o  «-«£  'kMOTi  but,  of  ^totd„»M 
-   \.t>re««aJ        .„,_  marvellous  »     ^^J, 


134  THE  8ECRBT  PA88ION. 

assailants — he  would  sink  at  their  feet  pierced  with 
innumerable  deadly  wounds.  Again  the  terror- 
struck  gipsy  would  be  persuaded  he  had  nothing  to 
fear,  and  again,  after  a  due  interval,  he  would  find 
the  slaughtered  man,  as  hale  and  vigorous  as  ever, 
close  upon  his  footsteps. 

At  last,  the  wildest  of  the  band  began  to  be  as 
fear-struck  as  their  chief.  The  old  shepherd  had 
been  shot  at  by  all  their  best  marksmen ;  he  had 
been  stabbed  in  the  vitalest  parts;  he  had  been 
beaten,  as  it  were,  to  death  with  heavy  cudgels ; 
nevertheless,  he  was  certain  to  appear  in  their  sight 
in  some  brief  space  as  whole  as  though  nothing  had 
happened  to  him — it  looked  as  though  he  bore  a 
charmed  life,  or  was  a  creature  not  of  this  world. 
So  deep  did  this  impression  enter  their  minds,  that 
they  forebore  ever  after  from  molesting  him  in  any 
way,  and  were  as  ready  to  be  a  hundred  miles  from 
him  at  all  times  as  was  Black  Sampson  himself, 
who  felt  a  secret  assurance  that  his  enemy  had  so 
unconquerable  a  spirit,  he  could  not  or  would  not 
be  allowed  to  die  till  his  just  revenge  upon  the 
murderer  of  his  son  had  been  fully  satisfied ;  and 
this  haunted  him  so  by  night  and  by  day  with  such 
continual  apprehension,  that  he  grew  to  wear  the 
altered  appearance  he  possessed  at  this  date. 

After  so  forcibly  separating  the  woman,  who  was 
one  of  his  own  tribe,  from  her  threatened  victim, 
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he  raised  the  latter  gently  from  the  ground,  and 
seemed  to  marvel  at  her  singular  beauty.    Susanna, 
though  in  a  horrible  fear,  and  with  scarce  strength 
to  breathe,  she  was  so  spent  with  running,  still  held 
possession  of  her  senses,  albeit  it  was  with  but  a 
slight  thread.     She  understood  she  had  been  saved 
from  a  frightful  death,  but,  on  the  first  glance  she 
got  of  her  deliverer,  she  seemed  to  have  little  cause 
for  satisfaction  —  so  dreadful  a  visage  to  look  on 
had  she  never  seen  before.     It  was  so  unnaturally 
wild  and  terrible,  she  shuddered  as  she  gazed  upon 
it ;  nevertheless,  she  made  no  effort  to  remove  her- 
self from  his  hold,  but  lay  helpless  on  his  arm,  as 
though  she  could  not  take  away  her  eyes  from  the 
unnatural,  searching  gaze  that  was  fixed  upon  her. 
What  feelings  the  contemplation  of  such  comeli- 
ness, united  to  so  much  helplessness  and  innocency, 
"might  have  created  in  the  breast  of  this  caitiff,  can- 
not very  clearly  be  known ;  but,  of  whatever  sort 
^tbey  may  have  been,  it  is  out  of  all  manner  of  doubt 
Tfchey  were  right  summarily  put  an  end  to,  for,  on 
iis  quick  ear  detecting  the  sound  of  distant  foot- 
steps, he  presently  turned  his  gaze  in  that  direction, 
^&nd,  on  the  instant,  with  a  marvellous  lack  of  cere- 
~^nony,  dropped  his  gentle  burthen  to  the  ground, 
^^nd,  with  a  cry  of  alarm,  ran  off  at  the  very  top  of 
speed.    It  was  soon  manifest  what  had  been  the 
of  this  sudden  movement    A  man  was  seen 
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passing  over  the  common  with  marvellous  quickness 
of  foot ;  and,  as  he  drew  nearer,  it  was  observed  he 
was  of  a  gaunt  figure,  ill  and  rudely  clad,  with  a 
fierce  and  haggard  expression  of  countenance.  On 
he  came  —  in  sooth  an  awful  sight  —  his  grey  hair 
and  beard  of  unnatural  length,  streaming  in  the 
wind ;  his  eyes  sunken  under  shaggy,  overhanging 
brows,  yet  gleaming  with  an  unnatural  fire,  and 
one  hand  brandishing  threateningly  an  open  dagger. 

As  he  passed  swiftly  by  our  gentle  traveller,  she 
could  not  believe  he  was  any  thing  human ;  and 
the  unearthly  manner  in  which  she  heard  him  raise, 
as  he  hurried  on,  his  ordinary  cry  of  "Blood! 
Blood  !"  seemed  enough  to  turn  her  to  stone.  It 
was  the  old  shepherd  in  pursuit  of  the  murderer  of 
his  dear  son.  On  he  sped  with  an  eagerness  far 
beyond  what  his  more  youthful  days  had  witnessed ; 
and,  holding  the  murderer  in  sight,  he  kept  at  his 
heels  over  bush  and  hollow,  hedge  and  ditch,  till 
both  were  lost  to  sight  in  the  depths  of  a  neigh- 
bouring wood. 

Susanna  had  just  began  to  breathe  with  a  little 
more  freedom  than  she  had  done  for  some  minutes 
past,  when  she  was  again  overwhelmed  with 
deadly  fear  by  the  sight  of  the  woman  from  whose 
murderous  hand  she  had  so  lately  been  rescued 
again  making  towards  her.  Doubtless  she  could 
now  have  wreaked  her  vengeance  uninterrupted, 
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and  have  plundered  her  at  her  leisure,  and  such 
it  is  more  than  probable  was  her  intent;  but  at 
this  critical  time,  a  company  of  carriers  from  the 
fair  made  their  appearance  at  a  little  distance,  and 
she  was  fain  to  content  herself  with  breathing 
the  horriblest  threats  ever  heard,  as  she  recovered 
her  weapon,  and  then  replacing  her  child  at  her 
back,  who  had  been  all  the  while  playing  about  as 
though  he  required  no  better  nursing  than  had 
Romulus  and  Remus,  she  took  herself  quickly  off 
in  a  contrary  direction. 

The  carriers,  who  \yere  simple  men,  marvelled 
greatly  at  the  tale  they  heard  when  they  came  up ; 
and  when  the  fair  traveller  appealed  to  them  for 
protection,  so  eager  were  they  to  render  it,  they 
were  ready  to  go  to  loggerheads  before  they  could 
settle  who  should  be  the  fortunate  man  to  guard 
so  much  beauty  and  innocency.  At  last  the 
matter  was  settled  in  some  sort  satisfactorily,  and 
Susanna  was  raised  on  a  pack-saddle  on  a  fine 
mule  that  belonged  to  one  of  the  party,  all  agree- 
ing she  should  ride  upon  it,  because  it  was  the 
goodliest  beast  of  them  all,  and  set  off,  nothing 
loath,  in  their  company. 

It  was  curious  to  see  the  sudden  change  that 
appeared,  as  soon  as  Susanna  took  her  place  in  the 
midst  of  them.  They  had  approached  in  very 
boisterous  style,  with  an  abundance  of  rude  jests, 
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and  a  prodigal  display  of  riotous  mirth,  consequent 
doubtless  on  the  long  draughts  they  had  taken  in 
fellowship  at  the  last  town ;  but  now,  as  though  by 
common  consent,  each  one  put  a  bridle  on  his 
tongue,  so  that  there  should  be  no  offence  in  it, 
and  essayed  to  distinguish  himself  above  his  fel- 
lows by  courtesy,  seriousness,  and  all  manner  of 
civil  speech,  whereof  the  consequence  was,  our  late 
terror-struck  traveller  quickly  recovered  her  proper 
spirits,  and  journeyed  on,  with  no  other  wish  than 
for  increased  speed,  that  she  might  the  sooner 
reach  the  lodging  of  her  dear  father  in  South- 
ward 

No  further  adventure  happened  till  they  arrived 
at  Oxford,  wherein  she  had  scarce  entered  when  a 
number  of  Oxford  scholars,  struck  at  first  by  the 
strangeness  of  so  fair  a  creature  riding  in  the 
midst  of  a  parcel   of  rude  carriers,  were   for  a 
closer  acquaintance,  and  in  their  admiration  be- 
coming too  familiar,  to  the  great  scandal  of  divers 
of  her   simple   company,    one  must  needs  break 
the  head  of  the  foremost,  which  was  so  resented  by 
his  associates,  that  a  fierce  attack  was  made  upoi*- 
the  offender  and  all  his  fellows.    These  defended 
themselves  with  such  spirit,   emboldened  by  the^ 
presence  of  their  gentle  fellow-traveller,  in  whose^ 
defence  they  considered  they  were  fighting,  thata 
soon  a  most  violent  battle  raged  betwixt  them— 
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The  scholars  every  moment  were  reinforced; 
nevertheless,  the  carriers  with  their  cudgels  fought 
so  desperately,  many  of  their  numerous  assailants 
got  sore  hurt. 

Susanna  sat  on  her  mule,  wringing  her  hands, 
begging  and  praying  each  party  to  leave  off  their 
quarrel ;  but  the  greater  part  of  the  scholars,  who 
had  seen  nothing  of  the  beginning  of  the  affray, 
believed  that  she  was  held  against  her  will  by  the 
knaves  in  whose  company  she  was,  and  that  her 
distress  was  occasioned  by  her  detention,  felt  a 
chivalrous  desire  to  rescue  her  from  out  of  the 
hands  of  such  Philistines,  and  they  returned  to 
the  charge  again  and  again  with  increased  num- 
bers and  tenfold  fury.  The  street  was  a  scene  of 
the  wildest  riot  seen  there  for  many  a  day.  All  were 
attracted  to  the  neighbourhood,  alarmed  by*  the 
horrible  outcries  and  fierce  contention  that  raged 
in  that  spot,  and,  as  is  usually  the  case  in  disturb- 
ances in  that  fair  city,  they  took  different  sides.  The 
citizens,  satisfied  that  where  the  scholars  were  fight- 
ing, it  must  be  against  them,  without  question  of 
any  sort  ranged  themselves  on  the  opposite  side, 
and  with  whatever  weapons  they  could  get  gave 
battle  furiously  by  the  side  of  the  carriers. 

In  this  way  every  instant  the  fight  was  increas- 
ing with  such  vast  strides,  that  it  looked  as  though 
two  rival  armies  were  contending   for   mastery. 


140  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

The  more  peaceable  sort  were  in  a  monstrous 
fright,  and  the  authorities  were  getting  ready  as 
strong  a  force  of  constables,  as  they  had  at  their 
commandment  for  the  immediate  quelling  of  the 
riot,  and  securing  the  disturbers  of  the  peace. 
By  this  time  the  scholars  had  grown  to  so  huge  a 
force,  that  they  had  been  able  to  beat  back  ber 
doughty  champions  and  their  now  numerous  adhe- 
rents, and  were  in  triumph  leading  away  in  the 
midst  of  them  the  unoffending  cause  of  the  battle 
they  considered  they  had  so  gloriously  won.  Their 
shouts  of  victory  and  martial  songs  drowned  every 
attempt  the  poor  distressed  damsel  made  to  show 
them  how  little  reason  she  had  to  be  content  with 
their  services.  None  knew  what  was  to  be  done 
with  her,  and  none  troubled  themselves  to  think, 
their  minds  were  so  filled  with  their  hard-fought 
success. 

As  they  crowded  along  in  this  state,  they  were 
made  aware  of  the  approach  of  the  strong  force 
of  foot  sent  by  the  civil  authorities  against  them, 
among  whom  were  several  of  the  principal  persons 
in  the  University  on  horseback  5  but,  in  their  pre- 
sent mood,  there  is  little  doubt  the  victorious 
scholars  would  have  given  them  instant  battle.  It 
so  chanced,  however,  that  the  delectable  young 
creature  they  felt  assured  they  had  rescued  from 
unmannerly  knaves  spied,  amongst  the  horsemen, 
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two  gallants,  whose  persons  she  recognized  with  a 
vehement  cry  of  pleasure.  There  could  be  no 
doubt  as  to  who  they  were.  They  were  Sir  George 
Carew  and  young  Master  Clopton,  then  journey- 
ing to  London,  who  from  curiosity  had  joined  the 
civil  power,  to  behold  the  quelling  of  the  violent 
disturbance  that  had  so  unaccountably  sprung 
up  in  the  city.  By  singular  good  fortune  they 
immediately  recognized  her,  which  was  in 
some  sort  easy,  she  being  on  her  mule,  above 
the  heads  of  the  riotous  assembly  which  sur- 
rounded her. 

Seeing  her,  like  one  in  the  very  absolutest  dis- 
tress, as  if  calling  and  making  signs  to  them  to 
come  to  her,  Sir  George  and  his  companion  mar- 
velling to  behold  her  in  so  strange  a  company,  put 
spurs  to  their  horses,  and  dashed  forward ;  but  they 
would  have  been  roughly  handled,  had  not  the  old 
soldier  had  the  exceeding  good  policy  to  cry  out 
that  the  young  female  they  had  got  amongst  them 
was  his  fellow-traveller,  and  he  desired  she  might 
be  allowed  to  return  to  her  friends.  Many  know- 
ing Sir  George,  made  way  for  him,  and  others  did 
the  same,  seeing  he  was  a  person  of  note  by  his 
worshipful  figure,  and  the  number  of  his  retainers, 
with  their  blue  coats  and  silver  badges,  so  that  the 
two  found  no  difficulty  in  making  their  way  to  the 
distressed  damsel. 
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Sir  George  appeared  to  have  forgot  his  late 
cause  of  displeasure,  as  he  rode  to  her  side  with 
the  courteous  bearing  towards  women  so  familiar 
to  him ;  but  when  he  listened  to  her  hurried  nar- 
rative, and  discovered  that  she  had  gone  through 
such  troubles  and  dangers  out  of  her  anxious  de- 
sire to  minister  to  the  wants  of  her  sick  father, 
his  very  estimable  good  friend,  he  seemed  to  re- 
gard her  with  unusual  interest,  interrupting  her 
with  many  soldier-like  commendations,  and  bid- 
ding her  be  of  good  heart,  for  he  was  her  assured 
friend  till  death,  and  she  should  travel  in  his  com- 
pany without  delay  of  any  sort. 

Then,  turning  to  the  crowd,  in  a  brief  and 
energetic  speech,  he  showed  them  the  mistake  they 
had  been  under,  and  begged  them,  as  a  proper 
token  of  respect  for  the  fair  damsel  for  whom  they 
had  so  manfully  exerted  themselves,  to  disperse 
each  to  their  homes  as  speedily  as  was  possible. 
This  proper  advice  was  instantly  acted  upon,  and 
in  a  brief  space  all  were  making  what  haste  they 
could  to  their  several  colleges ;  perchance,  some 
using  the  more  expedition  from  a  wholesome  fear 
of  punishment.  Sir  George  did  not  find  much 
more  difficulty  in  satisfying  the  authorities  and  the 
citizens,  and  he  allowed  but  little  time  to  pass  over 
before  he  sought  out  the  trusty  carriers,  to  reward 
them  for  their  exceeding  commendable  conduct. 
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In  due  time  he  set  off,  with  the  fair  Susanna, 
on  a  goodly  palfrey,  in  his  company,  for  London, 
and  they  arrived  the  next  day,  without  further 
adventure,  at  Master  Shakspeare's  lodgings  in  the 
Liberty  of  the  Clink. 
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CHAPTER  VH. 


Thou  dost  thyself  wise  and  industrious  deem; 
A  mighty  husband  thou  wouldst  seem ; 
Fond  roan  !  like  a  bought  slave,  thou  all  the  while 
Dost  but  for  others  sweat  and  toil. 

Abraham  Cowls  * 

A  honey  shower  rains  from  her  lips, 

Sweet  lights  shine  in  her  face; 
She  hath  the  blush  of  virgin  mind, 

The  mind  of  viper's  race. 

These  things  we  write  merrily,  but  we  wonld  that  the  roa**^ 

should  observe  God's  just  judgments,  and  how  that  he  can  dep 

hend  the  worldly-wise  in  their  own  wisdom,  make  their  table 

be  a  snare  to  trap  their  own  feet,  and  their  own -purposed  at 

to  be  their  own  destruction. 

John  Knox. 

From  what  hath  already  been  stated,  min*^ 
especial  friend,  the  reader,  hath  good  warrant  fb»*~ 
suspecting  that  our  young  student  of  medicine 
was  not  in  such  good  hands  in  the  dwelling  of 
that  famous  physician,  Master  Doctor  Posset,  as 
his  excellent  mother  trusted  he  was,  and  that  the 
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abundance  of  admirable  counsel  she  had  so  im- 
pressively given  him,  touching  his  behaviour  to 
women,  had  not  been  altogether  superfluous.  But 
whatever  little  insight  there  may  have  been  ob- 
tained by  the  progress  of  this  story,  as  to  the 
characters  of  the  several  inmates  of  the  doctor's 
house,  it  is  essential  for  its  full  understanding  that 
something  more  should  be  known.  With  the 
object  of  furnishing  such  information,  the  reader 
is  urgently  requested  to  allow  himself  to  be  trans- 
ported to  a  certain  closet,  in  which  the  doctor, 
after  the  labours  of  the  day  were  over,  was  wont 
to  solace  himself  in  private  with  a  few  glasses  of 
sherris-sack,  and  the  enjoyment  of  the  new  fashion 
of  smoking  a  pipe  of  tobacco. 

This  closet  was  lighted  by  one  small  window, 
and  was  wainscoted  all  round  from  ceiling  to  floor, 
with  projecting  cupboards  at  the  corners,  in  which, 
under  lock  and  key,  were  kept  the  napery,  and 
other  household  stuff,  of  which  he  was  possessed. 
There  was  an  oak  table  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
on  which  were  placed  the  customary  tankard, 
and  two  glasses,  with  a  small,  brass-bound  box, 
wherein  was  kept  the  Indian  weed  with  which  he 
furnished  his  pipe.  Doctor  Posset  sat,  leaning 
against  a  high-backed  chair,  his  legs  resting  upon 
a  tall  stool ;  he  was  dressed  with  a  formal  sort  of 
Qeatness  —  a  compromise  between  the  plainness 
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generally  affected  by  the  old  and  the  bravery  c 
the  young  physician  of  his  day.  His  hair  an 
beard,  though  scant  and  grey,  were  kept  in  exce 
lent  order  by  the  barber ;  and  though  his  yeai 
were  far  past  the  best,  there  was  a  piercing  quiet 
ness  in  his  eye  that  made  him  seem  more  youthft 
than  he  was.  As  he  had  lost  all  his  teeth,  his  mout 
was  drawn  in  with  monstrous  little  improvemei 
to  his  wrinkled  and  leaden  visage ;  and  when  h 
took  on  himself  the  humour  of  laughing,  he  looke 
like  one  of  those  grinning  satyrs  sometimes  1 
be  found  carved  on  the  stalls  of  our  anciei 
cathedrals. 

It  would  be  no  difficult  matter  for  any  skilfi 
peruser  of  faces  to  have  guessed,  after  a  carefi 
observation  of  that  of  this  famous  physician,  i 
his  private  hours,  the  sort  of  character  he  wai 
There  was  a  mixture  of  craftiness  and  self-cor 
ceit  in  the  continual  expression  of  his  visage  the 
occasionally  made  way  for  a  sort  qf  sneering  dc 
vilishness  that  became  it  no  better.  Of  this  craJ 
tiness  he  prided  himself  extravagantly,  althoug 
it  was  merely  just  sufficient  to  keep  his  neck  01 
of  a  halter,  and  his  person  from  the  rough  handling 
as  it  had  been  whispered,  he  had  too  frequentl 
deserved.  Obsequiousness,  impudency,  and  som 
chances  of  fortune,  had  greatly  befriended  him 
To  those  more  ignorant  than  himself,  he  ever  as 
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sumed  a  marvellous  extent  of  knowledge,  whilst, 
to  any  likely  to  be  better  informed,  he  cautiously 
held  his  peace,  and  looked  as  profoundly  sage  as 
he  could. 

On  the  side  opposite  to  that  on  which  he  sat 
stood  an  empty  chair,  and  the  doctor  seemed  by 
his  frequent  glance  at  the  door  to  expect  some 
person  to  fill  it.  Nor  had  he  long  to  wait.  Pre- 
sently the  door  opened,  and  there  entered  the  se- 
ductive Millicent,  apparently  in  the  best  of  hu- 
mours, or  assuming  such  for  some  secret  purpose. 
She  soon  sat  herself  down,  and,  as  was  her  wont, 
proceeded  tp  fulfil  her  first  duty — the  making  of 
the  sack  ;  the  which  she  did  with  a  constant  affec- 
tation of  light-hearted  gossiping.  Had  her  too- 
devoted  lover,  John  Hall,  been  present,  he  would 
have  marvelled  hugely  to  have  heard  his  melan- 
choly mistress  making  a  most  bitter  mockery  of 
the  grief  of  Tabitha  Thatchpole,  her  especial  friend 
—  as  she  had  led  him  to  believe — because  her  boy 
Launce  had  given  his  indentures  a  fair  pair  of 
heels,  and  run  away  with  Martin  Poins,  as  it  was 
supposed,  to  try  their  fortunes  on  board  an  armed 
ship  that  had  sailed  down  the  river,  bound  for  the 
Spanish  main  ;  and  he  had  marvelled  still  more  to, 
note  the  exceeding  heartiness  of  her  good  will  to- 
wards her  father,  of  whom  she  never  spoke  to  him 
in  confidence  without  conveying  to  his  mind  the 
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idea  that  he  was  a  monster  to  be  regarded  only 
with  execration. 

Her  merry,  biting  jests,  and  the  excellence  of 
the  sack  she  had  brewed  with  even  more  care  than 
usual,  had  their  expected  effect.  The  old  man  was 
in  the  mood  she  desired.  Sitting  herself  to  the  en- 
joyment of  her  own  glass  of  the  exquisite  beverage 
she  had  been  manufacturing,  she  gradually  and 
skilfully  led  the  conversation  to  her  companion's 
most  favourite  subject,  the  success  he  had  had  as  a 
gallant. 

The  old  fellow  threw  himself  back  in  his  seat, 
his  satyr-like  visage  growing  more  hideous  as  the 
expression  of  vanity  which  lighted  it  with  smiles 
became  more  intense.  He  smoked  on  and  chuckled, 
occasionally  interrupting  his  associate  to  add  more 
important  features  to  the  things  she  reminded  him 
of  with  such  singular  satisfaction.  Then  she  chided 
him  slightly,  and  seemed  to  think  it  was  high  time 
he  should  give  over  such  unbecoming  matters,  take 
to  himself  a  wife,  and  live  in  matrimonial  respecta- 
bility for  the  rest  of  his  days. 

He  fell  into  this  humour  very  readily,  as  he  had 
long  entertained  the  desire  of  having  for  his  wife 
his  daughter's  little  friend,  Mildred ;  but  began  to 
despair  of  its  accomplishment,  as  she,  besides  being 
young  enough  to  be  his  grand-daughter,  did  nought 
but  make  sport  of  him.    The  wily  Millicent  knew 
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this  well,  and  had  determined  to  turn  it  to  her  own 
profit.  It  matters  little  what  was  said  on  both 
sides ;  suffice  it  that  a  bargain  was  entered  into 
betwixt  the  two,  that  the  father  was  to  pay  to  the 
daughter  the  sum  of  two  hundred  crowns  as  a 
marriage-portion  with  her  betrothed,  on  the  day 
Mildred  became  his  wife. 

She  stayed  not  long  after  this,  excusing  herself 
that  she  had  much  to  do  to  bring  matters  to  the 
conclusion  desired,  and  thereupon  left  him  to  enjoy 
his  customary  afternoon's  sleep  which  followed 
upon  his  stuffing  his  skin  so  full  it  could  hold  no 
more. 

Truly  she  had  much  to  do.  To  effect  the  infa- 
mous sale  she  had  set  on  foot,  there  was  no  small 
difficulty.  There  was  first  to  be  got  over  a  strong 
feeling  of  dislike  in  her  friend  to  the  old  man,  con- 
sidering him  only  as  an  acquaintance,  which  doubt- 
less would  amount  to  abhorrence,  if  he  were  to  be 
proposed  to  her  as  a  husband.  The  disparity  of 
age  was  not  greater  than  the  disparity  of  disposi- 
tion. Even  could  that  natural  feeling  be  removed 
which  disinclines  the  youthful  tasting  the  first  rich 
draught  of  life  to  partake  of  the  cup  of  another 
which  hath  nothing  left  of  it  but  the  lees,  the  op* 
position  of  thoughts  and  feelings,  pursuits,  habits, 
and  tastes  is  hardly  possible  to  be  overcome. 
Doubtless  there  are  some  to  be  met  with,  among 
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womankind  in  general,  who  are  possessed  of  that 
singular  indifferency  which  renders  them  insensible 
of  any  preference,  and  there  can  be  no  question 
divers  aged  persons  may  be  found  more  worthy  the 
entire  love  of  a  young  heart  than  others  of  fewer 
years,  but  these  are  extreme  cases. 

In  the  instance  here  given,  nothing  could  be 
more  atrocious;  but  the  utter  selfishness  of  the 
crafty  Millicent  took  no  note  of  any  thing  but  her 
own  base  ends.  She  sold  her  youthful  acquaintance, 
and  cared  for  nothing  in  the  wide  world  save  the 
price  she  was  to  obtain  for  the  infamous  bargain. 

There  was  one  thing  in  the  aspect  of  affairs, 
which  she  could  not  regard  without  uneasiness. 
For  objects  of  her  own,  she  had  done  all  she  could 
to  foster  the  growth  of  friendly  feelings  betwixt  her 
betrothed  and  her  new  lover ;  this  had  led  to  a 
more  than  ordinary  affectionate  intimacy  in  the 
young  men  for  each  other ;  but  now,  as  she  found  it 
more  to  her  interest  to  wed  the  former,  it  was 
requisite  that  she  should  put  herself  to  particular 
pains  to  lessen  this  attachment.  It  might,  in  spite 
of  all  her  care  to  prevent  it,  lead  to  so  profound  a 
confidence,  that  her  double-dealing  and  infamous 
views  regarding  both  would  surely  be  discovered. 

There  was  still  a  great  obstacle,  and  this  was  no 
other  than  the  much-abused  John  Hall.  His  love 
for  the  worthless  creature  by  whom  he  had  been 
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so  played  upon  had,  by  this  time,  become  the 
better  impulse  of  his  life.  The  frequent  recourse 
she  had  to  mystery  he  had  got  so  used  to,  that 
however  strange  the  matter  might  seem,  he  put  it 
down  to  her  humour,  and  gave  himself  no  further 
concern  in  it. 

We  will,  however,  with  the  reader's  consent, 
penetrate  into  another  part  of  the  same  tenement. 
This  was  the  chamber  in  which  were  made  all  the 
surgical  and  pharmaceutical  preparations  wanted 
for  Master  Doctor  Posset's  numerous  patients. 
There  were  in  it  the  usual  objects  that  make  the 
vulgar  marvel  when  entering  such  places,  to  wit — 
the  stuffed  crocodile  hanging  from  the  ceiling,  a 
multitude  of  bottles  and  jars  and  gallipots  of  sundry 
sorts,  with  strange  characters  marked  upon  them, 
a  shelf  of  monstrosities  preserved  in  spirits,  sundry 
bundles  of  simples  hung  up  to  dry,  a  nest  of 
drawers  with  Latin  names  on  each,  a  strong  table 
with  vials,  measures,  weights,  scales,  knives, 
scissors,  pestles  and  mortars,  and  the  like  neces- 
sary things,  for  the  use  of  a  chirurgeon ;  and  a  large 
iron  mortar,  fixed  on  a  huge  block  of  wood,  with  a 
famous  ponderous  pestle  of  the  same  metal,  stood  in 
the  centre  of  the  same  chamber. 

At  the  further  end,  opposite  to  a  window,  was  a 
stout  chair  for  patients  to  Bit  in  when  undergoing 
any  operations.     Close  to  it  was  another  table, 
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containing  basons  and  other  vessels  for  making 
infusions,  decoctions,  and  syrups;  with  tape, 
plaster,  bandages,  and  ointment-pots,  for  the  dress* 
ing  of  wounds.  On  one  side  was  a  chimney,  where, 
on  the  fire,  in  an  open  earthen  pipkin,  some  pre- 
paration was  simmering,  intended  as  a  restorative 
for  a  sick  courtier,  which  was  carefully  watched  by 
John  Hall,  who,  ever  and  anon,  stirred  it  carefully 
with  a  ladle.  Leonard  was  engaged  at  the  large 
table,  with  an  open  book  before  him,  weighing  and 
mixing  together  certain  powders,  and  then  dividing 
them  into  small  papers,  for  the  barren  wife  of  a 
gouty  alderman.  They  were  intent  upon  a  dis- 
cussion connected  with  the  art  they  were  studying, 
when  they  were  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  a 
gentleman  borne  like  unto  a  dead  person  in  the 
arms  of  Ned  Allen  and  Will  Kempe,  whilst  a  crowd 
of  players,  among  whom  was  Ben  Jonson,  followed 
at  their  heels,  with  concern  and  alarm  depicted  in 
all  their  countenances.  Even  the  humorous  visage 
of  Will  Kempe  had  a  cast  of  melancholy  that  might 
even  have  become  one  at  a  funeral. 

The  party  were  shown  into  an  adjoining  chamber, 
used  only  by  the  Doctor  for  private  consultations 
with  his  patients,  and  the  person  they  had  brought 
placed  convenient  on  a  table.  He  gave  no  sign  of 
life,  which  the  players  did  not  fail  to  notice  with  an 
increased  length  of  visage.   The  physician  was  has- 
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tily  sent  for,  and  all  things  were  got  ready  handy  for 
his  using — plasters,  bandages,  and  the  like,  with 
certain  surgical-looking  knives  and  probing  instru- 
ments, in  case  an  operation  should  be  required. 
The  poor  players  scarcely  breathed,  they  seemed  so 
frightened  at  this  array,  assured  that  the  danger 
must  be  imminent  that  called  for  such  ominous- 
looking  things,  and  whispered  to  one  another  brief 
sentences  significatory  of  the  badness  of  the  case. 

At  last  Master  Doctor  came,  not  in  the  best 
humour,  that  his  sleep  should  be  disturbed.  Either 
by  accident  or  design,  a  towel  had  been  thrown 
over  the  face  of  his  patient,  so  that  he  was  not 
recognised  by  the  Doctor.  The  latter  asking  what 
had  happened,  he  was  told  that  the  poor  gen- 
tleman who  was  there  in  so  pitiable  a  case,  had 
given  some  offence  to  Ben  Jonson,  which  he  could 
not  stomach ;  so,  making  him  draw,  he  attacked 
him  furiously,  and,  it  was  believed,  had  killed  him 
outright,  for  he  presently  dropped  like  a  stone  at 
his  feet,  and  had  since  given  no  sign  of  life,  save 
one  or  two  most  piteous  groans,  that  seemed  to 
denote  the  utter  rending  of  his  soul  from  his 
body. 

"  Tis  a  sad  case,"  said  one. 

"  Indeed,  'tis  most  lamentable,"  added  another. 

"  Sblood !"  exclaimed  Ben  Jonson,  greatly 
vexed,   "am    I  also  to  have  this  poor  gentle* 

Hf 


154  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

man's  death  at  my  door  ?    I  had  rather  a  hundrecK^^^ 
pound  I  had  never  set  eyes  on  him/' 

"  Thou  art  ever  of  too  hasty  a  spirit,  Ben,"  ob— ^^  " 
served  Master  Allen,  •'  and  I  doubt  not  it  willl-*  ^ 
some  day  or  other  put  thine  own  life  in  jeopardjr^t*^ 
from  the  hands  of  the  law."  , 

"  I  fear  it  will  go  hard  with  Ben,  at  Assize/' 
said  another  of  the  players  gravely.  "  The  dead 
man's  friends  may  pursue  him  with  such  rigour, 
he  may  chance  to  find  himself  in  nigh  upon  a»  bad 
a  case  himself." 

"  I  fear  hugely  he  is  dead/'  said  the  first. 

"  Assuredly  there  is  no  room  to  doubt  it,"  re* 
plied  a  second. 

All  this  time  the  doctor,  assisted  by  his  prentices, 
examined  the  body  of  the  wounded  man  very 
carefully;  but  he  lay  stiff  and  motionless,  as 
though  all  such  care  was  superfluous. 

"  Alack,  poor  gentleman  !"  exclaimed  Master 
Allen. 

"  Alack,  indeed  !"  added  Will  Kempe. 

Now  the  doctor,  looking  somewhat  puzzled,  felt 
the  pulse  of  the  dead  man  —  many  there  present 
thinking  such  as  unnecessary  a  thing  as  could  be ; 
and  in  a  moment  pulled  the  towel  off  his  face. 

"  Captain  Swashbuckler,  o'  my  life  P  he  cried 
in  a  monstrous  surprise,  as  he  caught  sight  of  his 
well  known  visage  ;    then,  turning  to  the  com- 
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pany,  added)  "  Had  I  not  seen  it  with  mine  own 
eyes,  I  would  not  have  believed  there  were  in  the 
world  such  easy  gulls  as  those  I  now  see  before 
me.  Be  assured,  my  masters,  that  the  valiant 
Captain  hath  received  no  wound  of  any  sort,  and 
is  at  this  present  in  as  perfect  health  as  ever  he 
was  in  his  life* 

"  Why  the  cozening  rascal  I" 

"  Out  on  the  pitiful  knave  !" 

"  Get  thee  gone,  thou  intolerable  base  trickster ! " 
exclaimed  the  players. 

"  A  goodly  football,  my  masters!"  cried  Will 
Kempe ;  "  and  i'  faith,  we'll  play  a  fine  game." 
Thereupon  the  poor  captain,  as  he  found  his  trick 
discovered,  and  was  for  getting  out  of  the  place  as 
fast  as  he  could,  as  soon  as  he  was  on  his  legs, 
was  sent  forward  with  a  hearty  kick  by  the  last 
speedier,  at  which  he  turned  round  to  mark  who 
did  it ;  but  had  scarce  done  so,  when  he  received 
a  like  favour  from  Ben  Jonson,  given  with  so  fine 
a  zeal  he  was  thrust  to  the  end  of  the  chamber. 
Nevertheless,  his  stay  there  was  exceeding  brief; 
one  of  the  players  who  had  recently  been  most  con- 
cerned at  his  supposed  death  propelled  him  from  it 
forthwith,  after  a  fashion  that  was  so  quickly  and 
closely  imitated,  that  he  was  soon  thrust  into  the 
street,  amid  the  jeers  and  laughter  of  those  who 
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had  waited  outside  to  learn  whether  the  wounded 
man  was  past  cure. 

Whilst  the  players  were  vigorously  following 
their  game,  John  Hall  was  surprised  by  the 
appearance  of  Simon  Stockfish,  with  whom,  after 
one  or  two  of  their  marvellous  brief  speeches  on 
either  side,  he  presently  left  the  house- 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

His  mirth  was  the  pure  spirit  of  various  wit, 

Tet  never  did  his  God  or  friends  forget; 

And  when  deep  talk  and  wisdom  came  in  view, 

Retired  and  gave  to  them  their  due. 
For  the  rich  help  of  books  he  always  took, 

Though  his  own  searching  mind  before 

Was  so  with  notions  written  o'er, 
As  if  wise  nature  had  made  that  her  book. 

Cowliy. 

Haply  I  think  on  thee — and  then  my  state 
(Like  to  the  lark  at  break  of  day  arising 
From  sullen  earth)  sings  hymns  at  Heaven's  gate ; 
For  thy  sweet  love  remembered,  such  wealth  brings, 
That  then  I  scorn  to  change  my  state  with  kings. 

Shakspiarb. 

texander  subdued  the  world,  Caesar  his  enemies,  Hercules 
°**«ter§,  but  he  that  overcomes  himself  is  the  true  valiant 
^^t^in. 

HOWBLL. 

^J?he  tender-hearted  Susanna  had  now  the  full 

etlJoyment  of  her  own  sweet  will.     She  was  in 

e°1:^^tant  and  most  loving  attendance  upon  the 

^^tfcer,  whom  she  regarded  with  so  dutiful  an  affec- 

^^,  to  show  which  she  had  put  herself  to  a  diffi- 
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cult  and  perilous  journey,  on  foot  and  unattende 
save  by  the  courage  of  her  own  pure  heart ;  bi 
though  she  had  escaped  the  knife  of  the  assassii 
and  was  secure  from  the  insults  and  rude  que! 
tioning  of  unmannerly  strangers,  she  had  1 
meet  with  treatment  of  a  far  more  intolerabl 
sort 

The  mind  of  her  sick  father  was  a  prey  to  tfa 
fantasies  of  a  wild  delirium,  the  constant  theme  < 
which  was  the  ingratitude  of  his  daughters.  O 
this  he  would  ever  and  anon  dilate  very  movingly- 
in  especial  dwelling  on  the  undutiful  behaviour  c 
his  favourite  Susanna,  after  so  touching  a  fashion 
that  the  poor  damsel,  who  was  close  at  hand,  fearec 
her  heart  would  break,  it  did  touch  her  so  deeply 
Nevertheless,  she  would  on  no  account  allow  hei 
feelings  to  betray  her ;  so,  keeping  up  a  high  heart 
albeit  it  was  often  a  most  aching  one,  she  busie 
herself  in  ministering  night  and  day  to  the  wan' 
of  him  who  spoke  of  her  so  hardly. 

Sleep  took  she  none,  at  least  none  of  any  a 
count,  for  at  all  hours  she  was  to  be  found  playir 
the  faithful  nurse  with  such  admirable  matchle 
skill,  it  was  the  marvel  of  all  who  beheld  it.  Tl 
pillow  was  smoothed  for  the  aching  head,  tl 
dampness  wiped  from  the  burning  brow ;  tl 
parched  mouth  was  kept  moist  with  refreshk 
drinks,  and  the  burning  skin  bathed  with  coolie 
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lotions;  the  various  medicines  were  administered 
to  the  patient  by  none  but  her  hand;  the  little 
matters  of  diet  she  herself  prepared  and  placed 
before  him ;  every  comfort  that  could  be  procured 
for  one  in  his  hapless  condition  she  obtained  for 
him ;  and  it  was  her  musical  voice  that  sought  to 
make  him,  as  readily  as  might  be,  follow  the  direc- 
tions of  his  physician,  and  the  dictates  of  her 
tender  love.  The  words  she  spoke  soothed  the 
sick  man,  but  the  voice  he  did  not  recognize ;  he 
appeared  to  understand  the  great  comfort  of  her 
careful  nursing,  but  the  once  loved  form  passed 
before  him  as  that  of  a  stranger. 

This  was  a  sore  trial  to  her,  but  she  held  up 
bravely ;  and  none,  who  saw  the  untiring  patience 
and  sweetness  of  disposition  with  which  she  ful- 
filled her  office,  could  have  guessed  how  piercingly 
her  poor  heart  ached  the  while. 

Her  loving  attentions  were  well  seconded  by 
John  Hall,  whose  assistance  had  been  hastily 
sought,  with  the  fullest  confidence  in  its  supe- 
riority over  that  of  all  other  doctors  whatsoever, 
by  his  father's  faithful  follower,  Simon  Stockfish. 
Together  had  they  watched  at  the  bedside  of  their 
suffering  patient,  seeking  to  take  immediate  advan- 
tage of  every  favourable  symptom — together  had 
they  administered  to  his  wants  and  provided  for 
his  comforts.      Surely  had  no  man  in  the  like 
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strait  such  great  heed  taken  of  him,  as  had  Master"*^ 
Shakspeare  in  this  sharp  sickness  of  his.  The^9-*^ 
young  physician  employed  all  the  resources  of  his^^-^w 
art  to  conquer  it,  partly  to  serve  his  humble  friend,  «.*-1' 
and  in  a  great  measure  from  the  deep  interest  he 
felt  in  him  whom  he  was  attending.  He  soon  learned 
in  what  nearness  of  relation  his  matchless  nurse 
stood  to  him,  and  the  frantic  declarations  of  the 
poor  gentleman  did  inform  him  sufficiently  of  how 
matters  stood  betwixt  them.  This,  as  may  be 
supposed,  did  not  in  any  way  lessen  his  respect,  or 
check  his  sympathy.  Indeed  its  effect  was  ex- 
actly the  reverse.  Simon  Stockfish  also  afforded 
such  service  to  his  sick  master  as  it  was  in  his 
power  to  perform,  and  did  it  with  an  earnest  affec* 
tion  and  reverence  which  could  only  be  exceeded 
by  the  more  ardent  love  of  his  devoted  daughter. 
These  three  in  their  constant  attendance  followed 
their  natural  inclinations,  for  they  spoke  marvellous 
little,  but  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  have 
found  the  like  number  of  persons  who,  under  any 
circumstances,  felt  one  half  as  mi\ch  as  they  did. 

The  chamber  in  which  Master  Shakspeare  lay 
was  of  a  fair  size  and  height  —  as  indeed  were  all 
the  principal  ones  throughout  the  house— one  of  the 
best  in  all  Southwark,  it  having  been,  at  no  distant 
date,  the  mansion  of  a  person  of  worship,  from 
whom  Master  Shakspeare  had  bought  it,  with  a 
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great  part  of  its  chattels  and  household  gear.  All 
round  was  a  goodly  suit  of  tapestry  hangings,  re- 
presenting certain  notable  scenes  and  adventures 
in  the  life  of  William  the  Conqueror,  with  labels 
issuing  from  the  mouths  of  divers  of  the  chief  cha- 
racters. A  large  window,  or  casement,  which  was 
thrown  open,  gave  a  refreshing  view  of  the  green 
trees  of  the  adjoining  gardens,  whence  the  small 
■rink  were  heard  twittering  lustily  their  cheerful 
zhorus.  Through  an  open  door,  a  view  was  got  of 
of  the  next  chamber,  up  to  the  window  which 
Dverlooked  the  street,  with  glimpses  of  its  quaintly- 


sarved  cupboard ;  some  one  or  two  tall  chairs,  hav- 
about  them  a  cittern,  a  rapier,  and  a  hat  and 
ither ;  a  table  with  a  rich  coverlet,  and  its  goodly 
irthen  of  books,  manuscripts,  writing  utensils, 

other  furniture  of  a  like  sort. 
On  each  side  of  the  bed's  head  was  a  stout  arm- 
r,  wherein  the  watchers  of  the  sick  man  were 
it  to  keep  guard.  There  was  a  small  table  at  a 
ivenient  distance  from  the  casement,  covered  with 
fair  cloth  of  damask,  whereon  was  a  mirror  in  an 
ly  frame,  with  an  antique  vase  of  fresh  flowers 
it,  which  were  prettily  imaged  in  the  glass, 
iving  on  one  side  a  crystal  bottle  daintily  figured 
Br,  and  a  large  goblet  of  a  like  material  and  fashion 
i  the  other,  containing  a  delectable  beverage  for 
e  patient's  own  drinking ;  whilst  in  a  china  plate 
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that  stood  betwixt  them,  in  front  of  the  vase,  wer^ 
grapes  and  oranges,  whereof  of  the  latter  one  wa0 
sliced  ready  for  his  eating.  In  a  corner  adjoining^ 
were  the  proper  utensils  for  washing,  and  nigh  thecs 
fireplace  was  a  table  of  polished  oak,  on  which  wer« 
sundry  bottles  and  vessels,  and  all  conveniences  for— 
the  concocting  of  such  articles  of  diet  and  drink  ass 
were  deemed  necessary  for  him  ;  and  it  was  here^ 
that  the  neat-handed  Susanna  was  wont  to  preparer 
them. 

Elsewhere  were  other  chairs,  and  also  other  ne — 
cessary  furniture,  the  chief  of  which  was  a  massive  ^ 
oaken  press,  for  the  containing  of  linen  and  ward-    - 
robe.     The  bedstead  was  handsomely  provided  with 
all  proper  matters  of  bedding,  most  conspicuous  of 
which  was  a  rich  counterpane,  such  as  adorned  the 
beds  of  the  wealthier  sort  in  those  days.    With  his 
head  supported  by  pillows,  the  occupant  of  this 
chamber  was  there  and  then  lying,  his  noble  visage 
bearing  evident  marks  of  the  ravages  of  sickness ; 
but,  his  beard  and  hair  being  new-trimmed,  and 
his  face  constantly  and  carefully  refreshed  with  the 
necessary  ablutions,  he  showed  no  signs  of  that 
neglect  in  such  things  which  others  less  lovingly 
attended  never  fail  to  exhibit. 

John  Hall  and  Simon  Stockfish  stood  on  each 
side  of  him,  regarding  their  charge  with  a  vigilant 
eye,  yet  even  with  more  seriousness  than  ordinary, 
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fowr  he  was  in  one  of  his  raving  moods,  and  it  be- 
hooved them  to  interpose  when  there  was  a  likeli- 
hood  of  his  doing  himself  a  mischief.    And  where 
w*=*«  the  ever- watchful  and  loving  Susanna  ?     In 
hoxaest  truth,  she  had  but  turned  her  head  away  to 
QOKfcceal  a  tear  that  came  unbidden  to  her  eyes, 
*fa~*xjugh  hearing  the  sharp  reproaches  which  her 
*****<J,  distracted  father  did  heap  on  her,  whereof 
ev^sy  word  seemed  armed  with  a  barb  that  pierced 
a,T^^8.  tore  her  sensitive  heart  to  an  agony  insupport- 
^*>le.    She  considered  she  Ijad  merited  it  all,  hard 
^*    it  was  to  bear,  for  she  loved  her  father  with  such 
er*tiT,enesB,  she  could  not  believe  him  capable,  even 
111    lais  distraction,  of  any  unkind  behaviour  to  her. 
-*^**«refbre  was  she  now  raising  a  look  to  Heaven 
w*tli  so  strong  an  appeal  in  it,  it  could  have  been 
^^thstood  by  nothing  of  mortal  nature,  her  beauti- 
^1  figure  supported  by  one  hand  leaning  heavily 
a6^inst  the  table,  striving  to  recover  such  compo- 
SUl5e  of  mind  as  would  allow  her  again  to  attend 
l*ifgently  to  the  duties  of  her  office, 
liut  her  brave  spirit  was  soon  to  have  its  fitting 
r°compense.    Her  loving  nursing  had  in  time  its 
P^per  effect.     The  sick  man  mended  apace ;  and 
"^  sure  there  were  no  pains  spared  to  hasten  his 
^^overy.     But  greatly  as  she  rejoiced  —  and  no 
Uti^gmation  can  do  justice  to  the  exceeding  exqui- 
^teness  of  her  feelings,  as  she  beheld  this  much- 
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desired  improvement — there  was  one  consequent 
attending  on  it  which  she  allowed  with  infini^ 
reluctance — this  was  banishment  from  the  sic 
chamber. 

From  the  many  intolerable  speeches  she 
heard,  she  was  painfully  impressed  with  the  opinion 
that,  when  her  dear  father  should  come  to  kno«* 
her,  it  might  perchance  make  him  worse,  and  faff 
would  be  sure  to  bid  her  begone  for  a  disobedient 
daughter,  that  deserved  not  the  pleasure  of  attendfl 
ing  upon  him.  Therefore  she  kept  herself  itf 
the  next  chamber  as  privily  as  possible,  albeit  shv 
took  good  heed  to  have  constant  intelligence  on- 
aught  relating  to  the  object  of  her  so  much  lovS 
that  could  be  told  her,  and  was  as  busily  engaged 
in  providing  for  his  wants  and  comforts  as  thought 
she  had  remained  with  him. 

Whilst  Master  Shakspeare  remained  in  this  de- 
plorable state,  and  even  from  the  first  notice  of  it 
that  was  bruited  abroad,  there  came  to  his  lodging 
every  day  vast  numbers  of  persons,  some  his  very 
good  friends  and  gossips,  and  others  known  unto 
him  only  by  the  fame  of  his  singular  great  worthi- 
ness, and  these  were  of  various  classes  and  condi- 
tions, from  the  humblest  drawer  at  "  The  Mitre," 
or  call-boy  at  "  The  Globe,"  with  whom  his  plea- 
sant speech  and  liberal  hand  made  him  ever  a 
monstrous  favourite,  to  the  highest  noble  in  the 
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kingdom,  who  had  enjoyed  many  a  well-spent 
hour  in  taking  into  his  mind  the  prodigal  store  of 
delightful  thoughts  and  images  he  had  furnished 
in  the  exercise  of  his  matchless  talents.  His  bro- 
ther players,  all  the  principal  writers,  the  most 
notable  of  the  citizens,  and  the  most  worthy  of  the 
courtiers,  either  came  themselves  or  sent  continually 
to  inquire  what  hopes  were  had  of  him ;  and  Simon 
Stockfish  was,  out  of  sheer  necessity,  forced  to 
abandon  his  humour  of  taciturnity  somewhat,  he  had 
such  a  horrible  press  of  questions  forced  upon  him. 
Of  those  who  were  most  anxious  in  their  in- 
quiries and  most  frequent  in  their  visits  were  Mas- 
ter Edward  Allen  and  Sir  George  Carew,  Nothing 
could  exceed  th6  former's  concern  at  the  pitiful 
plight  to  which  his  assured  friend  had  been  reduced ; 
and  he  straightway  sent  his  excellent  partner  to 
afford  Susanna  such  advice  and  help  as  the  exi- 
gency of  the  case  needed ;  and  well  and  kindly  did 
she  fulfil  his  wishes.  Sir  George  was  no  less  deeply 
interested  in  him,  and  was  continually  bringing  or 
sending  such  things  for  his  use  as  he  thought  might 
advance  him  in  his  recovery.  To  the  marvellous 
sweet  satisfaction  of  all,  as  hath  been  said,  his  worst 
symptoms  left  him.  He  grew  conscious  of  all  that 
was  being  done,  and  was  evidently  gaining  strength 
rapidly.  One  thing  was  in  especial  noticeable  at 
this  time — that  he  carefully  avoided  all  manner  of 
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allusion  to  his  family.  What  was  so  recently  the 
one  sole  theme  of  his  thoughts  and  of  his  tongue, 
was^ow,  as  it  were*  driven  from  both  —  perchance 
from  dread  its  entertainment  might  induce  the  evil 
consequences  he  was  still  smarting  under* 

This  state  of  things  Sir  George  Carew  liked  not 
at  all,  as  it  made  a  difficulty  in  what  he  was 
watting  to  venture  on,  on  the  first  favourable  oppor- 
tunity, which  he  knew  not  how  to  get  over.  Never* 
theless,  the  matter  he  had  undertaken  could  not  be 
delayed  ;  therefore,  when  the  sick  man  grew  suffici- 
ently hale  to  converse  on  ordinary  topics,  he  began, 
though  not  without  some  misgiving,  to  come  to  the 
pointwith  him.  Master  Shakspeare  was  then  dressed 
for  the  first  time  since  his  sickness,  and  sitting  in 
his  chair,  leaning  against  a  cushion,  and  inhaling 
the  invigorating  breeze  that  came  through  the  open 
casement,  for  it  was  a  most  balmy  day,  that  was 
like  to  fill  his  mind  with  all  manner  of  healthy  im- 
pressions. His  noble  features  still  bore  on  them 
the  marks  of  sickness,  but  the  old  expression  of  in- 
finite good  humour  seemed  forcing  itself  through 
the  painful  gravity  so  deeply  impressed  upon  them. 
He  was  informing  his  friend  of  all  that  he  remem- 
bered of  his  recent  sufferings,  and  entered  at 
length,  and  not  without  some  show  of  animation, 
into  certain  fantasies,  under  the  influence  of  which 
he  had  spoken  and  acted. 
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"  But  what  1  can  by  no  moans  satisfy  myself 
of,"  said  he,  "is  a  marvellous  powerful  impression 
my  disordered  senses  have  retained,  touching  a 
fair  vision,  by  which  I  was  constantly  visited  during 
the  fiercest  stage  of  my  malady." 

"  A  fair  vision  !  I  warrant  you  now  some  black- 
eyed  wench,"  observed  Sir  George,  merrily. 

"  To  the  best  of  my  memory,  her  eyes  were  of  no 
such  colour,"  replied  Master  Shakspeare ;  "  but 
rather  of  the  deep  pure  blue,  such  as  the  heavens 
seem  made  of  in  the  sunniest  weather.  Indeed, 
she  seemed  in  her  majestic  motions,  her  youthful 
grace,  and  most  seraphic  voice,  a  creature  of  the 
skies,  rather  than  of  the  earth." 

u  Prythee  say  no  more  of  her  by  way  of  descrip- 
tion, Will,  for  my  mouth  waters  villanously,"  said 
his  friend,  in  his  usual  cheerful  humour.     "  But, 
xvhat  was  her  errand?  doubtless,  she  took  your 
lieart  into  her  keeping  without  more  ado,  and  pro- 
claimed  you  to  be  her  sworn  servant." 

"  Her  errand  was  that  of  a  ministering  angel," 
answered  the  other,  fervently.  "  She  soothed  my 
puns,  she  created  my  comforts ;  her  delicate  hand 
smoothed  my  pillow ;  her  loving  eyes  watched  my 
s-est.  All  that  I  knew  of  ease,  or  comfort,  or  satis- 
faction of  any  sort,  seemed  to  come  at  her  com- 
mandment, and  was  provided  by  her  care." 
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"A  golden  girl,  truly!"  exclaimed  Sir 
right  heartily.     il  Had  she  ever  a  sister?" 

"  I  fear  not,"  replied  his  friend  ;  u  I  cann ' 

think  there  can  be  two  of  such  a  sort.  But  I  km 
not  how  it  was — of  a  sudden  I  missed  her.     I 
no  more  her  dainty  hand  upon  my  fevered  brow ; 
heard  no  more  the  gentle  rustling  of  her  dress, 
the  scarce  audible  sound  of  her  light  footsteps, 
she  glided  like  a  creature  of  air  about  my  chamber 
and  her  soft  voice,  every  tone  of  which  was  the  d 
licatest  music,  I  listened  for  in  vain.    In  brief,  thi 
deprivation  of  this  looked  so  intolerable,  notwith^— 
standing  I  was   conscious    of  greatly   amend 
health,  that  more  than  once  I  felt  disposed  to  have^^^ 
endured  the  full  fierceness  of  my  malady,  to  have 
enjoyed  again  the  wondrous  solace  I  found  in  this 
exquisite  vision ." 

"  Saw  you  nothing  in  the  features  of  this  match- 
less creature,  familiar  to  you?"  inquired  Sir  George, 
in  a  more  earnest  tone  than  he  had  hitherto  used. 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Master  Shakspeare. 

"  They  in  no  way  reminded  you  of,  in  no  long 
time  since,  the  chief  object  of  your  love  and  wor- 
ship, your  own  fair  daughter  Susanna  ?"  asked  his 
companion ;  whereat  the  other  seemed  greatly 
moved,  and  could  not  for  some  lapse  of  time  answer 
the  question. 
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c<  I  pray  you,  Sir  George,"  he  at  last  said,  evi- 
dently with  some  difficulty  of  utterance,  «•  out 
of  the  especial  regard  you  have  had  for  me  so 
long,  never  more  to  mention  to  me  that  unworthy 
name." 

*•  That  can  I  not  promise,  Master  Shakspeare," 
said  Sir  George,  gravely.  "  In  sooth,  I  must  needs 
have  your  serious  attention  to  much  in  which  that 
name  is  nearly  concerned." 

"  Torture  not  a  bruised  spirit !"  cried  his  com- 
panion, greatly  excited ;  "  I  cannot  heed  you.  I 
am  in  no  way  capable  of  enduring  any  allusion  to 
one  by  whose  horrible  disobediency  and  ingratitude 
I  have  been  so  sorely  tried." 

"  Hear  me  this  once,"  urged  his  friend.  "  For 
be  assured  I  have  that  to  tell  which  is  worth  your 
hearing."  Master  Shakspeare  said  not  a  word,  but, 
with  a  distracted  sort  of  gesture,  seemed  to  say  he 
would  have  none  of  it.  "  You  have  spoken  of  dis- 
obediency and  ingratitude,"  continued  Sir  George. 
"  These  are  bitter  charges  to  make  against  a  child. 
Suppose,  now,  for  a  moment,  they  should  be  without 
any  manner  of  warrant.  Suppose  that  the  very 
child  thus  villanously  accused  should,  at  the  immi- 
nent hazard  of  her  life,  and,  despite  all  difficulties 
in  the  way  of  such  an  undertaking,  as  soon  as  she 
got  knowledge  that  the  father  she  so  dearly  loved— 
she  cared  not  to  suffer  a  thousand  deaths  to  prove 
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it — was  sick  of  a  fever,  and  like  to  die  in  a  ciS^^^^ 
several  days  journey  from  her,  she  set  off  afoc-^*  ^^ 
and,    unattended,    travelled   through    a   stranj^^^y 
country,  every  step  of  which  was  attended  ^mtM^^1 
perils  enough  to  daunt  the  most  courageous  of  h^** 
sex ;  and,  after  enduring  and  triumphing  over 
with   unheard-of  constancy  and  patience,    madi^-^"6 
her  way  to  his  sick  room,  where  night  and  day  tb^i^™6 
fulfilled  the  tender  office  of  nurse,  with  a  sweetnes^*^^688 
of  disposition  and  entireness  of  devotion,  whicH*^*5" 
made  all  marvel  to  see  her.     Suppose  now  that  th^*^-*"* 
blessed  creature,  you  thought  was  the  offspring  cc^*     '  °* 
a  disordered  brain,  was  in  truth  no  vision  at  *ll££^"> 
but  a  real  and  palpable  being,  gifted  with  all  th^^*-*8 
noblest  graces  of  womanhood,  who  did  keep  watclr4^>*c" 
and  ward,  and  tended  over  you  like  a  ministeringg^*-11? 
angel,  as  you  have  said,  and  suppose  this  match — ^»°- 
less  creature  of  such  infinite  perfections  was  no^^*-30 
other  than  the  much-abused  Susanna*- what  sa; 
you  then  ?" 

Master  Shakspeare  had  listened  to  this  strange 
speech  with  increasing  interest,  till  interest  grew  to 
amazement,  and  amazement  became  a  wild,  bewil- 
dering phrenzy  of  excitement,  that  could  keep 
within  no  bounds.  As  soon  as  he  could  find  speech, 
he  exclaimed,  very  urgently,  "  Can  this  be  true?" 

u  Ay,  on  mine  honour  and  life,  is  it,  every  word !" 
replied  the  other. 


THE  SECRET   PASSIOX.  171 

"  Where  is  she  ?  Bring  her  to  me.  1  pray  you 
let  a  fond  father  have  the  satisfaction  of  holding 
her  to  his  heart."  He  had  scarce  said  the  words, 
when  Susanna,  who  had  previously  been  placed  in 
the  adjoining  chamber  in  readiness,  rushed  into  his 
arms. 

Her  joy  was  not  loud,  but  unfathomably  deep. 
She  laid  her  head  upon  his  breast,  and  wept.  He 
disturbed  her  not,  but  ever  and  anon  seemed  to 
draw  her  to  him  with  a  firmer  pressure,  as  if  to 
assure  himself  she  was  still  in  his  embrace.  All 
this  while  they  were  alone,  for  Sir  George  Carew 
had  suddenly  slipped  away  when  he  had  secured 
his  desired  end. 

With  the  happy  Susanna,  all  cares  and  pains 
were  now  in  as  perfect  an  oblivion  as  though  they 
had  never  existed.  She  felt  herself  richly  rewarded 
for  whatever  had  been  thrust  upon  her,  which 
seemed  hard  to  bear,  and  would  readily  have  un- 
dertaken a  much  more  hazardous  enterprise  than 
her  long  terrible  journey,  to  have  secured  but  half 
the  priceless  satisfaction  that  she  now  possessed. 
She  was  assured  her  dear  and  honoured  father  did 
not  regard  her  as  one  unmindful  of  his  love :  nay, 
there  was  a  most  flattering  conviction  she  had  that 
share  in  his  heart  she  had  so  long  coveted.  With 
such  impressions,  she  thought  no  evil  could  touch 
lier  —  no  pain  annoy  her  — neither  vexation,  nor 
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sorrow,  cor  duubt,  nor  fear,  trouble  her  under  anj 
circumstances, 

But  the  so  late  unhappy  father,  how  took  he 
the  gaining  of  this  incomparable  pleasing  know* 
ledge  ?  As  a  bird  escaping  an  unwholesome  cage 
to  the  gladsome  freedom  of  the  invigorating  air. 
He  experienced  feelings  to  which  he  had  long  been 
a  stranger,  and  his  breast  became  lightened  of  a 
most  weary  load.  He  made  his  fond  and  dutiful 
daughter  tell  over  and  over  again  all  her  various 
adventures,  from  the  commencement  of  her  brave 
journey  up  to  the  present  hour ;  and  much  he  mar- 
velled, and  greatly  he  praised,  as  he  listened  to  her 
simple  narrative. 

The  discovery  that  he  had  met  with  a  heart 
truly  devoted  to  him,  that  would,  with  a  prodigality 
of  affection  akin  to  his  own,  pay  him  back  his  love 
with  an  interest  that  smacked  largely  of  usury, 
was  undoubtedly  a  wonderful  blessing  to  him.  Its 
effect  on  his  health  savoured  of  a  miracle.  He 
gained  strength  and  spirits  so  fast,  that  the  happy 
change  was  visible  to  the  dullest  eye ;  and  of  the 
numbers  who  hailed  it  with  genuine  pleasure,  it 
was  evident  in  none  so  strongly  as  in  the  doating 
Susanna,  the  attentive  John  Hall,  and  the  faithful 
Simon  Stockfish.  Of  the  two  latter,  the  young 
physician  was  looked  on  as  one,  for  his  absolute 
painstaking,  deserving  especial  gratitude,  and  this 
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L»e  sure  was  shown  him  in  exceeding  liberal  mea- 
sure  ;  whilst,  to  his  attached  follower,  from  that 
time,  was  regarded  by  him  as  certain  a  fixture  in 
his  household  as  the  most  stable  thing  in  it 

It  chanced,  however,  ere  he  was  scarce  well  reco- 
vered of  his  sickness,  that  he  had  another  sub- 
ject presented  to  his  thoughts,  to  which  they  seemed 
to  cling  with  a  prodigious  powerful  hold,  and  this 
was  caused  by  his  receiving,  in  a  close  and  myste- 
rious manner,  the  following  letter : 

"  By  a  trustyintelligencer,  I  heard  of  your  lament- 
able sickness,  and  have  since  learned,  with  singular 
satisfaction,  of  your  assured  recovery.     This  I  am 
desirous  of  hastening  and   securing  as   much  as 
possible,  and  with  such  a  view  I  bid  you  prepare 
to  take  the  charge  on  yourself  already  mentioned  to 
^ou.  W.  H.  is  a  youth  of  quick  parts,  and  is  kindly 
disposed  to  all  whom  he  believes  mean  well  towards 
Irim;  yet  is  his  disposition  so  unstable,  he  requires 
constant  directing  to  prevent  him  going  greatly 
astray  whenever  he  may  think  he  finds  proper  ex- 
ample for  it.    All  is  ordered  for  your  and  his  suffi- 
cient accommodation.     Methinks  I  need  not  corn- 
:*nend  him  to  you.    I  feel  well  assured  you  are  pre- 
pared to  satisfy  me  in  all  things  relating  to  him,  to 
yourself,  and  to  me.     Make  then  what  despatch 
900  can  in  your  own  affairs,  so  as,  with  only  such 
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slight  delay  as  cannot  be  helped,  you  may  be  atJ~-^ 
to  transport  yourself  to  where  the  pure  bright  ^&      •  ^ 
mosphere  of  Italian  skies  is  like  to  afford  you  tt^*     ™ 
health  and  strength  most  urgently  desired  by  yor^^*0111 
well-wishers ;  among  whom,  not  the  least  sincer,"*^^e^e, 
let  there  be  ranked, 

"  Your  fast  friend,  and  her  own  enemy/' 

Master  Shakspeare  pondered  on  the  contents  <*•     — 
this  long  and  deeply.   It  stirred  a  current  of  feelin^^^*^' 
which,  though  carefully  hid  from  all  observanc^^^*0^ 
was  the  strongest  in  his  nature.     Powerful  as  2:        * l 
was,  it  was  wonderfully  sweet  and  delectable ;  *  •  a 

sort  of  delicate  intoxication,  as  it  were,  that  excitec*-^^"^ 
the  senses  into  a  wild,  ecstatic  delirium,  that  thrur^-*^ 
aside  all  common  matters  of  life  as  unworthy  ofc^^ 
any  account.   That  he  most  passionately,  and  witfcfc^ 


a  wondrous  earnestness   of   devotion,  loved 
fair  writer  of  this  letter,  there  can  be  no  denying  ^    ^ ' 
it  was  scarce  in  the  ordinary  nature  of  things  thatJ^-^* 
he  could  avoid   this,  considering  how  singularly^E-*^ 
choice  a  pattern  she  was  of  all  womanly  excellence ;  &    w ' 
admirable  in  form,  very  admirable  in  mind,  and 
more  admirable  than  all  in  the  exquisite  worthiness 
of  her  heart ;  and  this  matchless  combination  of  rare 
qualities  had  regarded  the  intellectual  graces  of  his       ^ 
exalted  character  under  circumstances  that  appealed        ^T 
most  irresistibly  to  her  sympathies,  and  had  showed 
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Jkt  appreciation  of  him  in  a  manner  too  flattering 
not  to  touch  the  heart  of  one  so  exceeding  sensitive 
of  kindly  offices. 

This  love,  be  it  remembered,  must  not  be  classed 
-with  the  selfish  passion  which  usually  goeth  by  that 
came.    Here,  in  both  parties,  it  was  the  better  im- 
pulses of  deep  feeling,  exalted  by  the  constant  ope- 
ration of  high  intellect.    It  was  an  adoration  or 
soul  worship,  wherein  the  moral  and  intelligent 
being  was  wondrous  powerfully  operated  upon  by 
a  like  intensity  of  the  moral  and  intellectual  quality 
in  another.  I  will  not  say  that  physical  beauty  had 
no  hand  in  it,  for  where  it  exists  it  cannot  help  but 
make  its  due  impression  on  the  nature  prepared  to 
receive  it ;  but  as  the  channel  through  which  its 
impressions  were  conveyed  were  completely  under 
the  influence  of  the  mind  and  heart,  each  acting 
upon  the  other,  it  standeth  to  reason  that  whatever 
was  physical  got  so  idealised  and  moralised  in  its 
course  as  to  be  regarded  only  in  its  best  and  most 
ennobling  aspect 

Master  Shakspeare  loved  this  noble  lady  then 
after  the  same  fashion  that  singular  choice  poet, 
Petrarch,  loved  his  inestimable  sweet  mistress,  the 
Lady  Laura.  He  loved  her,  as  it  is  familiarly  said, 
with  all  bis  heart — and,  an  excellent  addition,  with 
all  his  mind  also.  There  is  no  manner  of  doubt 
this  was  a  marvellous  sum.    But  he  loved  not  her 
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alone ;  he  loved  whatever  belonged  to  her  with  a 
like  prodigal  extravagance,  and  this  his  promised 
intimacy  with  W.  H.  seemed  particularly  to  call 
forth  his  loving  feelings.  Nevertheless,  though  he 
might  indulge  in  private  to  what  extent  he  pleased 
in  this  his  fond  devotion,  he  knew,  before  the  pub- 
lic eye,  he  must  be  intent  on  nothing  so  much  as 
showing  his  indifferency,  and  therefore  he  sought 
to  school  his  affections  with  a  severity  such  as  the 
absoluteness  of  the  occasion  called  for. 

On  the  perusal  of  the  foregoing  communication, 
his  thoughts  took  an  excursive  flight — rising  high 
in  that  elevated  region  where  whatever  is  pure  and 
noble  is  readily  found,  and  floating  long  among  the 
crowd  of  great  and  worthy  images  that  properly 
belong  to  it.  His  present  mood  was  one  admirably 
adapted  for  the  ready  creation  of  those  thoughts 
and  feelings  which  are  called  and  considered  poetry; 
which,  with  one  whose  whole  being  was  constituted 
of  this  choice  quality,  cannot  seem  singular :  there- 
upon he  suddenly  took  pen  in  hand,  and  presently 
wrote  down  the  following  succession  of  verses. 

THE  LOVER  TURNED  MERCHANT. 

I. 

The  thriving  merchant,  moved  by  former  gains, 
Doth  readily  his  venturous  trade  increase, 

Taking  such  wondrous  pleasure  in  his  pains, 
As  though  his  good  fortune  was  ne'er  to  cease> 
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Day  after  day  doth  find  him  grow  more  bold — 

He  sends  out  merchandise  of  ev'ry  sort, 
And  sees  his  ships,  heavy  with  silk  and  gold, 

Amber  and  gems,  float  proudly  into  port. 
He  adds,  he  doubles,  trebles  ev'ry  chance, 

And  doubled,  trebled  every  chance  returns; 
At  last,  his  huge  wealth  hugely  to  enhance, 

He  ventures  all  his  store:  this  Fortune  spurns. 
Scattering  it  to  the  winds  in  divers  ways, 
And  leaving  him  a  bankrupt  all  his  days, 

II. 

I  fear  me  much  my  goods  I  do  embark 

In  traffic  no  less  hazardous  and  blind, 
Albeit  though  pounds  at  least  for  ev'ry  mark 

I  in  my  ventures  rarely  fail  to  find. 
And  by  such  profit  have  I  been  led  on 

To  make  my  chances  greater  than  before, 
Whilst  fears  that  held  me  back  at  first  are  gone, 

And  I  am  thrust  on  risking  more  and  more. 
Within  my  warehouse,  all  in  swelling  piles, 

My  stores  are  garnered,  making  a  fair  show ; 
That  proveth  how  man  fares  when  Fortune  smiles, 

And  what  vast  increase  her  adventurers  know. 
Yet  am  I  not  content — a  sumless  gain 
Tempts  me  to  risk  the  heaps  which  there  remain. 

III. 

At  first  I  sent  forth  but  an  humble  freight, 

Of  admiration  void  of  flatt'ring  gloss ; 
And  in  the  venture  my  ambition's  height 

Was  but  to  be  secured  from  heavy  loss. 
"When  proper  time  elapsed,  my  ship  came  in 

With  a  fair  cargo  of  sincere  esteem, 
"Which  so  well  paid  me,  I  was  moved  to  win 

More  large  returns  with  what  should  worthier  seem. 

i5 
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Straightway  I  fell  to  gathering  what  I  had 
Of  courteous  sentiment  and  gallant  speech, 

Then  put  them  forth,  and,  with  a  heart  right  glad, 
Gained  kindly  thoughts  in  rich  return  for  each. 

Next  on  my  gladdened  feelings  I  laid  hand, 

And  found,  well  pleased,  they  were  in  good  demand. 

IV. 

My  traffic  flourished — and,  now  bolder  grown, 

I  ventured  on  a  precious  store  of  hope ; 
The  which,  in  sooth,  I  ne'er  had  called  mine  own, 

Had  not  my  ends  attaiued  so  wide  a  scope. 
I  scarce  was  sure  my  good  ship  held  her  coarse, 

When  I  had  notice  she  was  coming  back, 
So  richly  laden,  merchants  on  the  Bourse 

Might  deem  her  of  the  seas  the  Queen  Carrack. 
Thus  bountifully  gifted,  an  invoice 

I  then  made  out — *•  Item.  A  rare  supply 
Of  strong  affections,  very  pure  and  choice." 

Wherewith  my  ships  sailed  onward,  gallantly. 
They  owned,  when  next  they  to  their  anchorage  drew, 
The  treasures  of  the  old  world  and  the  new ! 

V. 

Is  this  similitude  too  finely  drawn  ? 

Smacks  it  not  roundly  of  the  poet's  dream  ? 
Nay,  'tis  so  true,  I'd  put  my  heart  in  pawn, 

I've  done  scant  justice  to  the  worthy  theme. 
For  what,  in  honesty,  can  poor  words  do 

The  profit  I  have  lit  on  to  express  ? 
What  bravest  speech  sufficiently  make  true 

The  prodigal  source  which  gave  to  such  excess  ? 
Ah,  my  heart's  queen !  but  little  reck  the  crowd 

The  heaped  abundance  of  all  goodly  things, 
Which  in  thy  matchless  nature  stands  avowed, 

Which  from  thy  bounteous  heart  uncounted  springs ; 
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E'en  the  blest  few  to  whom  thou  dost  come  forth, 
Have  not  intelligence  of  half  thy  worth. 

VI. 

I  speak  not  of  the  crisp&d  gold  that  waves 

Its  glorious  treasure  o'er  thy  noble  brow ; 
Or  of  the  pearls  lodged  in  their  coral  caves, 

Whose  smiling  glimpses  glad  me  even  now  : 
Nor  speak  I  of  those  gems  of  sumless  price, 

Worthy  the  proudest  spot  in  Heav'n's  blue  zone, 
That,  without  foil  or  other  artifice, 

Can  dim  the  lustre  of  the  rarest  stone. 
I  look  not  to  the  sum  that  untold  lies 

In  ev'ry  curve  of  thy  fair  arm  and  hand  ; 
The  African  might  gaze  with  wild  surprise 

To  see  such  store  of  ivory  in  the  land — 
For  with  such  costly  gifts  doth  Nature  grace 
Those  in  her  court  who  hold  the  highest  place. 

VII. 

Tis  not  of  outward  bravery  I  speak, — 

That  doth  not  enter  into  this  account ; 
Tor  the  most  rounded  bust  or  rosy  cheek, 

Which  e'er  hath  made  the  eager  blood  to  mount 
In  the  rapt  lover's  veins,  must  in  its  time 

Be  turned  to  dust.    There  doth  exist 
~A  beauty  boasting  a  perpetual  prime, 

That  the  Destroyer's  scythe  hath  ever  missed. 
.Age  lays  no  wrinkle  on  its  fair  aspect, 

Its  sweet  complexion  ne'er  was  known  to  fade, 
*Mt  steals  no  grace  from  gauds  wherewith  'tis  decked; 

From  cunning  art  it  never  looks  for  aid. 
"This  quality,  of  such  great  eminence, 
Hath  for  its  name  and  title  "'Excbllbmcb." 
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VIII. 

Herein  we  find  a  wondrous  aggregate 

Of  every  gift  that  clothes  humanity  ; 
Where  noblest  hopes  and  kindest  wishes  wait 

Where  charitable  thoughts  are  standing  by. 
There  Virtue  prospers — there  in  worthiest  guise. 

Honour  with  stately  mien  doth  glance  around ; 
There  Pity  seeks  to  dry  her  tearful  eyes, 

And  Modesty  looks  blushing  to  the  ground  ; 
There  sits  Religion  with  a  brow  serene, 

And  calm-eyed  Justice  eloquently  grave, 
Whilst  meek  Obedience  so  rarely  seen, 

With  Temperance  a  quiet  nook  doth  crave. 
And  breathing  round  a  soul-entrancing  thrall, 
Love,  with  a  regal  power,  ennobles  all. 

IX. 

Such  is  the  marvellous  goodness  of  her  heart! 

But  of  her  mind — snatch  from  a  seraph's  wing, 
A  quill,  and — fashioned  by  the  scholar's  art — 

Dip  it  in  truth's  most  delectable  spring ; 
Where  should  we  find  a  tablet  large  enough 

To  hold  its  worthiness — save  Heav'n  itself? 
(Forced  though  I  be  to  put  it  in  the  rough, 

I'll  lodge  the  abstract  on  my  heart's  first  shelf.) 
There  Wit  on  honest  fellowship  is  bent, 

And  Learning  reaps  where  most  are  feign  to  lease  ; 
There  Thought  is  great  with  child  of  Good  Intent, 

Where  Wisdom,  the  grave  midwife,  takes  her  ease. 
There  Judgment,  Fancy,  Taste,  and  Genius  dwell, 
And  do  become  their  lodging  passing  well. 

X. 

In  traffic  like  the  merchant  Prince  of  old, 
A  very  Croesus  in  her  treasury, 
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Hath  she  not  fund  a  to  pay  a  thousand-fold, 

For  whatsoever  I  would  have  her  buy  ? 
Ay,  with  such  gen'rous  spirit  doth  she  trade, 

It  seems  you  cannot  greatly  sink  your  store ; 
And  with  the  wondrous  profit  I  have  made 

I  well  may  hope  to  better  me  still  more. 
Like  a  successful  gambler  do  I  pause, 

Exulting  in  my  winnings.     "  On !  still,  on ! 
Once  more  be  swayed  by  Fortune's  crooked  laws, 

Great  gains  remain — all  comes  or  all  is  gone !" 
Shall  I  seek  ruin,  in  th'  increase  I  crave, 
Or  rest  me  now,  content  with  what  I  have  ? 

XI. 

Down,  ye  insatiate  longings  !    Hence,  a  vaunt 

All  covetous  influences  !     In  vain 
With  eager  restless  impulses  ye  haunt 

The  secret  chambers  of  my  heart  and  brain ! 
Have  I  not  gained  a  gracious  competence 

In  this  adventurous  barter  of  the  soul  ? 
And  shall  I  do  my  worth  such  huge  offence, 

When  blessed  with  part,  to  hunger  for  the  whole? 
Nay,  let  such  selfish  ends  be  thrust  aside, 

As  very  mire  that  muddles  the  pure  fount. 
We  have  sufficiently  the  traffic  tried — 

Let  us,  like  honest  merchants,  close  th'  account; 
And  should  there  be  a  balance  small  or  large, 
Let  each  to  th'  other  grant  a  full  discharge. 

XII. 

But  think  not,  bounteous  spirit ,  I  withdraw 
From  thy  fond  dealings,  here  to  make  an  end : 

Conscience,  a  sworn  accountant,  learn 'd  in  law, 
Is  in  this  matter  pleased  to  stand  my  friend: 

And  sheweth  me  a  way  where  without  ill 
I  can  my  grateful  feelings  cultivate ; 
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Whereof  to  take  advantage  is  my  will. 
And  shall  my  study  be,  early  and  lata. 

Trust  me,  that  neither  damp,  decay,  nor  moth, 
Shall  ever  touch  my  precious  merchandize; 

Nor  shall  there  be  a  sign  of  ease,  or  sloth 
In  my  behaviour  when  this  change  shall  rite. 

I  shall  have  constant  use  for  all  my  store, 

And  in  its  care  be  busier  than  before. 

XIII. 

Then  farewell,  honorablest  of  all  thy  kind, 

Epitome  of  Heav'n,  for  earth  to  grace  ! 
Farewell,  thou  trusty  heart — thou  noble  mind, 

Thou  exquisite  in  nature  as  in  face  ! 
Farewell  the  bounteous  hand,  whose  princely  aims, 

Were  not  more  fair  than  is  its  dazzling  hue ; 
Farewell  the  seraph  tongue,  whose  music  claims 

More  soul-subduing  power  than  Orpheus  knew. 
Oh,  what  a  sum  of  sweetest  womanhood 

Makes  the  grand  total  of  thy  worthiness  ! 
How  vast  a  heap  of  all  things  great  and  good 

Doth  in  thine  excellence  upon  me  press! 
Blessings,  and  happiness  too  great  to  tell, 
Be  ever  in  thy  path — Farewell !  Farewell ! 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Such  is  her  beauty,  as  no  arts 

Have  enriched  with  borrowed  grace ; 

Her  high  birth  no  pride  imparts, 

For  she  blushes  in  her  place. 

Folly  boasts  a  glorious  blood — 

She  is  noblest,  being  good. 

Habinoton. 

And  then,  though  last  not  least,  is  Action — 
A  gentler  shepherd  may  nowhere  be  found, 

Whose  muse,  full  of  high  thoughts'  invention, 
Doth  like  himself  heroically  sound. 

Spbnsbr. 

Chief  Justice.  Now,  Master  Gower,  what  news? 
Gower.  The  king,  my  lord,  and  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales, 
Are  near  at  hand — the  rest  the  paper  tells. 

Shakspbarb. 

Master  Shakspeare  had  by  this  got  so  far  towards 
recovery  as  to  be  able  to  resume  his  ordinary  duties 
and  employments ;  and,  being  busy  in  the  bringing 
out  of  a  new  play  at  "  The  Globe/'  his  mind  bad 
no  time  to  dwell  upon  any  troublesome  matter  like 
to  disturb  his  peace.    He  had  made  very  liberal 
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arrangements  for  the  comfort  of  those  of  his  family 
remaining  at  Shottery,  the  knowledge  whereof 
doubtless  gave  him  great  contentation  ;  but  the  gen- 
tle and  faithful  Susanna  still  abode  with  him,  one 
cause  of  which  was,  that  he  had  grown  so  attached 
to  her,  he  delayed  parting  with  her  till  the  last 
moment ;  and  another  was,  he  knew  not  for  the 
best  how  to  dispose  of  her  during  his  travels,  for 
he  doubted  she  would  live  in  any  sort  of  comfort 
if  she  returned  to  the  cottage,  and  he  was  undecided 
where  else  she  could  be  placed  with  satisfaction  to 
herself  and  him. 

The  subject  of  the  new  play  he  had  taken  from 
Scottish  story,  in  compliment  to  the  Scottish  king, 
his  own  sovereign ;  and  he  was  earnest  to  have  it 
brought  out  with  as  little  delay  as  might  be,  as  the 
time  was  fast  approaching  when  he  was  to  leave 
England,  in  charge  of  one  of  whom  he  could  never 
think  without  emotions  of  the  tenderest  sort.  It 
was  now  complete,  and  ready  for  the  players ;  but, 
before  he  gave  it  for  performance,  he  must  needs 
try  if  it  wanted  not  any  finishing  touches,  and  he 
did  so  after  this  fashion  :  —  He  sat  in  his  chair  in 
a  thoughtful  attitude,  with  Susanna  over-against 
him,  reading  aloud  from  his  MS.  She,  pleased  to  be 
so  employed,  went  through  her  task  very  lovingly, 
and,  with  her  sweet,  womanly  voice,  did  give  such 
melody  to  the  vigorous  lines,  that  the  author  felt 


THS  SECRET  PASSION.  185 

himself  much  better  content  with  his  work  than  he 
had  before  been,  and  greatly  did  he  marvel  at  the 
excellent  rare  judgment  and  taste  displayed  by  the 
reader,  as  she  entered  into  the  spirit  of  that  especial 
masterpiece  of  the  writer's  genius. 

Of  a  surety,  it  made  a  most  admirable,  loving 
picture  the  father  and  daughter  so  employed,  set 
off,  as  their  figures  were,  by  their  brave  apparelling, 
and  surrounded  by  the  picturesque  furniture  of  the 
chamber  in  which  they  sat ;  and  the  understanding 
spectator,  had  he  seen,  could  not  have  failed  to 
have  noticed  how  much  the  pleased  excitement  in 
the  reader,  and  the  gratified  pride  in  the  listener, 
did  add  to  the  expression  of  their  noble  counte- 
nances. Susanna  had  scarce  finished  her  task, 
which,  in  secret,  she  thought  much  too  soon  —  an 
opinion  shared  by  her  delighted  parent — when  Sir 
George  Carew  entered,  and,  after  saluting  the 
blushing  Susanna,  with  an  air  a  much  younger 
gallant  might  have  envied,  and,  cordially  congratu- 
lating his  friend  on*  his  greatly  improved  looks,  he 
at  once  opened  on  his  errand.  This  was  no  other 
than  to  inform  his  old  acquaintance  that  he  had 
been  appointed  ambassador  to  the  Court  of  France 
—  whereupon  he  received  congratulations  no  less 
hearty  than  awhile  since  he  had  bestowed.  He 
went  on  to  say  he  had  a  project  in  his  mind,  which 
not  only  himself  but  Lady  Carew  had  set  her 
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heart  on,  that  Master  Shakspeare  could  alone  ef- 
fectually help  him  to.  On  hearing  this,  the  other 
lost  no  time  in  assuring  him  his  poor  services  were 
ever  at  his  disposal,  and  that  he  should  be  infinitely 
glad  to  be  a  means  for  securing  him  and  his  sweet 
lady  their  several  desires. 

On  this  assurance,  Sir  George  proceeded  to  state 
that  he  had  thought  very  much  of  late  of  his  "  dear 
mistress" — as  he  styled  his  friend's  daughter-— and 
that  the  sorrow  of  parting  with  one  he  affected  00 
deeply  was  so  great  he  could  by  no  means  be 
brought  to  endure  it,  and  that  it  did  seem  an 
especial  hard  case  that  so  true  and  well-disposed  a 
servant  as  was  he  should  be  debarred  the  exquisite 
sweet  content  be  had  been  used  to   find  in  his 
dear  mistress's  delectable  company — indeed  it  was 
altogether  intolerable,  and  not  to  be  borne — so  that, 
after  much  debate  on  the  matter  with  Lady  Carew9 
it  had  been  decided  that  the  latter  should  invit 
his  dear  mistress  to  accompany  her  to  Paris, ' 
it  was  earnestly  desired  she  might  be  allowed 
stay  under  her  honourable  guardianship,  whilst  1 
worthy  gentleman,  her  father,  proceeded  on  hi*-*-13* 
travels  till  he  reached  Paris  on  his  return  home. 

During  this  sportive  speech — which  wanted  nc^^*°^ 
grace  the  courtier  could  bestow  upon  it-— was  iic**  ^ 
course  of  utterance,  Susanna  turned  a  rosy  red^-^^  ' 
and  her  eyes  did  flash  very  prettily,  as  much  at  th^-^*0 


IF*?1 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  187 

conceit  of  it,  as  at  the  exceeding  pleasant  prospect 
it  opened;  and  her  father  could  not  conceal  the 
extent  of  his  satisfaction — for  the  proposal  was  what 
be  had  never  dared  to  hope  for  —  it  was  such  an 
unlooked-for  honour ;  yet  nothing  could  have  come 
so  seasonably,  seeing  that  he  had  been  at  a  loss,  for 
some  time  past,  how  to  dispose  of  her  during  his 
absence  from  England.  Therefore,  with  a  heart- 
felt thankfulness  for  so  agreeable  a  proof  of  his 
consideration,  he  gladly  agreed  to  such  a  disposi- 
tion of  his  faithful  Susanna,  and  soon  got  her  to 
express  her  contentation  at  it,  though  she  did  so 
with  that  diffidence  the  nature  and  extent  of  the 
obligation  could  not  fail  of  creating. 

After  this,  in  an  excellent,  pleasant  humour,  the 
two  friends  fell  to  discussing  the  state  of  the  French 
king,  Henry  the  Fourth's  court,  and  Sir  George 
promised  both  his  companions  he  would  take  care 
they  should  both  have  a  proper  knowledge  of  it,  of 
the  gallant  Henri  Quatre,  of  the  stately  Marie  de 
Medicis,  of  the  grave  and  politic  De  Rosni,  and  of 
all  the  other  notable  characters  there  to  be  found. 

"  But/9  said  he,  in  his  owu  cheerful  humour, 
"*tis  of  another  Henry  you  must  now  think  of 
making  the  acquaintance,  who  bids  fair  to  rival  the 
French  king  in  all  his  more  sterling  qualities." 
Then,  seeing  the  other  look  puzzled,  he  added,  "  I 
speak  of  our  promising  young  Prince  of  Wales, 


188  THE  SECRET  PASSION 

than  whom  a  more  honourable,  noble  nature  never 
breathed  in  this  world ;  and  for  the  proper  qualities 
of  a  gentleman,  as  to  learning,  carriage,  and  the 
use  of  arms,  I  know  not  where  to  find  his  peer.  In 
some  discourse  with  him  I  had  yesterday  at  Hamp- 
ton Court,  where  he  is  staying,  he  chanced  to  make 
an  allusion  to  yourself,  and,  being  of  a  marvellous 
inquiring  mind,  put  to  me  a  vast  number  of  ques- 
tions concerning  you  and  your  writings,  of  which 
he  appeareth  to  have  a  fair  knowledge.  I  answered 
him  in  such  sort,  acquainting  him  with  your  in- 
tended journey,  that  he  commanded  me  to  bring 
you  to  him  without  fail  this  morning;  therefore 
you  must  e'en  surrender  yourself  at  once,  and  away 
with  you  to  Hampton  Court,  for  which  journey  I 
have  taken  care  to  provide  horses  ready  for  our 
riding." 

Master  Shakspeare  expressed  his  willingness  to 
be  gone  on  the  instant ;  and,  after  making  certain 
arrangements  regarding  his  new  play  the  necessit 
of  its  speedy  performance  required,  he  left 
house,  accompanied  by  his  assured  friend,  but  nol 
till  the  latter  had  made  many  gallant  speeches 
the  fair  Susanna,  with  a  devotedness  worthy  of  thi 
perfectest  example  of  knighthood  in  the  most  chival 
rous  times ;  and  in  a  little  while  they  were  both 
riding  together  in  the  direction  of  Hampton  Court^^ 
followed  at  a  respectful  distance  by  several  mourn 
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eerving-men  of  Sir  George  Carew's,  in  their  coats 
and  badges. 

"  I  hugely  imslike  the  complexion  of  this  trial  of 
my   right  noble  friend.  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,"  ob- 
served Master  Shakspeare,  in  a  confidential  tone. 
**  I  am  assured  he  is  much  too  wise  a' man  to  have 
l3een  guilty  of  the  practices  attributed  to  him  and 
fais  unworthy  associate  the  Lord  Cobham.     I  have 
lieard  from  a  trusty  intelligencer  that  Cecil  poi- 
soned the  king's  ear  against  him  before  his  coming 
tx>  the  throne,  out  of  jealousy  of  his  greater  virtues 
and  talents;   and,  having  completely  abused  the 
long's  mind,   so  that  he  would  not  endure  the 
sight  of  him,  notwithstanding  his  surpassing  excel- 
lency, both  as  a  soldier  and  a  scholar,  more  securely 
to  get  rid  of  him,  he  devised  this  incredible  charge 
of  treason,  and  had  him  sent  to  the  Tower,  where 
he  now  is  a  close  prisoner.'' 

"  I  know  not  how  this  may  be,  Will/'  said  Sir 
George,  somewhat  reservedly ;  '*  but  this  I  do 
know,  that  if  any  of  Cecil's  spies  be  abroad,  who 
are  said  to  hear  every  thing,  you  stand  an  exceed- 
ing fair  chance  of  sharing  his  imprisonment  for 
what  you  have  just  said  :  and,  indeed,  if  you  escape 
Tmng  cast  for  a  traitor,  you  will  be  in  better  fortune 
~"than  many  others  in  a  like  condition." 

*  Doubtless,"  replied  his  friend.     "  Yet  there  is 
^warrant  for  my  safety  that  I  am  not  a  rival,  or  am 
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like  to  be  one.  In  sooth,  to  tell  you  my  exact 
sentiments,  I  like  not  much  that  has  been  done  at 
court  of  late." 

"  Neither  do  I,  Will/'  said  the  other,  in  a  like 
confidential  manner.  "  And  in  all  honesty  I  have 
sought  this  appointment,  that  I  might  not  con- 
tinually see  what  I  cannot  but  disapprove." 

"  I  would  have  sworn  as  much,'1  observed  Master 
Shakspeare ;  then,  after  a  pause,  asked : — "  Holds 
the  king  still  to  his  minion  Carr  ?" 

<c Ay,  with  fonder  conceit  than  ever™ answered 
he.  "  This  shallow  popinjay  not  only  bath  no  one 
merit  to  entitle  him  to  be  preferred  over  the  beads 
of  the  bravest  and  best  that  seek  the  king's  service, 
but  he  hath  a  marvellous  ill  reputation,  that  is  like 
to  dishonour  all  with  whom  he  may  chance  to  get 
connected." 

"  And  our  sweet  young  prince,  how .  takes  h& m- 
such  undue  preference  ?" 

"  He  is  too  deeply  intent  upon  his  various  stea- 
dies to  heed  greatly  what  is  going  on  around  him 
nevertheless,  his  carelessness  in  this  matter  is  no^ 
like  to  do  him  any  sort  of  service  where  it  shoulc^ 
be  most  effective." 

"  How  so,  Sir  George  ?" 

"  Truly,  after  this  fashion,  Will.  He  is  already^ 
gaining  to  him  the  general  voices,  for  which  hi^^ 
many  admirable  sweet  qualities  are  sufficient  war — 
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rant,  and  not  without  some  comparisons  in  no  way 
pleasing  to  the  principal  subject  of  them.  Now  a 
displeasure  so  created  will  greedily  be  taken  advan- 
tage of  by  those  who  feel  assured  they  can  make 
their  advantage  of  it,  and  I  fear  me  much  he  will 
hardly  escape  some  terrible  mischief,  however  dis- 
creet may  be  his  carriage." 

"  Like  enough.  But  Heaven  preserve  our  fair 
young  prince  from  all  such  evils I" 

"  Amen,  with  all  my  heart,  Will  I" 

By  this  time  they  had  rode  so  far,  all  the  beau- 
ties of  the  country  were  fairly  displayed  before 
them,  and  greatly  it  delighted  both  travellers  to 
see  the  farms  which  lay  on  every  side,  with  here 
and  there  a  windmill,  a  group  of  haystacks,  and 
a  goodly  mansion,  till  they  came  to  the  villages 
on  their  way.  They  beheld  much  which  excited 
their  observation  in  the  groups  they  passed,  which 
were  of  singular  variety,  from  persons  of  the  highest 
authority  and  worship,  going  or  returning  from 
the  court,  with  such  speed  and  state  as  bespoke 
the  greatness  of  their  business,  to  those  of  the 
humblest  calling,  who  trudged  quietly  along,  with 
a  perfect  indifferency  of  all  their  prouder  wayfarers 
evidently  held  in  such  huge  estimation ;  and  much 
was  said  by  them  of  very  excellent  purport ;  but, 
when  they  had  reached  the  neighbourhood  of 
Hampton,  and  saw  spread  before  them,  as  in  a  pic- 
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ture,  the  lively  beauties  of  all  that  pa 
pleasant  county  of  Surrey,  though  each  h 
them  scores  of  times  before,  they  frequent! 
their  horses  the  better  to  admire  them,  i 
were  the  commendations  both  expressed. 

Nor  did  the  magnificence  of  the  buil 
were  approaching  escape  without  a  due 
admiration,  and  before  they  entered  its  w 
a  pleasant  anecdote  and  many  an  intere 
tory  had  been  told  of  the  gay  doings  the} 
nessed  from  the  stately  days  of  Cardina 
to  a  date  much  nearer  their  own  experiei 
thus  it  was  Master  Shakspeare  made  I 
singularly  well  liked  wherever  he  wei 
affording  entertainment  from  the  bounte 
of  his  own  mind,  or  eliciting  it  by  judici 
tioning  from  such  as  could  dispense  it,  yet 
clination,  that  his  company  was  ever  eagei 
after  by  any  who  had  once  enjoyed  the  op 
of  knowing  how  profitable  it  was. 

In  the  courtyard  were  men  waiting  wil 
dogs,  hawks,  statues,  pictures,  books,  am 
weapons,  and  divers  other  things,  hopin 
a  purchaser  in  their  liberal  young  prince. 

After  giving  their  horses  to  the  grooms, 
vanced  into  the  house  together,  uncheck* 
porters  and  guards  standing  with  their 
about  the  entrance,  whose  duty  it  was  to 
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had  admission  who  came  not  by  proper  authority, 
for  this  especial  reason  —  Sir  George  Carew,  being 
10  well  known  there,  any  gentleman  in  his  com- 
pany would  be  sure  to  pass  unquestioned.  But,  on 
heir  reaching  the  reception-room,  Sir  George  was 
peedily  accosted  by  one  of  the  grooms  of  the  cham- 
ber, who,  on  hearing  the  other's  errand,  courteously 
lade  him  wait  with  his  friend  amongst  the  com- 
jany,  with  which  the  place  seemed  well  crowded, 
whilst  he  went  to  acquaint  the  Prince  of  Wales  of 
lis  coming. 

4C  Surely,  that  is  my  Lady  Countess  of  Essex  !" 
^claimed  Master  Shakspeare,  as  they  stood  toge- 
■»«r,  where  they  could  have  a  good  view  of  the 
^xnpany. 

**  My  lady  Countess  that  was,  Will,"  whispered 
Ls  friend.  "  She  hath  succeeded,  Heaven  only 
caoweth  by  what  arts,  in  getting  a  divorce  from 
&x-  husband,  on  whom,  as  I  am  credibly  informed, 
y  devilish  practices  she  hath  infamously  imposed 
^"^r  since  they  married  .** 

C<I  have  heard  the  like,"  answered  Master 
^*sikspeare ;  "  in  especial  of  her  dealings  for 
B**^rms  and  drugs,  by  the  help  of  which  she  might 
*flfe«t  her  horrible  purpose.  Yet  to  look  at  her  as 
^^  stands  there  so  bravely  apparelled,  dealing  out 
0  the  gallants  around  her  such  delectable  smiles, 
(tl^  cannot  but  doubt  that  she  could  be  guilty 

^OL.  II.  K 
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of  such   thorough   infamousness.      She  hath  an 
angel's  shape !" 

"  And  a  devil's  heart — if  one  half  of  what  is 
bruited  abroad  be  true/'  added  Sir  George. 

"  It  hath  been  confidently  said,"  observed  his 
companion,  "  yet  I  know  not  on  what  grounds, 
that  the  prince  is  enamoured  of  her,  and  that  she 
favours  him." 

"  That  the  prince  liketh  her  passing  well  I  have 
seen  enough  to  think  probable,  and  that  she  is  dis- 
posed to  return  the  liking  with  unlawful  interest 
I  cannot  doubt,  but  I  question  there  is  such  attach- 
ment between  them  as  is  like  to  be  lasting ;  for,  in 
the  first  place,  his  Highness  hath  no  more  knowledge 
of  her,  than  her  woman's  grace  and  woman's  wit 
hath  bestowed  upon  him ;  and  I  have  that  good 
opinion  of  his  regard  for  honesty,  I  am  in  hopes, 
when  he  discovers  what  a  terrible  cockatrice  she 
is,  he  will  speedily  be  quit  of  her;  and  in  the 
second  place,  I  have  good  reason  for  believing  that— 
she  hath  cast  her  eye  on  the  king's  favourite—  nay -^ 
I  have  been  assured  that  he  hath  got  himself  ma&*e 
Earl  of  Rochester  at  her  instigation,  and  that  it  ^ 
his  intention  to  marry  her  forthwith.** 

"  It  is  at  least  a  marvellous  fit  and  prop^3 
match,"  said  Master  Shakspeare  jestingly ;  c<  ne^^ 
were  two  people  so  well  assorted.  Their  tast^* 
are  so  equally  abominable  and  abhorrent,   the^ 
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can  surely  be  no  falling  out  betwixt  them ;  and 
their  reputations  are  so  wondrous  alike  in  baseness, 
it  is  clean  impossible  they  should  ever  take  to  call- 
ing each  other  names.* 

Sir  George  Carew  laughed  heartily  at  this  con- 
ceit, which  brought  to  them  a  courtier  of  his  ac- 
quaintance, who  would  needs  know  the  cause  of 
his  mirth ;  which  the  other,  not  being  willing  to 
tell,  very  gravely  laid  it  to  some  cause  so  trivial 
and  ridiculous,  a  child  would  scarce  have  taken  it 
for  a  jest ;  nevertheless,  the  courtier  laughed 
famously,  and,  satisfied  he  had  been  told  an  ex- 
ceeding good  thing,  went,  to  the  infinite  satisfac- 
tion of  his  present  company,  to  repeat  it  to  divers 
of  his  friends  there  present.  Master  Shakspeare 
and  his  companions,  after  this,  continued  their  re- 
marks on  certain  of  the  persons  who  thronged  the 
chamber,  occasionally  interrupted  by  such  as  they 
had  knowledge  of,  who  were  not  disposed  to  pass 
them  without  a  courteous  recognition. 

The  company  was  of  a  mixed  sort:  gallant 
ladies,  each  ambitious  to  monopolise  the  young 
prince's  smiles — with  the  most  powerful  of  the 
great  nobles  of  the  state,  anxious  to  testify  their 
respect  to  the  heir  to  the  throne ;  divines  and  law- 
yers, elbowing  each  other  in  the  hope  of  gaining 
the  attention  of  their  prince  to  certain  ponderous 
tomes  of  their  inditing ;    whilst  poets  and  play- 
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writers  trod  on  their  heels,  ready  to  tear  each  others  ^* 
to  pieces  to  be  first  in  getting  his  Highness  to^^^0 
accept  their  high-flown  dedications  to   their  la-  — '-*" 
boured  trifles.    Then  came  scores  of  commanders 
and  captains,  no  less  eager  of  the  prince's  counte- 
nance of  their  merit ;  whilst  ingenious  mechanics 
came  with  their  inventions  and  contrivances,  that,      -~^ 
in  their  opinions  at  the  least,  were  marvels,  such  as      ^^ 
the  world  had  never  seen  before.    With  these  came 
jockeys,  to  brag  of  their  horses ;  virtuosos,  to  put  off 
their  pictures  and  statues ;  musicians,  matchless  in         *-*** 
the  practice  of  their  art ;  possessors  of  choice  dogs         ^S1 
and  hawks ;  armourers,  painters,  players,  famous         •* 
swordsmen,  and  gunners  unrivalled  any  where  in  *-*" 

the  world. 

They  were  employed  in  this  way,  when  a  stately  "v 

gentleman,  with  a  serious  aspect  yet  gracious  man*  —  4 

ner,  came  up  and  accosted  Sir  George  Carew  with         xi*j 
a  friendliness  that  shewed  they  were  of  old  ac-        —  ^> 
quaintance,  after  which  the  latter  introduced  him      m^mtd 
to  his  friend  as  Sir  Thomas  Chaloner,  the  prince's    «b  *—$ 
chamberlain ;  and  he  having  stated  that  he  bacLf^/ 
been  sent  by  his  Highness  to  bring  Master  Shak —    _- 
speare  and  Sir  George  Carew  to  him,  they  imme —  - 
diately  proceeded  with  him  to  the  chamber,  whe*-—  "^ 
the  prince  awaited  them.    This  they  found  to  pa^"~  " 
take  much  of  the  character  of  a  museum  of  m&^m 
and  other  warlike  matters,  with  a  few  things  of       0       ] 
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more  peaceful  sort.  There  were  ranged  round  the 
room  sundry  sorts  of  armour,  of  curious  fabric, 
confusedly  dispersed  with  all  manner  of  weapons — 
models  of  ships,  boats,  and  pieces  of  ordinance  * 
stood  upon  the  tables,  with  a  crowd  of  books  and 
pamphlets — whilst  in  other  places  were  many  inge- 
nious instruments,  with  globes,  maps,  and  the  like 
objects  of  philosophical  study, 

When  Sir  Thomas  Chaloner  entered,  announcing 
his  companions,  they  beheld  a  youth  of  grave 
and  studious  aspect,  earnestly  attending  to  the 
explanation  of  a  plain  seafaring  sort  of  man,  who 
was  describing  the  various  parts  of  the  model  of  a 
fine  ship  before  them.  He  was  not  dressed  with 
such  grandeur  as  would  denote  his  dignity,  yet 
there  was  that  princely  air  with  him,  a  stranger 
would  have  been  at  no  loss  to  give  him  his  right 
title.  At  a  little  distance  was  one  in  the  habit  of 
a  priest,  with  a  mild  expression  of  countenance 
that  did  greatly  become  his  calling,  who  appeared 
to  be  regarding  the  young  Prince  with  an  unusual 
deep  interest.  This  was  his  secretary  and  tutor, 
Master  Adam  Newton. 

Prince  Henry  received  the  homage  of  his  visitors 
with  a  very  Prince-like  courtesy,  noticing  of  Mas- 
ter  Shakspeare,  as  it  seemed,  with  singular  curious- 
ness,  the  which  was  returned  by  its  object,  coupled 
with  a  feeling  of  the  purest  gratification ;  and,  after 
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he  first  few  proper  speeches  had  passed,  hi^s^  s 
Highness  addressed  him,  as  though  he  was  his^^-*3 
assured  friend  and  counsellor. 

"  I  hear  you  are  about  venturing  on  a 
journey,"   said  he,  "  for  that  you  are  going  to 
travel  as  governor  to  my  Lord  of  Pembroke's  heir, 
to  show  him  whatsoever  things  are  worthy  of  note 
in  other  countries." 

Master  Shakspeare  briefly  answered  that  he  was     ^^-** 
about  taking  upon  himself  such  an  office. 

"  Surely,  my  Lord  of  Pembroke  hath  singular 
good  fortune !"  he  exclaimed.  "  Methinks,  it  is  ^^ 
rare  for  any  one,  let  him  be  as  rich  as  he  please, 
to  secure  for  his  son  in  such  a  case  a  person  so 
like  to  do  honour  to  his  judgment,  and  justice  to 
his  son's  good  qualities."  The  compliment  was 
gracefully  and  gratefully  acknowledged. 

"  I  have  read  several  of  your  works,  Master 
Shakspeare,"  added  the  Prince,  "  and  have  seen 
others  represented  by  mine  own  players ;  and  be- 
lieve me  I  am  exceeding  taken  with  them."  Here 
the  well  pleased  author  could  do  no  less  than  bow 
very  reverently  at  being  so  commended  by  his 
Prince.  "  There  are  passages  which  methinks  can 
never  be  read  or  repeated  too  often,  that  will  bear 
no  addition  to  their  very  exquisite  sweet  beauty, 
and  from  which  nothing  can  be  taken  without 
irreparable  loss."     Master  Shakspeare  again  testi- 
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fied  his  sense  of  the  honour  of  such  praise.  "  I 
have  long  wished  to  have  speech  with  you,  having 
received  such  excellent  profit  from  all  that  you 
have  writ ;  and,  hearing  of  your  speedy  departure, 
I  begged  of  my  greatly  esteemed  friend,  Sir  George 
Carew,  that  be  would  manage  so  that  I  should 
see  you  -before  you  sailed.  I  feel  infinitely  thank- 
ful to  him  he  hath  so  readily  accomplished  my 
-wishes." 

At  this  Sir  George  said  how  heartily  glad  he 
-was,  at  all  times,  to  serve  so  gracious  a  prince,  but 
more  especially  in  this  instance,  when  his  office  was 
to  bring  before  His  Highness's  attention  an  honour- 
able gentleman,  whose  qualities  of  mind  and  heart 
urere  of  such  a  sort,  he  felt  it  a  distinction  to  be  of 
liis  acquaintance.     Thereupon  Master  Shakspeare 
thought  himself  bound  to  acknowledge,  more  at 
length  than  he  had  before  done,  the  honour  he 
liad  received  ;  and  he  spoke  to  such  good  purpose, 
mod  with  such  force  of  language,  the  prince  seemed 
to  listen  with  a  visage  that  plainly  expressed  his 
satisfaction.      He  then  inquired  concerning    his 
K-oute ;   and,  on  learning  the  cities  in  Italy  he  in- 
tended visiting,  he  turned  to  his  secretary,  and  bade 
him  write  such  and  such  letters  to  the  king  his 
father's  ambassadors  in  those  places,  to  be  sent  to 
Ufaster    Shakspeare's    lodging  with    all    proper 
speed.    Then,  learning  he  was  to  pass  through 
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France,  he  promised  he  would  write  a  letter  in 

own  hand,  to  his  excellent  good  friend  the  French^""*1 

king,  as  well  to  recommend  unto  His  Majesty; 

person  of  such  note  as  Master  Shakspeare,  as 

thank  him  for  certain  presents  of  armour  and  anns^^  a 

Henri  Quatre  had  lately  presented  him  with. 

These  he  presently  showed  his  visiters,  and  got  — ^* 
Sir  George  Carew,  whose  intimate  knowledge  of-  "*-* 
such  things  he  seemed  to  take  into  great  account,  **?> 
to  give  his  opinion  of  them,  after  which  he  spoke  ^^ 
of  certain  horses  he  had  got  fit  for  the  great  saddle,  ^ 
and  exhibited,  in  various  ways,  the  interest  he  took  "* 

in  every  thing  of  a  warlike  character,  particularly 
dwelling  on  the  model  he  had  been  so  intent  on  of 
a  certain  ship  that  was  to  be  built  for  him  under 
the  direction  of  that  approved  shipwright,  Phineas 
Pett,  who,  on  their  entering,  had  been  explaining 
to  him  many  interesting  particulars  relating  to  it, 
and  speaking  of  a  number  of  other  subjects  with 
such  vivacity  of  tongue  and  extent  of  knowledge, 
that  his  hearers  were  as  much  gratified  by  his  speech 
as  they  were  charmed  by  his  courtesy. 

On  their  moving  to  depart;  the  prince  again 
spoke  very  earnestly  of  the  marvellous  sweet  plea- 
sure he  had  had  from  the  productions  of  Master 
Shakspeare  ;  so  handsomely  alluded  to  the  enter- 
tainment he  looked  forward  to  on  his  return  from 
travel,  from  new  efforts  of  his  fantasy,  and  in  his 
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deportment    so    kindly    carried     himself    towards 

him   and  his   friend,  that  it   seemed  as   though 

neither  could  find  language  sufficiently  strong  to 

express  their  contentation.     Sir  Thomas  Chaloner 

accompanied  them,  and  to  him  they  mentioned  the 

pride  they  felt  in  their  good  fortune,  in  having  a 

prince  so  worthy  to  reign  over  them ;   upon  which 

the  worthy  chamberlain,  who  was  as  well  pleased 

to  hear  as  were  they  to  speak  his  praises,  gave  them 

many  choice  anecdotes  of  the  like  behaviour  of  his, 

«tt  which  they  found  excellent  entertainment 

They  were  pushing  their  way  through  the  crowd, 
xvaiting  the  prince's  appearance,  when  they  were 
struck  with  the  stir  that  was  made  at  the  other 
^nd  of  the  chamber,  and  soon  they  heard  the  cry 
spread  of  "  The  king !  the  king !" 

"  King  James  is  returning  from  hunting,"  said 
the  chamberlain ;  "  and  if  he  cometh  back  in  no 
better  humour  than  he  went,  I  would  as  lief  hang 
&s  ask  him  a  favour/' 

"  Hath  any  thing  in  particular  put  him  out?" 
Qjsked  Master  Shakspeare. 

"  Ay,  something  exceeding  particular,"  answered 
be. 

"  Carr  bath  got  the  tooth-ache,  perchance  ?" 
inquired  Sir  George,  with  an  affectation  of  gravity 
he  was  far  from  feeling. 

u  No,  by  this  light  it  is  scarce  so  bad  as  that," 

k5 
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said  Sir  Thomas,  laughingly.    u  But  touching  t\w^^ 
new-made  Earl  of  Rochester,  for  I  hear  the  paten^^3 
of  his  nobility  is  already  made  out,  high  as  h^  ^ 


\ 


holds  himself,  and  secure  as  he  thinks  himself,  me— 
thinks  his  fall  shall  not  be  very  for  distant." 

"  How  so,  pray  you  ?"  asked  both,  earnestly. 

"See  you  that  handsome  youth,  in  the  satin *-^ 
doublet,  curiously  embroidered  ?"   demanded  the^^*6 
Prince's  chamberlain. 

"  A  well-limbed  youth,  by  this  hand !  and  of  a  -^^a 
very  excellent  aspect,"  said  Master  Shakspeare,  -**' 
"  Of  what  name  and  rank  is  he  F" 

"  His  name  is  Villiers,"  answered  Sir  Thomas;  ^* 
"  and  the  graces  of  his  manners  are  not  more  con- 
spicuous than  those  of  his  person.  Now  King 
James  hath  more  than  once  been  seen  to  cast  an 
admiring  eye  on  his  delicate  figure ;  and  those 
who*  know  him  best  say  it  waiteth  only  some  slight 
difference  to  spring  up  betwixt  Carr  and  his  patron 
for  Villiers  to  step  in  and  be  preferred  at  once/' 

"  But  what  was  it,  I  pray  you,  Master  Chamber- 
lain, that  hath  so  discomposed  His  Majesty,  as  you 
said  but  now  ?"  said  Master  Shakspeare. 

"  Marry,  matter  enough,  of  all  conscience,*'  an- 
swered he.  "  Some  one,  more  blessed  with  tongue 
than  brains,  hath,  in  his  place  in  parliament,  so 
roundly  abused  Scotland  and  the  whole  Scottish 
nation,  that  every  one  of  that  honest  people,  from 
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\:w   Kin";   to  the   lowest   beggar  among  lii>    liege 

o  no  o  o 

subjects,  look  upon  it  as  an  intolerable  affront. 
His  Majesty,  in  especial,  is  in  horrible  disdain ; 
and,  if  the  orator  succeed  in  keeping  his  ears,  he 
will  have  better  fortune  than  some  predict  for 
him.1" 

Here  the  approach  of  King  James,  and  the 
bustle  it  created,  put  an  end  to  the  dialogue.     He 
approached  m  a  hunting-habit,  with  as  little  of  the 
trappings  of  royalty  as  of  its  demeanour,  wearing  a 
dull,  stolid  countenance,  marked  by  no  pleasing 
lineaments,  and  exhibiting  a  form  possessing  as 
little  pretensions  to  kingly  state  as  to  manly  grace. 
Near  him  were  several  of  the  courtiers,  who  had 
t>een  his  companions  in  the  chase,  looking  tired  and 
lieated,  and  not  a  whit  better  pleased  than  their 
master,  for  they  had  all  had  ill  success.    All  at 
once,   as  the  king  was  advancing  through    the 
**rowd,  who  respectfully  made  way  for  him,  a  well- 
i^pparelled  female,  of  noble    appearance,  rushed 
forward,  and,  with  every  sign  of  the  deepest  dis- 
tress, threw  herself  at  his  feet.     The  king  looked 
too  less  displeased  than  surprised ;  but  he  evidently 
liuiew  not  who  she  was,  or  what  was  her  object. 

€€  By  this  light,  'tis  Dame  Raleigh  P  exclaimed 
Sir  George  Carew. 

"  Ay,*  added  Sir  Thomas  Chaloner,  "she  hath 
come  to  sue  his  Majesty  for  the  restoration  of  her 
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lands,    which    the    king   hath    seized,    ^  •> 
lin^  them  forfeited  by  Sir  Walter's   late     *^ 
able  treason."     It  was  no  less  than  he  had     -^— * 
jThey  could  hear  her  imploring  the  king,  in 
ast  passionate,  moving  arguments  woman's 
[-iit  tongue  ever  uttered,  not  to  strip  her  inno- 
f  hiklren  of  their  inheritance ;  but  the  monarch 
from  the  beautiful   matron  impatiently  ; 
with  a  severe  aspect,    and  almost    savage 
\  cried  out,  "  I  maun  ha'  the  land !    I  maun 
it  for  Carr !"  then  hastily  continued  his  pro- 
fess. 

[Master  Shakspeare  smothered  the  execration 
it  readily  rose  to  his  lips  ;  and  his  companions, 
latever  their  thoughts  may  have  been,  had  too 
mch  experience  of  court-life  to  betray  them ;  ^^ 

fievortheless,  they  also  remained  silent  till  it  came 
\o  leave-taking.    Such  effect  had  the  scene  on  him,  ^ 

[that,  for  some  time,  he  rode  on  in  silence  5  and,  ^ 

f  though  he  entered  into  conversation  with  his  friend  <- 

during  their  return  with  his  accustomed  spirit,  J 

he  did  not  shake  off  the  feelings  it  had  created  ^ 

till  he  found  himself  at  the  Globe,  and  was 
busily  employed  in  making  the  requisite  prepa- 
rations for  the  immediate  performance  of  his 
new  play. 

It  is  here  only  necessary  to  state,  that  this  his  very 
admirable  and  right-moving  tragedy  of  Macbeth, 
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so  took  with  the  public,  that  more  complete  suc- 
cess was  never  known;  and  when  he  beheld  it 
thoroughly  established  with  the  audience,  he  took 
leave  of  his  friends,  and  prepared  himself  for  the 
immediate  commencing  of  his  travels. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Bat  if  there  be  any  one  that  thinketh  wit  not  necessary  for  the^»  «^A* 
obtaining  of  wisdom,  after  he  hath  gotten  the  way  to  virtue,  andE^  m^<\ 
industry,  and  exercise,  he  is  a  heretic,  in  my  (opinion,  »™"*k;"fi^  m  }]» 
the  true  faith  in  learning:  for  if  nature  play  not  her  part,  in  vaiicm  Min 
is  labour  ;  and,  as  it  is  said  before,  if  study  be  not  employed,  ir»  ^r/0 
vain  is  nature :  sloth  turneth  the  edge  of  wit ;   study  sharpenetlK^^^ii 
the  mind ;  a  thing  be  it  never  so  easy  is  hard  to  the  idle :  a  thine  m^ 
be  it  never  so  hard  is  easy  to  wit  well  employed. 

Lyly. 

But  wot  you  what?    The  youth  was  going 
To  make  an  end  of  all  his  wooing ; 

The  parson  for  him  staid; 
Yet  by  his  leave,  for  all  his  haste. 
He  did  not  so  much  wish  all  past, 

Perchance  as  did  the  maid. 

Suckling. 

Marvellous  was  the  stir  in  the  cottage  at  Sb*^*" 
tery,  when  it  was  discovered  that  Susanna  b*^*^ 
taken  herself  away  from  home,  on  the  hazardc  **S 
and  difficult  errand  her  affectionate,  grateful  he»^*"^ 
had  set  her.  The  tongue  of  Aunt  Prateapa^^ 
wagged  as  though  it  was  never  to  stop,  to  the  £**" 
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finite  disparagement  of  her  gentle  niece.    Aunt 
Gadabout  lost  no  time  in  going  hither  and  thither 
to  pick  up  what  information  she  could  of  the  run- 
away, and  returned  with  a  budget  of  scandal,  for 
which  she  found  eager  listeners ;  but,  ere  she  had 
well  got  rid  of  it,  these  two  came  to  words,  which 
Aunt  Breedbate  did  so  encourage,  that  nothing 
was  like  unto  the  fierceness   of   their  quarrel. 
Nevertheless,  they  agreed  at  least  in  this — that 
they  had  always  been  satisfied  in  their  own  minds 
she  would  come  to  no  good :  and  then  they  glanced 
from  her  to  her  estimable  worthy  father,  who,  for 
the  crime  of  encouraging  her  to  quit  her  home  in 
*o  horrible  scandalous  a  fashion,  was  every  thing 
most  intolerably  villanous  and  to  be  abhorred; 
mnd,  for  the  shamefulness  of  his  behaviour  to  his 
Mrife,  was  all  the  brutes  that  ever  went  into  Noah's 
Ark,  with  a  commodity  of  monsters  sufficient  to 
supply  a  similar  establishment. 

Then  they  set  to  lamenting  most  pitifully  how 
poor  wives  were  horribly  tyrannized  over,  and  laid 
X  down,  as  a  well-ascertained  fact,  that  husbands 
ind  wives  were  natural  enemies,  and  that  the  lat- 
ter being  so  abominably  put  upon,  ought  to  look  the 
tliarper  after  their  proper  rights  and  privileges ; 
.lie  which,  as  it  seemed,  principally  consisted  in 
loing  as  they  pleased,  whether  right  or  wrong, 
ind  deceiving  and  defrauding  their  tyrannical  help- 
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mates  to  the  very  best  of  their  abilities*  On  thtf 
fruitful  subject,  it  may  be  said  to  their  credit,  they 
spoke  like  unto  those  who  practiced  what  they 
preached,  and  with  an  eloquence  equally  moving 
and  edifying,  until,  as  usual,  something  was  said 
offensive  to  the  other,  which  the  third  handled  to 
such  good  purpose,  that  a  bitter  wrangle  ensued 
more  sharp  and  lasting  than  the  one  so  lately 
concluded. 

She,  for  whose  pretended  benefit  they  laboured 
so  assiduously,  said  little ;  in  truth,  she  began  to 
entertain  misgivings  she  had  been  led  to  act  a  good 
part  5  but  such  ideas  were  quickly  driven  from  her 
by  her  mischievous  kinswoman,  and  she  was  fain 
to  rest  under  the  exceeding  consolation,  that  of 
all  ill-used  wives  she  was  the  most  infamously 
abused.  Her  favourite  daughter,  Judith,  how- 
ever, was  not  to  be  so  easily  contented.  Under 
the  careful  tutorings  of  her  aunts,  she  had  made 
such  progress  in  what  they  took  to  be  a  woman's 
proper  sense  of  her  own  worth,  that  she  outrivalled 
each  in  her  peculiar  merit.  She  was  as  indifferent 
to  the  proper  pleasures  of  home  as  Aunt  Gadabout 
— as  greedy  of  gossip  as  Aunt  Prateapace — and, 
not  only  was  as  prone  to  strife  as  Aunt  Breedbate, 
but  shewed  her  discontent  of  things  by  a  shrewish- 
ness that  had  come  to  be  the  general  talk  of  the 
whole  country.     Though  it  was  a  matter  of  doubt 
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a  young  woman  of  a  more  enticing  appearance 
could  have  been  met  with  in  the  whole  country — 
for  her  form  had  now  been  moulded  in  that  ripe 
and  tempting  perfectness  for  which  her  mother 
Jiad  been  so  famed  at  a  like  age,  and  the  rich 
Uooming  beauty  of  her  countenance  was  admira- 
ble to  look  on,  at  those  rare  times,  when  it  was 
£ree  from  the  marks  of  passion — yet  the  young 
men  who  knew  her  took  such  heed  to  avoid  her  as 
"though  she  were  as  ugly  as  Hecate. 

The  simple  truth  was,  several  had  already  taken 
some  pains  to  prove  themselves  her  true  lovers ;  but 
one  having,  as  a  choice  proof  of  affection,  got  a 
l>roken  pate,  with  a  besom-handle  from  her  own 
lair  hand,  for  venturing  to  express  an  opinion  of 
colours  differing  from  her  own,  another,  equally 
fortunate,  escaping  by  a  miracle,  a  martyrdom  she 
intended  him  by  casting  a  pasty,  two  wheaten  loaves, 
a  neat's-tongue,  and  a  dish  of  pippins  at  his  head, 
because,  at  dinner,  she  took  offence  at  his  arguing 
for  brown  meats  whilst  she  was  expressing  her  pre- 
ference of  white ;   and  divers  having  been  pretty 
nearly  annihilated  by  the  flashings  of  her  dark  eyes, 
and  the  torrent  of  searching  words  she  poured  upon 
them,  for  some  small  fault  they  had  unwittingly 
committed  that  had  provoked  her  violent  temper, 
they  had  all  resolved  she  was  of  so  cursed  a  tongue, 
and  so  evilly  disposed  withal,  they  would  have  none 
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of  her.     Therefore  had  she  come  to  be  as 

fully  avoided  of  them  all,  as  though  she  had  tfc^-* 

pestilence. 

At  home  she  was  often  as  difficult  to  pie 
abroad,  and  had  more  than  once,  in  scolding, ]_ 
herself  a  match  for  either  of  her  aunts,  proficien"  ^^ 
though  they  were  in  the  art.  But,  though  thej^^/7 
had  been  taught  to  understand  the  force  of  he*-^* 
temper,  never  did  it  come  upon  them  with  so  sbarjr^BZP 
and  pitiful  a  shower  as  after  the  discovery  had  beeurr^ 
made  of  her  sister's  flight.  On  a  sudden,  she 
turned  upon  them,  and  so  mauled  them  with  he 
tongue,  they  were  for  a  time  clean  dumbfounded^—** 
with  astonishment ;  nevertheless,  they  were  too^^0 
experienced  in  such  warfare  to  be  easily  beaten,  «* 


and  were  inwardly  ashamed  so  young  a  hand  should 
get  the  better  of  them,  even  for  a  moment ;  there- 
fore they  took  to  their  weapons  very  briskly,  in  the 
hope  of  quickly  silencing  their  rash  antagonist. 
Thereupon  ensued  a  terrible  din,  to  which  that 
confusion  of  tongues  which  existed  at  the  building 
of  the  Tower  of  Babel  was  harmony  in  comparison. 
Judith,  so  far  from  being  abashed  at  so  overpower- 
ing an  attack,  did  presently  meet  it  with  a  coun- 
tercharge so  furious,  it  swept  down  all  before  her. 
In  sooth,  she  raised  such  a  hurricane  of  words,  the 
three  scolds  were  one  and  all  fairly  driven  out  of 
the  field ;  and,  after  this,  ever  held  their  young 
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kinswoman  in  especial  respect,  looking  up  to  her 
with  much  the  same  sort  of  admiration  men  of  war 
regard  a  famous  commander. 

The  more  grave  among  the  burgesses  of  Strat- 
ford became  at  this  time  exceedingly  disturbed  by 
the  wild  pranks  of  a  young  kinsman,  from  London, 
of  Malmsey,  the  vintner,  who  was  called  Dick 
Quiney.  He  not  only  spent  his  money  prodigally 
in  roystering  with  divers  his  loose  companions,  to 
the  scandal  of  the  greybeards,  but  kept  the  whole 
town  in  a  continual  ferment  by  some  mad  prank  or 
another,  which  exceeded  all  things  in  audacity  and 
recklessness  the  longest  liver  amongst  them  had 
ever  heard  of. 

At  one  time  he  Would  cause  an  ass,  dressed  in 
the  robes  of  the  High  Bailiff,  to  be  found  taking 
the  bailiff's  place  in  the  Town  Hall ;  at  another, 
lie  would  so  change  the  signs  that  usually  hung  at 
the  burgesses'  doors,  that  every  one  had  something 
^8  different  as  possible  to  what  he  had  before,  which 
oft  had  some  satirical  meaning  in't,  of  which  the 
evitty  rogues  made  rare  sport.  There  was  a  bunch 
>f  grapes  seen  hanging  over  the  parson's  porch, 
^.nd  a  fleece  swung  before  the  lawyer's  5  the  apo- 
thecary's door  boasted  the  sign  used  by  the  fur- 
nisher of  funeral? ;  and  the  baker's  had  that  which 
belonged  to  the  dealer  in  bones,  chalk  and  the  like 
stores.     One  who  was  known  to  have  a  scolding 
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wife  found  his  house  decorated  with  the  sign  of  th^  -* 
good  woman — that  is,  a  woman  without  a  head  * 

and  another,  who  had  shewn  himself  deficient  in^  in 
courage,  was  similarly  pointed  at  by  a  board  befor^^-3* 
his  dwelling,  representing  a  white  hart.  In  brief^^^j 
there  was  never  a  day  passed  that  did  not  brii 
forth  some  freak  of  his  wanton  wit  at  the 
of  the  more  sober-minded  of  the  community. 

But  though  by  some  he  was  regarded  as  a  scandaUK-* 
to  the  place,  his  free  spirit  and  manly  bearing  made  « 
him  a  favourite  with  others.    He  affected  neither 
fineness  of  dress  nor  of  phrase,  though  his  well-knit  ^^* 
limbs  and  comely  visage  would  have  right  well     -*~ 
become  the  one,  and  his  ready  wit  might  not  have      ^^ 
turned  the  other  to  bad  account.   And  his  readiness       ^^ 
to  join  in  any  sport,  as  well  as  to  create  such  sport 
as  all  those  of  his  station  were  sure  to  flock  to,  made 
him  well  liked  of  many,  among  whom  be  sure  were 
Tommy  Hart  and  his  merry  partner,  and  their  con- 
stant associate  and  good  gossip  Jonas  Tietape,  who, 
by  the  way,  was  shrewdly  suspected  of  assisting  in 
most  of  the  jests  which  young  Quiney  played  upon 
the  grave  burgesses  of  Stratford.     In  the  kitchen 
of  the  jovial  hatter  he  was  a  frequent  visiter ;  and 
there,  often  after  the  gay  song  and   merry  tale, 
many  a  famous  scheme  had  been  devised  for  the 
furnishing  of  good  occasion  for  honest  mirth. 

One  night  they  were  all  together,  as  merry  as  so 
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many  crickets  in  a  clover- field.     The  batter  and 
the  vintner's  nephew  were  playing  at  tables,  with 
the  good-humoured  Joan  looking  on,  yet  occasion- 
ally casting  aside  her  eyes  to  watch  the  strange 
movements  of  Jonas,  who  was  balancing  himself  on 
two  chairs,  and  employing  other  strange  antics, 
much  to  the  diversion  of  herself  and  the  players, 
both  of  whom,  ever  and  anon,  forgot  their  game  to 
be  spectators  of  his  grotesque  antics.     There  was 
no  lack  of  converse  amongst  them,  but  it  looked 
not  to  be  of  the  very  gravest  import,  if  any  judg- 
ment of  it  could  be  drawn  from  the  mirth  it  ex- 
cited.   The  chief  source  of  this  was  the  laughing 
dame,  strongly  recommending,  to  the  young  bache- 
lor beside,  her  certain  honest  maids  of  her  acquaint- 
ance as  wives,  the  whole  of  whom  she  knew  to  be 
^s  little  to  his  taste  as  ugliness,  shrewishness,  age, 
or  folly,  could  make  them.     At  last,  she  seemed  to 
fix  upon  her  niece  Judith,  of  whose  exceeding  gen- 
tleness, quietness,  and  pleasantness  of  temper,  she 
expatiated  so  largely,  out  of  the  mischievousness  of 
tier  spirit,  that  he  looked  to  be  greatly  taken  with 
the  description,  and  swore  lustily  he  would  have 
laer,  come  what  would,  for  she  was  exactly  what  he 
'Wished  to  find  in  a  wife.    At  this  Tommy  Hart 
turned  his  head  on  one  side,  and  laughed  in  his 
sleeve. 

Then  the  merry  Joan  went  on  to  state  what  a 
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blessed  family  he  would  unite  himself  to,  particu- 
larly referring,  with  famous  imposing  words,  on  the 
marvellous  sweet  disposedness  of  her  three  ancient 
kinswomen :  —  how  singularly  homely  a  body  was 
Aunt  Gadabout  —  how  reserved  and  prudent  with 
her  tongue  was  Aunt  Prateapace — and  how  precious 
and  notable  a  peacemaker  was  Aunt  Breedbate. 
Thereupon  young  Quiney  answered  these  were  the 
very  sort  of  persons  he  would  most  desire  as  rela- 
tions.   At  hearing  this,  his  merry  host  could  contain 
himself  no  longer ;  and,  after  the  hugeness  of  his 
mirth  had  somewhat  abated,  he  undeceived  his; 
companion  as  to  the  characters  and  dispositions  of"""" 
the  damsel  and  her  intolerable  meddling,  marring,*^* 
mischief-making  kinswomen.     And  all  laughed  afc^ 
the  jest  that  had  so  cleverly  been  played  upon  him.    — 
They  very  cordially  congratulated  him  on  his  meet-    — 
ing  a  person  so  well  fitted  to  secure  his  happiness, 
and  assured  him  that,  if  his  heart  was  really  so  set      ' 
on  having  a  shrew,  he  might  be  certain  in  Mistress 
Judith  to  have  the  most  perfect  example  of  shrew- 
ishness of  which  all  Warwickshire  could  boast. 

"  Odds,  cat  o'  mountains  !"  said  he,  very  mer- 
rily. "  Be  she  ever  so  savage,  I  will  tame  the 
shrew,  I  warrant  you,"  and,  out  of  bravado,  would 
still  continue  in  his  humour  of  taking  her  to  wife ; 
and  the  tales  he  was  told  of  the  villanous  manner 
she  had  behaved  to  her  suitors  only  seemed  to  in- 
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flame  him  the  more.  He  seemed  to  like  the  con* 
ceit  of  wooing  such  a  tigress,  and  in  this  humour 
started  the  next  morning  for  Shottery. 

It  so  fortuned  that  Judith  had  that  morning 
chose  to  remain  at  home  whilst  her  mother  went  on 
some  errand  of  revelry  with  Aunt  Gadabout,  and 
was  sitting  in  the  kitchen,  earnestly  engaged  in 
spinning,  when  she  was  startled  by  a  loud  knocking 
at  the  outer  door.  Thinking  it  was  some  one  of 
her  acquaintance,  she  bade  them  enter,  though  in 
no  gentle  voice,  for  she  was  not  in  a  mood  to  be 
disturbed ;  but  this  mood  was  in  no  way  lessened, 
when  she  beheld  enter  a  young  fellow  with  a  coun- 
tenance and  manner  betaking  of  a  careless  im- 
pudency,  negligently  apparelled,  whom  she  knew 
slightly  by  sight,  but  more  by  report,  as  the  wildest 
roysterer  in  Stratford.  The  cloud  on  her  brow 
darkened  ominously  as  he  hailed  her  on  his  entrance 
in  intolerable  familiar  language,  and  made  to  salute 
her  with  a  huge  profession  of  passionate  gallantry. 
She  started  up  from  her  seat  with  no  less  indigna- 
tion than  amazement,  for  it  was  a  marvellous  thing 
for  any  man  to  offer  to  come  near  her,  much  less  to 
address  her  after  such  a  fashion. 

"Away  with  thee,  fellow  P  exclaimed  she,  in  a 
right  angry  pitch.  <c  On  what  fool's  errand  hast 
thou  come  here  ?     Get  thee  hence,  on  the  instant, 
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or  by  my  halidome  I'll  crack  thy  crown  for  thee, 
thick  as  it  is!" 

"  What  exquisite  music  ! "  exclaimed  young 
Quiney,  in  a  seeming  ecstasy.  "  Had  the  trees  and 
rocks,  that  were  so  moved  by  the  power  of  Orpheus, 
but  have  heard  thy  more  harmonious  voice,  they 
must  needs  have  reeled  again  in  the  infinite  sweet 
intoxication  of  its  too  absolute  charm  upon  the 
senses.  Permit  me  to  claim  a  faithful  servant's 
privilege " 

"  Hands  off,  knave !"  cried  Judith,  as  she  started 
back.     "  Nay,  by  the  rood  !   this  impudency  ex- 
ceedeth  ray  poor  patience.  Pry  thee,  have  done  witt*- 
it  straight,  or  I  will  give  thee  cause  to  repent  it  th^^ 
rest  of  thy  days." 

"  Deny  me  not,  fair  arbitress  of  my  destiny  V^^ 
continued  he,  putting  himself  into  all  manner  o^V 
extravagant  attitudes,  in  what  looked  to  be  the-^ 
likeness  of  a  courtly  lover,  only  the  homeliness  of"^ 
his  garb  made  it  seem  infinitely  ridiculous.     •*  My    - 
heart  is  overburthened  with  the  weight  of  my  ex- 
ceeding love  for  thee,  which  I  can  no  longer  con- 
tain in  pining  secrecy,  as  I  have,  O  light  of  my 
life,  for  so  long  a  time  past." 

"  Thy  heart  and  thee  may  go  hang  together," 
replied  the  damsel,  sharply.  "I  need  no  such  garb- 
age.   Thou  wilt  find,  I  tell  thee,  thou  hast  taken 
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the  wrong  sow  by  the  ear,  an  thou  comest  any  of 
thy  fool's  tricks  upon  me." 

"  The  greatness  of  my  passion  must  needs  find 
vent,  dear  heart/'  persisted  he.  "  Love  hath  such 
wondrous  potency,  nought  can  stay  him  in  his  fond 
career;  and,  having  such  food  to  feed  on  as  thy 
exquisite  beauty,  and  admirable  sweet  gentleness 
of  nature,  what  marvel  is  it  he  should  be  uncon- 
trollable, as  in  mine  own  case.  Matchless  example 
of  woman's  perfectness,  I  must  needs  do  thee  a 

pardonable  violence " 

"  Wouldst !"  cried  she  in  a  fury,  as  she  snatched 
up  a  rollingpin  that  was  nigh  at  hand.     "  I'll  par- 
don thee,  i'faith  !"    And  she  aimed  a  blow  at  him 
which,  had  it  taken  effect,  would  have  quenched 
the  fire  of  his  love  had  it  burned  ever  so  fiercely  5 
but  he  caught  her  wrist  ere  she  had  time  to  use  it, 
md,  despite  her  struggles,  not  only  deprived  her  of 
ker  weapon,  but  inflicted  the  violence  he  had  spoke 
of;  uttering,  all  the  whilst,  such  affectionate  decla- 
rations as  it  seemed  only  could  have  been  drawn 
from  the  most  thoroughly  enamoured  heart.     She 
l*roke  away  from  his  caress,  and,  in  a  very  mon- 
strous passion,  took  to  flinging  at  his  head,  with  a 
j>rodigal  store  of  abusive  and  contemptuous  epi- 
thets, every  sort  of  thing  within  her  reach,  that 
might  do  him  a  mischief;  but  he,  by  his  quickness, 
succeeded  in  escaping  all  harm,  and  continuing, 
vol.  11.  1- 
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in  the  same  loving  mood,  again  caught  her  in  his 
arms,  and  took  his  revenge,  malgre  all  her  kick- 
ings,  plungings,  and  cuffings,  till  he  was  content. 
It  was  terrible  for  her  to  be  so  foiled  ;  so  directly 
she  could  get  away,  her  first  effort  was  either  by 
taking  up  some  heavy  weapon  to  fell  him  to  the 
ground,  or  to  drive  him  out  of  the  place  by  means 
of  a  furious  shower  of  missiles ;  but  she  had  small 
profit  of  her  pains,  for  he  allowed  nothing  to  touch 
him,  and,  watching  his  opportunity,  soon  succeeded 
in  again  taking  that  freedom  which  did  so  enrage 
her. 

At  last,  thoroughly  exhausted,  and  panting  with 
her  long  and  violent  struggles,  with  a  heated  face, 
and  disordered  hair  and  dress,  she  threw  herself 
into  a  chair.  Seeing  which,  young  Quiney  sat  him- 
self familiarly  on  the  table  over-against  her,  anA 
pursued  the  gallantry  of  his  humour  in  his  speecl*» 
as  though  nothing  could  ruffle  him.     Judith  wa^ 
so  spent  by  her  exertions,  she  could  only  get  a  fe^^ 
words  out  now  and  then,  but  their  virulence  showed' 
the  greatness  of  her  spirit  was  in  no  way  diminished— 

u  Thou  art  an  insolent  knave  !    I  doubt  thy  tru^^ 
errand  is  to  rob  the  place." 

"  My  true  errand,  sweet  heart,  is  to  woo  thee." 

"  Woo  me  !  Ere  I  will  suffer  myself  to  be  wooed^ 
by  such  a  scurvy  rogue,  I'll  eat  my  fingers  by  way 
of  breakfast." 
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u  I  will  "not  only  woo  thee,  sweetest,  but  wed 
thee ;  and  that  shortly." 

"  Nay,  if  thou  dost,  I  will  let  thee  call  me  a 
snipe.  /  marry  such  a  lackfarthing  —  such  a 
ruffian  roystering  pickthank  ?  Why  thou  hast  no 
more  credit  than  wit,  and  as  little  honesty  as  either ! 
I  would  as  lief  marry  the  whipping-post,  for  it  could 
not  put  me  more  in  mind  of  all  manner  of  knavish- 
ness  and  ill-dealing." 

"  Nevertheless,  sweet  Judith,  be  assured  I  will 
marry  thee  and  none  other ;  and  I  doubt  not  at  all, 
out  of  the  absolute  affection  thou  dost  kindly  enter- 
tain for  me " 

'*  I  entertain  affection  for  such  a  worthless,  ill- 
behaved  knave  as  thou  art !     I  would  right  wil- 
lingly give  all  I  am  worth  in  this  world  to  see 
thee  have  thy  deserts  from  the  hands  of  the  hang- 
man." 

*'  Thou  wilt  shorten  the  time  of  my  wooing,  so 
that  I  may  take  thee  to  church  in  as  brief  a  space 
Ox  may  be  possible." 

Judith  bitterly  disclaimed  any  such  intention; 
nevertheless,  her  lover  continued  to  sit  with  his 
keels  dangling  under  the  table,  perseveringly  in- 
sisting on  the  wondrous  greatness  of  her  love  for 
him,  and  the  necessity  of  their  speedy  marriage, 
cuad  took  no  manner  of  heed  of  her  interruptions. 
fiut  whether  it  was  it  so  chanced  she  could  not  help 

l2 
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being  influenced  by  such  singular  behaviour,  or,  89 
she  sat,  had  time  to  scan  the  handsome  features 
and  well-knit  figure  of  her  determined  gallant, 
which  was  evident  enough  in  spite  of  his  rough, 
unhandsome  garments,  her  abuse  began  perceptibly 
to  be  less  violent. 

At  this  time,  her  aunts  Breedbate  and  Prateapace 
— who  had  hitherto  been  no  farther  off  than  the 
garden,  yet  were  engaged  in  so  violent  a  dispute 
they  had  heard  nothing  of  what  had  been  going  on 
in  the  kitchen — entered,  and  no  sooner  did  they 
spy  young  Quiney,  sitting  at  his  ease  so  famously, 
than  they  took  to  calling  him  to  task  in  the  severest 
language  they  had  at  their  commandment ;  during 
which  he  looked   them  quietly  in  the  face,  and. 
whistled  and  drummed  on  the  table  with  an  excess 
of  impudency  that  inflamed  their  rage  the  mor^*- 
His  mistress,  who  seldom  missed  an  opportunity  c^* 
defying  her  meddling  kinswomen,  was  drawn  mor"" 
towards  him  by  this  opposition  of  theirs  to  him 
yet  she  did  not  think  proper  to  interfere  in  th^  J 
matter. 

Aunt  Breedbate  and  aunt  Prateapace  now  be-^  - 
came  quite  furious,  and  in  a  torrent  of  villanou^^ 
language  bade  the  intruder  begone,  or  they  would^-3 
tear  his  eyes  out;  at  which  he  suddenly  jumped  f^ 
down,  and  putting  on  a  horrible  fierce  look,  he  ^ 
snatched  up  a  spit  that  was  hanging  above  the    ^ 
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chimney,  and,  levelling  it  at  them,  shouted  out  in  a 
most  murderous  voice : 

"  Ha !  dost  dare  attempt  such  sacrilege  as  to 
disturb  two  happy  lovers  ?  Nay,  then,  I'll  pin  thee 
to  the  wall  like  a  couple  of  cockchafers."  But  the 
sight  of  the  point  of  the  blade,  presented  in  so  for- 
midable a  manner,  was  enough  for  them,  and  ere 
you  could  count  one,  they  turned  tail  and  fled, 
shrieking  like  scalded  pigs,  into  the  garden,  in 
their  haste  stumbling  over  each  other  as  they  got 
to  the  threshhold. 

Judith  could  not  forbear  laughing  at  the  ridicu- 
lous fright  the  two  old  women  were  put  into— but 
there   were  other   laughers  besides  herself — for 
jroung  Quiney's  gossips,  Jonas  Tietape  and  Tommy 
Hart,  had  come  to  see  how  their  friend  fared  in  his 
wooing  of  the  terrible  shrew,  and  from  the  open 
door  had  been  spectators  of  it  from  first  to  last. 
^Jonas  was  so  pleased  with  the  conceit  of  the  cock- 
chafers, that,  whilst  his  companion  was  enjoying  his 
mirth,  he  commenced  before  the  house  a  series  of 
tumbles  with  all  his  might,  quite  forgetful  of  a 
young  terrier  he  had  got  in  each  pocket,  who  put 
*>ut  their  heads,  and  yelped  most  lustily  at  being 
strangely  turned  about. 

Judith's  lover  now  took  his  departure,  yet  with 
lany  famous  speeches  denoting  the  excess  of  his 
love,  and  the  intolerable  hardship  of  tearing  him- 
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self  away ;  but,  the  next  day,  after  watching  the 
absence  of  her  mother  and  aunts,  he  again  pre- 
sented himself  before  her,  and  a  like  scene  passed 
between  them,  with  this  difference,  that  she  did  not 
put  herself  in  so  tearing  a  passion,  nor  abuse  him 
quite  so  scurvily  as  she  had  done  the  day  before. 
The  truth  was,  her  mother  and  her  aunts,  hearing 
of  his  strange  visit  and  its  object,  did  declaim 
against  him  so  fiercely,  that,  out  of  sheer  opposition, 
as  was  her  wont,  she  took  up  the  cudgels  in  his  de- 
fence, and  swore  very  roundly  he  should  many 
her,  an  she  liked  it,  come  what  would.     Neverthe- 
less, when  he  repeated  his  visit  every  day,  assu- 
ming to  himself  the  appearance  of  one  who  is 
greatly  beloved,  she  was  frequently  exceeding  sharp 
upon  him ;  but  his  perseverance  won  so  upon  her^ 
that  at  last,  looking  to  be  in  a  great  rage,  she  pro — 
mised  she  would  marry  him,  that  she  might  be  th^^ 
better  able  to  punish  him  for  his  matchless  impu— -^ 
dency. 

In  this  humour  the  wedding-day  was  soon  fixed,^ 
but,  when  the  neighbours  came  to  hear  of  it,  there^ 
seemed  no  end  of  their  marvelling.  To  think  that^ 
Judith  should  find  a  husband  1  They  could  scarce  ^ 
believe  it  possible ;  and  that  so  reckless  a  fellow  as  -* 
Dick  Quiney  should  have  sought  out  a  helpmate  of  - 
Judith's  villanous  temper,  so  monstrous  looked  the  * 
union,  they  could  hardly  be  brought  to  believe  it. 
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The  matter  though  was  settled :  and  every  day  the 
disinclination  of  the  damsel  to  it  became  less  and 
less  evident;  in  truth,  she  could  not  but  admire 
the  spirit  with  which  her  lover  pursued  his  object, 
and  be  amused  with  the  extravagance  of  his  pro- 
fessions in  averring  the  prodigious  extent  of  her 
affection  for  him.  Ever  and  anon  she  broke  out 
into  sudden  rages,  but  these  latterly  had  come  at 
longer  intervals. 

The  wedding-day  approached,  and  she  deter- 
mining on  carrying  it  with  a  highland,  bid  all  her 
friends  to  the  ceremony,  and  got  together  as  much 
finery  as  she  could  to  grace  the  occasion.  Some  of 
her  acquaintance  affected  to  lament  her  so  casting 
of  herself  away ;  but  others  —  and  these  were  such 
as  had  had  most  knowledge  of  her  disposition  —  by 
this  time  had  assured  themselves  this  marriage  pro- 
mised to  be  a  good  riddance  of  her. 

The  wedding-day  arrived,  and  the  bride  and  all 
the  company  were  assembled  in  their  holiday  suits, 
ready  to  go  to  church.  Of  the  latter,  whatever 
might  have  been  their  thoughts,  their  visages  were 
as  pleasant  as  though  the  match  was  one  of  their 
own  contriving.  They  had  been  waiting  some 
time,  to  the  damsel's  infinite  impatience,  and  yet 
no  bridegroom  had  arrived.  Judith  began  to 
chafe  at  this  neglect,  and  her  brow  darkened,  and 
her  foot  beat  the  ground.    Still  no  bridegroom 
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came.  His  absence  began  to  be  marked,  and  whis- 
pers went  round,  which  the  bride  observed  not 
without  a  marvellous  increase  to  her  former  discon- 
tent.    For  a  time  she  managed  to  comfort  herself 
to  some  small  extent,  by  imagining  that  in  honour 
of  her  he  had  been  making  extraordinary  prepara- 
tions which  delayed  him,  and  in  a  brief  while  he 
would,  doubtless,  appear  at  the  head  of  a  gallant 
cavalcade,  all  in  new  suits,  got  ready  expressly  for 
the  occasion.    But,  as  time  passed,  and  still  there 
was  no  sign  of  him,  she  began  to  suspect  he  had  no 
intention  of  marrying  at  all,  and  only  cared  to  put 
her  to  this  public  shame. 

The  idea  of  it  so  galled  her,  that  she  was  about 
bursting  forth  in  a  horrible  tearing  rage,  to  sencL 
every  one  sans  ceremony  about  his  business,  when: 
she  heard  the  welcome  intelligence  of  his  comings- 
She  took  a  hasty  peep  at  the  casement,  to  observe    ^ 
the  brave  fashion  in  which  he  had  chosen  to  lead     - 
her  to  church,  but  words  of  mine  cannot  picture 
her  dismay,  indignation,  and  shame,  when  she  be- 
held him  approaching  on  foot  with  hasty  strides,    _ 
not  only  in  the  old  buff  jerkin  and  slops,  the  soiled 
boots,  and  the  worn  beaver,  she  had  ever  seen  on 
him,  but  so  covered  with  dust  from  head  to  foot, 
he  could  scarce  be  recognized.     Instead  of  the  gal- 
lant company  she  expected  with  him,  there  followed 
close  at  his  heels  the  well-known  figure  of  Jonas 
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Tietape,  in  a  similar  rude  suit,  making  the  most 
extravagant  strides  to  keep  pace  with  him  with  the 
heads  of  two  young  water-dogs  peeping  out  of  his 
pockets,  a  long  rusty  sword  at  his  side,  and  a  pair 
of  pistolets  in  his  belt 

Without  a  word  said,  young  Quiney  strode 
through  the  astonished  crowd  assembled  to  do  ho- 
nour to  his  nuptials,  and  the  woman's  tailor  quite 
as  indifferently  strode  after  him.  The  bridegroom 
stopped  before  the  enraged  and  humiliated  bride, 
and,  malgre  her  black  looks,  accosted  her  with  a 
familiarity  in  no  way  corresponding  with  the  time, 
and  in  a  voice  all  could  hear,  vowed  he  had  been 
playing  at  bowls,  and  had  nigh  forgotten  his 
appointment;  then,  hastily  turning  to  his  trusty 
squire,  who  had  assumed  a  very  owl-like  visage,  he 
inquired  whether  he  thought  not  bowls  an  exceed- 
ing pleasant  pastime  to  while  away  a  dull  hour  or 
so,  to. which  the  other  answered,  in  a  monstrous 
aggravating  voice :  —  "By  goles,  there  was  none 
such  in  his  estimation,  when  he  was  of  the  winning 
side,  and  the  tipple  was  good !" 

The  whole  assembly  looked  thunderstruck,  and 
the  bride  could  not  conceal  her  intense  mortifica- 
tion, but  time  pressed  so  closely,  it  admitted  of  no 
remonstrance  on  her  part ;  so,  comforting  her  loving 
nature  with  the  prospect  of  an  ample  revenge,  she 
allowed  herself  to  be  led  to  church,  her  lover  all 
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the  way  behaving  towards  her  as  though  he  had 
done  all  that  was  best  and  fittest,  and  that  she 
must  needs  be  satisfied  with  him  in  every  respect, 
and  occasionally  turning  away  from  her  to  ask 
some  question  about  the  game  he  had  been  playing, 
of  the  woman's  tailor,  who  chose  to  walk  in  the 
procession  a  little  way  behind  him.  Judith  felt 
disposed  to  have  brained  them  both,  so  horribly  in- 
dignant was  she  with  the  slights  that  had  been  put 
upon  her,  but  she  satisfied  herself  with  nursing  her 
wrath,  and  vowing  all  sorts  of  intolerable  retalia- 
tions. As  they  came  to  the  church-door,  Quiney 
turned  round,  and  reminded  his  companion  the 
steeds  would  be  wanted  at  such  a  time,  to  which 
the  other  answered :  —  "  The  noble  animals  should 
be  in  attendance  at  his  worship's  order." 

The  ceremony  proceeded,  every  one  marvelling^^ 
more  and  more  at  the  strange  behaviour  of  the*-^ 
bridegroom.     Judith  had  fancied  she  had  endured  J 
enough  affronts ;  but,  tfhen  the  priest  demanded  J 
"  who  gave  the  maid  away  ?"  and  Jonas  Tietape,    * 
puppy- dogs  and  all,  gravely  stepped  forward  to    * 
claim  that  office,  she  felt  ready  to  sink  into  the 
earth  with  vexation  ;  and  at  the  termination  of  the 
ceremony  she  relished  not  a  whit  the  more  the 
rough,  rude  manner  in  which  her  husband,  before 
all  the  people,  gave  her  a  salute  which  made  the 
church  ring  again,  and  hailed  her  as  Dame  Quiney, 
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after  such  boisterous  fashion  as  might  be  seen  only 
at  the  wedding  of  a  tinker.  She  seemed  over- 
powered with  this  villanous  usage.  No  one  con- 
gratulated her ;  for,  in  truth,  all  were  so  wonder- 
struck  they  knew  not  what  to  do  ;  and  she  pro- 
ceeded back  to  the  church-door  in  so  discontented 
a  state  of  mind,  she  had  resolved,  when  she  mounted 
on  one  of  the  "  noble  steeds*'  she  had  heard  would 
be  provided  to  take  her  to  her  husband's  home,  to 
ride  away  somewhere,  she  cared  not  whither,  so 
that  she  escaped  the  base  usage  to  which  she  had 
been  subjected. 

But,  whatever  had  been  her  discontent  hitherto, 
it  increased  to  a  pitch  beyond  all  toleration  when 
she  beheld  at  the  church-door  a  raw-boned,  wind- 
galled,  goose-rumped,  wall-eyed  animal,  that  seemed 
in  age  a  very  Methusalem  among  horses,  which, 
evidently  by  the  pillion  fastened  upon  him,  was  in- 
tended for  her  riding ;  and,  by  his  side,  was  a  half- 
starved  donkey  —  looking  as  miserable  as  though 
he  had  not  a  belly-full  since  the  day  he  was  foaled 
—  which  she  supposed  must  be  for  her  husband. 
At  the  very  sight  of  these  "  noble  steeds*'  she  held 
beck,  and,  fearing  she  could  have  no  better  con- 
veyance, she  flatly  refused  to  budge  a  foot  to  mount 
such  wretched  horseflesh. 

In  vain  the  bridegroom,  with  most  persuasive 
gentleness,  assured  her  that  she  could  not  reach  his 
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dwelling  in  any  other  way,  and  dilated  on  the 
matchless  qualities  of  the  horse,  relating  a  pedigree 
boasting  of  the  first  blood  in  the  kingdom.     She 
vowed  she  would  not  be  a  laughing-stock  to  her 
friends,  and  stoutly  determined  no  power  on  earth 
should  make  her  mount  so  sorry  a  beast.     At  this 
Quiney  himself  mounted  the  horse,  all  the  whilst 
giving    him    as   many   flattering   expressions   as 
though  he  were  an  Arabian  of  the  purest  descent, 
and  then  made  a  sign  to  his  gossip,  the  woman's 
tailor.    In  a  moment  Judith  found  herself  enclosed, 
in  two  powerful  arms,  raised  from  the  ground^ 
and,  in  the  next,  despite  her  struggles  and  cries^»- 
placed  on  the  pillion  by  the  side  of  her  husband— —~ 
Having  done  this  with  singular  dexterity,  JonaijJiffTBS 
mounted  the  donkey,  and,  amid  the  laughs  and 
shouts  of  the  spectators,  the  three  started  off. 

Finding,  in  physical  force,  she  was  no  match  for - 
him  into  whose  hands  she  had  fallen,  she  let  loose 
her  tongue,  and  did  so  bemaul  him  with  it,  such  a 
torrent  of  invective  was  surely  never  heard  before ; 
but  he  minded  it  not  a  jot,  every  now  and  then 
stopping  in  the  tune  he  was  whistling,  to  ask  her, 
with  a  marvellous  show  of  affection,  if  she  felt 
herself  perfectly  comfortable ;  or  turning  uncon- 
cernedly around  to  his  trusty  companion,  to  make 
some  pleasant  remark,  which  was  sure  to  elicit  a 
smart  rejoinder,  in  the  roughest  tone  voice  ever 
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had.  Her  surprise  at  this  indifferency  became 
much  lessened,  when  she  discovered  that  her  hus- 
band's ears  were  so  stuffed  with  cotton,  doubtless 
for  the  occasion,  that,  had  she  rated  him  in  ever  so 
high  a  key,  he  could  have  heard  no  more  than  one 
who  was  a  thousand  miles  off.  Finding  scolding  of 
no  avail,  she  grew  to  be  sulky,  and  would  answer 
no  questions  ;  but,  as  her  husband  seemed  careless 
whether  she  replied  or  not  to  what  he  said,  she  got 
but  small  satisfaction  from  her  silence.  All  this 
time  she  was  exceeding  curious  as  to  where  she 
was  going ;  but  it  did  not  appear  she  was  like  to 
have  any  information  very  speedily. 

In  a  few  hours  they  arrived  at  a  desolate-looking 
cottage  on  a  heath,  far  from  any  public  road.  She 
entered,  and  the  unpromising  outside  was  not  a 
false  foretoken  of  the  want  of  comfort  within.  In- 
deed it  did  so  lack  all  proper  accommodation,  that, 
forgetting  her  late  humour  of  sulkiness,  and  the 
small  likelihood  there  was  of  her  talking  to  any 
profit,  she  once  more  burst  out  into  the  most  over- 
whelming reproaches  and  abuse  till  she  remembered 
how  idle  was  all  matter  of  speech ;  then,  breaking 
forth  in  a  rage  to  be  so  foiled  and  unhandsomely 
used,  she  began  to  scatter  and  destroy  every  thing 
that  was  within  her  reach.  Much  did  she  marvel 
to  find  her  husband,  instead  of  checking  her  as  she 
expected,  not  only  encouraging  her  by  his  voice, 
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assisting  her  in  the  work  of  destruction,  and  with 
such  extraordinary  fury,  that,  in  a  brief  while, 
there  was  not  a  thing  of  any  sort  left  whole  in  the 
chamber.  Then  she  took  to  be  sulky  again,  and 
sat  herself  down  on  a  bench  fixed  against  the  wall, 
beating  her  foot  against  the  ground,  and  biting  the 
string  of  beads  she  wore  round  her  neck  with  a  pull 
which  looked  as  if  it  was  about  to  be  torn  asunder. 

Presently  the  woman's  tailor  made  his  appear- 
ance, and  he  and  the  bridegroom  began  jesting  with 
each  other,  seemingly  to  be  as  indifferent  of  her 
presence  as  though  she  was  a  stone.     From  this 
Jonas  Tietape  got  to  his  tricks — he  tumbled,  he 
juggled,  he  did  so  many  wonders  and  in  so  ludi- 
crous a  way,  that  Judith  found  herself  more  than 
once  unable  to  refrain  from  joining  in  the  hearty 
mirth  they  caused.     By  this  time,  vexed  to  tb^ 
heart  as  she  had  been,  she  could  not  help  feelin^^ 
unusually  hungry,  which  cannot  be  thought  singu   -" 
lar  when  it  is  known  she  had  scarce  ate  any  things 
the  whole  day,  and  had  had  a  long  ride  in  the  keen^* 
air.   It  was  now  getting  late,  yet  no  sign  of  a  meal^ 
had  appeared.     She  could  not  bring  herself  to  say**^ 
any  thing,  were  it  ever  so,  yet  she  would  have  been^ 
right  glad  to  have  had  an  opportunity  of  breaking  'S 
her  fast. 

Notwithstanding  her  hunger,  hour  after  hour    ~" 
passed  by,  and  yet  she  saw  no  means  of  satisfying 
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it.  Her  companions  continued  to  divert  themselves 
as  though  they  were  so  used  to  long  fasts  they 
cared  not  for  eating.  She  expected  no  abundance, 
nor  any  show  of  delicacies  where  she  was ;  but,  as 
the  time  passed  without  bringing  forth  the  slightest 
sign  of  diet  of  any  sort,  she  began  to  fear  she  was 
in  a  fair  way  of  suffering  all  the  horrors  of  starva- 
tion. To  her  great  relief,  an  old  woman,  with  a 
visage  like  a  dried  applejohn,  came  and  announced 
supper ;  and,  all  at  once,  her  husband  seemed  to 
grow  marvellous  attentive,  and  offered  his  arm,  with 
a  wonderful  affectionate  speech,  to  lead  her  to  the 
chamber  where  the  supper  was  laid.  She  did  not 
think  proper  to  accept  his  civilities,  but  she  rose 
and  walked  out  of  the  chamber  with  him,  as  other- 
wise she  would  have  been  left  alone  and  in  the  dark. 
She  passed  into  another  chamber— where  there  were 
a  few  stools  and  a  table — as  a  ragged  boy  was  serv- 
ing up  the  supper. 

The  place  was  mean  and  bare,  but  the  meal  gave 
her  even  less  satisfaction,  for  there  looked  not  to  be 
enough  for  one,  and  it  was  such  as  none  but  a  beg- 
gar might  have  been  content  with.  Judith,  how- 
ever, was  by  this  time  in  so  ravenous  a  mood  that 
she  was  willing  to  let  her  pride  wait  upon  her  hun- 
ger. The  meat  looked  stale  and  the  bread  hard  and 
dry,  but  she  felt  she  could  have  devoured  even  such 
poor  eating  with  a  fine  relish.     Such  relish,  how- 
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ever,  she  was  not  fated  to  enjoy ;  for,  on  a  sudden, 
as  the  bridegroom  was  paying  her  some  exceeding 
gallant  compliments,  his  eye  seemed  to  flash  at 
something  he  took  note  of  at  the  table,  and  he 
broke  out  into  the  most  ungovernable  fury  of  pas- 
sion eye  ever  beheld.  He  expressed  the  terriblest 
indignation  and  rage,  and  actually  seemed  to  foam 
at  the  mouth  as  he  denounced  the  omission  he  per- 
ceived.    There  were  no  custards ! 

Though  custards  seemed  as  out  of  place  among** 
such  miserable  odds  and  ends  as  the  table  afforded 
as  a  court  dame  in  a  lazar-house,  their  absence  v?** 
regarded  as  an  offence  not  to  pardoned.     In  v&& 
the  bride  urgently  affirmed  she  cared  not  for  c  *-**" 
tards;  in  vain  she  acknowledged  she  was  cont^u 
with  what  she  saw  before  her,  and  was  willing      ^ 
make  her  supper  of  it — her  husband,  increasing       l 
his  fury,  threw  the  viands  out  of  the  open  ca^^' 
ment,   kicked  over  the  table,   and,  taking  up 
three-legged  stool,  run  after  the  ragged  urchin- 
swearing  lustily  he  would  make  an  example  of  hiiL-^j' 
for  showing  such  neglect  towards  his  new-mad^ 
wife. 

The  woman's  tailor  had  disappeared,  so  that,  oi^^ 
the  departure  of  her  husband,  Judith  found  her-^ 
self  alone.     Great  as  was  her  spirit,  she  felt  some—^'^ 
what  alarmed  at  the  scene  of  outrageous  violence  " 
she  had  just  witnessed.     Her  appetite  was  gone ; 
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she  cared  not  now  for  partaking  of  the  goodliest 
banquet  the  world  could  produce ;  and  when  the 
old  woman  entered,  scarcely  able  to  speak  for  very 
fear,  the  few  exclamations  she  uttered  pointed  to 
matter  so  horrible,  she  begged  she  might  be  led  to 
her  chamber.  This  was,  readily  done,  and  the  old 
crone  did  not  leave  her  till  she  had  filled  the  mind 
of  the  young  bride  with  the  most  fearful  accounts 
of  the  terrible  furious  temper  of  her  husband  when* 
ever  he  met  with  any  sort  of  opposition.  In  other 
respects,  he  was  described  as  a  man  so  marvellously 
well  disposed,  any  woman  might  be  happy  with 
him  to  the  end  of  her  days;  but,  whenever  it 
chanced  he  was  crossed,  or  contradicted,  or  op- 
posed in  any  manner  whatsoever,  no  whirlwind  was 
so  fierce  as  his  wrath. 

Judith  locked  herself  in  her  chamber,  not  with- 
out a  secret  dread  the  door  might  presently  be 
Imrst  open,  and  herself  be  made  a  sufferer  from 
such  frantic  violence  as  she  had  witnessed.  Her 
meditations,  which  were  none  of  the  pleasantest, 
'were  frequently  disturbed  by  strange,  unnatural 
noises,  which  made  her  tremble  from  head  to  foot. 
She  did  not  dare  to  stir — she  could  not  attempt  to 
go  to  sleep ;  but,  from  hour  to  hour,  continued  to 
expect  to  be  involved  in  the  scene  of  uproar  which 
appeared  to  be  going  on  below. 

Little  did  she  fancy  that  her  husband  all  this 
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while  was  never  in  so  good  a  humour  all  his  life, 
and  that,  saving  a  few  minutes  passed  in  making 
for  her  sole  entertainment  the  unnatural  screeches 
that  so  frightened  her,  he  was  feasting  right  mer- 
rily from  a  bountiful  store  of  excellent  meats,  with 
his  fast  friend  and  counsellors,  Jonas  Tietape  aod 
Tommy  Hart,  and  kept  pledging  with  them  bum- 
per after  bumper  of  most  choice  Gascon,  to  "  The 
speedy  and  thorough  taming  of  the  Shrew." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

My  love  is  strengthened,  though  more  weak  in  seeming; 

I  love  not  less,  though  less  the  show  appear; 
That  love  is  merchandised  whose  rich  esteeming 

The  owner's  tongue  doth  publish  every  where. 

Shakspbarb. 

These  are  the  works  of  our  God,  whereby  he  would  admonish 
the  tyrants  of  this  earth,  that  in  the  end  he  will  be  revenged  of 
their  cruelty,  what  strength  soever  they  make  in  the  contrary. 

John  Knox. 

Regard  his  hellish  fall, 
Whose  fiendful  fortune  may  exalt  the  wise, 
Only  to  wonder  at  unlawful  things : 
Whose  deepness  doth  entice  such  forward  wits 
To  practise  more  than  heavenly  power  permits. 

Christopher  Marlowb. 

It  was  on  a  morning  of  matchless  beauty — the 
sky  being  all  around  of  a  clear,  intense  blue,  the 
soft,  warm,  voluptuous  air,  refreshed  by  its  close- 
ness to  the  sea,  which  looked  of  a  delicious  coolness 
and  transparency — that  a  small  ship,  of  that  sort 
called  a  pink,  was  seen  entering  the  Bay  of  Naples. 
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It  was  evident  she  had  no  warlike  intention,  from 
the  absence  in  her  of  any  thing  which  showed  a 
disposition  for  hostilities ;  nevertheless,  a  few  guns, 
well  placed,  gave  sure  sign  that  she  was  not  alto- 
gether unprepared  to  make  a  defence,  should  she 
be  attacked.     At  this  time,  however,  she  neither 
expected  nor  sought   to  use  such  weapons;   htf 
sails  were  spread  to  catch  the  breeze  that  was  gaiM 
wafting  her  to  her  destined  port ;  and  on  her  de<^ 
might  be  seen  several  curious  spectators  enjoyi'J^ 
the  lovely  prospect  that  opened  before  them. 

Prominent  amongst  them  there  stood  the  figu^--* 
of  one  in  his  full  manhood,  well  favoured  in  cou^-" 
tenance,  noble  in  figure,  handsomely  but  not  tc^* 
bravely  apparelled,  and  bearing  about  him  mantf^* 
other  marks  that  point  out  a  man  of  more  tha-^ 
ordinary  note  in  the  eye  of  the  world.    He  was  ad^^ 
dressing  a  youth  that  was  leaning  over  the  side  o<^ 
the  vessel,  and  by  his  manner  it  might  be  supposec^^ 
they  were  father  and  son,  had  not  the  deep  affec-  — 
tionateness  which  beamed  in  the  intellectual  coun —  J 
tenance   of  the   elder  one   been  mingled  with  a-^ 
respect  that  spoke  more  of  homage  due  to  superior  ^ 
rank.    The  younger  of  the  two,  though  the  natural 
graces  of  his  face  and  person,  set  off  as  they  were 
with  such  admirable  bravery  as  he  displayed,  might 
have  seemed  to  furnish  ample  proof  of  relationship, 
the  indifferency,  beyond  the  interests  he  could  not 
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help  feeling  for  the  objects  to  which  his  attention 
was  directed,  with  which  he  listened  to  the  speech 
of  his  most  eloquent  companion  as  he  pointed  out 
the  beauties  of  the  magnificent  scene  that  every 
moment  seemed  to  become  more  enticing,  was  suf- 
ficient assurance  he  was  no  son  of  his. 

Such,  in  truth,  was  the  case — the  former  being 
no  other  than  our  marvellous  sweet  Shakspeare,  and 
the  other  Master  William  Herbert,  the  Earl  of  Pem- 
broke's heir,  to  whom,  at  the  desire  of  one  whose 
slightest  wish  had  long  been  the  most  absolute  of 
laws,  he  was  now  travelling  to  the  principal  coun- 
tries of  Europe,  as  his  governor,  and  diligently  did 
he  endeavour  to  fulfil  satisfactorily  the  task  he  had 
undertaken.  He  strove,  by  all  means  in  his  power, 
to  make  the  mind  entrusted  to  him  acquire  what- 
ever of  knowledge,  or  the  love  of  it,  he  himself 
possessed ;  and  his  discourse  was  so  pregnant  with 
high  and  noble  truths,  that  often  the  rude  mariners 
that  chanced  to  be  within  earshot  of  him  stopped 
what  labour  they  were  about,  and  forgot  their 
business,  however  pressing  it  might  be,  as  they 
listened  to  his  wondrous  speech. 

Nor  was  it  done  less  lovingly  than  diligently. 
Indeed,  he  had  cheated  himself  into  no  common 
pleasure  in  the  conceit,  that  the  sumless  heaps  of 
love  he  might  not  feel  for  the  mpther,  he  could 
allow  himself  to  feel  for  the  son  as  her  repre- 
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sentative,  image,  and  second  self.     All  the  voyage, 
he  had  secretly  been  feeding  his  heart  with  the 
most  passionate  transports  for  his  young  namesake 
and  pupil ;  and  as  he  was  forced  to  conceal  as  much 
as  lay  in  his  power  the  idolatry  with  which  the 
youth  was  regarded  by  him,  and  yet  could  not  re- 
strain the  busy  world  within,  he,  at  every  convenient 
opportunity,  privily  committed  his  thoughts  and 
feelings  to  paper,  in  the  form  of  the  most  exquisite 
verse  poet  ever  writ.   This  practice  he  continued  for 
a  long  time  after.     Often,  when  he  had  been  strug- 
gling to  endure  outwardly  unmoved  the  coldness  & 
the  unconscious  inheritor  of  the  features  of  t*8 
noble  lady,  against  the  powerful  influence  of  wh***6 
excellences  he  had  so  long  and  vainly  struggle*** 
has  some  passionate  sonnet  expressed  and  eas^" 
the  fulness  of  his  overcharged  heart. 

But  this  excess  of  affection  rested  not  entirely* 
though,  in  sooth,  it  did  in  a  marvellous  great  mea- 
sure, on  the  grounds  here  stated,  for  he  would  fancy 
at  times  that,  had  his  loved  Hamnet  lived,  he  would 
have  been  just  6uch  another  goodly  youth  to  look 
on  as  Master  Herbert,  and  thereupon  he  would 
mingle  the  gallantry  of  his  devotion  to  the  repre- 
sentative of  the  best  and  loveliest  lady  of  her  age, 
with  the  touching  earnestness  of  that  fathomless 
love  with  which  he  had  been  wont  to  look  on  the 
sweetest  worthiest  son  fond  father  ever  had. 
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Whilst  he  was  talking,  one  who  looked  to  be  the 
captain,  a  sturdy  Englishman,  who  knew  well  the 
country  he  was  sailing  to,  joined  the  group,  and, 
in  answer  to  Master  Shakspeare's  praise  of  the 
smiling  Eden  from  which  he  had  been  drawing 
such  infinite  contentation,  he  launched  out  into 
very  sharp  abuse  of  it,  vowing  that  it  harboured 
so  many  who  lived  by  spoiling  and  murdering  all 
such  as  came  in  their  way,  that  the  place  was  clean 
unfit  for  a  Christian  to  live  in.  In  proof  of  what 
he  advanced,  he  spoke  of  a  noted  brigand  called 
Zingano— who  had  lately  infested  those  parts — a 
captain  of  wandering  Bohemians,  who  had  made 
himself  a  terror  to  the  whole  neighbourhood,  by 
plundering  travellers  and  attacking  and  carrying 
off  to  their  secret  caves  any  one  in  their  reach  who 
could  pay  a  tempting  price  for  his  ransom,  making 
short  work  of  such  as  they  could  not  make  a  market 
of.  This  intelligence  did,  in  some  measure,  damp 
the  pleasure  Master  Shakspeare  felt  in  observing  so 
fair  a  scene  ;  but  much  time  was  not  allowed  him 
for  the  entertainment  of  his  disappointment,  for, 
by  this  time,  the  pink  had  entered  so  far  into  the 
bay,  that  the  anchor  was  let  go,  and  preparations 
made  for  an  immediate  landing. 

Master  Shakspeare's  party  consisted  of  himself 
and  young  Herbert,  and  the  former's  faithful 
serving-man,  Simon  Stockfish  j  with  them  came  an 
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aged  mariner,  of  a  wild,  unnatural  aspect,  whose 
exceeding  taciturnity  —  for  he  seemed  to  open  his 
lips  to  none — was  so  much  to  the  humour  of  Simon, 
that  he  engaged  him  to  attend  his  master  on  shore, 
and  help  take    charge    of  the  luggage.     They 
reached  the  landing-place  without  any  hindrance 
or  difficulty,  and  soon  were  in  the  streets  of  Naples, 
to  the  vast  content  of  Master  Herbert,  who  seemed 
to  admire  hugely  every  thing  out  of  the  ordinary 
that  met  his  observation.     His  governor  failed  not 
to  direct  his  attention  to  what  was  most  worthy  of 
note,  but  he  looked  too  pleased  with  the  aspect  of 
all  that  met  his   gaze   to  heed  much  what  ^s 
said. 

In  the  house  in  which  they  presently  took  BP 
their  lodging  they  were  so  fortunate  as  to  xO^ 
with  a  person  ready,  for  a  fitting  reward,  to  "° 
them  all  good  services  in  showing  them  whate^er 
in  the  city  was  considered  worthy  of  observation. 
But  all  the  talk  of  Naples  then  was  of  Vesuvius,  for 
it  was  generally  believed,  from  certain  signs,  that 
an  eruption  in  that  fiery  mountain  would  soon  dis- 
play itself.  Great  alarm  seemed  to  exist  amongst 
the  Neapolitans  on  this  subject ;  and  they  who  had 
property  lying  in  the  direction  it  was  expected  the 
burning  lava  would  take,  were  busily  devising  all 
sorts  of  idle  schemes  for  the  saving  of  it. 

Master  Shakspeare  determined   to  ascend   the 
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mountain,  that  his  youthful  charge  might  see  one 
of  the  most  marvellous  of  the  deep  mysteries  of 
nature,  yet  no  sooner  was  this  known  than  many 
friendly  attempts  were  made  to  dissuade  him  from 
it.  The  most  horrible  accounts  were  given  of  the 
danger  there  must  be  in  making  the  ascent  at  such 
a  period ;  added  to  which  there  were  awful  stories 
told  him  of  the  atrocities  of  the  terrible  Zingano 
and  his  band,  whose  haunts  were  in  the  very  part 
of  the  mountain  along  which  they  must  proceed. 
These,  however,  took  little  effect  on  him.  He 
caused  preparations  to  be  immediately  made  for 
attempting  the  ascent ;  and,  in  case  he  might  be 
molested  by  the  brigands,  all  his  party  went  well- 
armed,  and,  for  further  security,  he  took  with  him, 
in  addition  to  the  usual  guides,  a  strong  escort  of 
the  town-guard. 

Simon  Stockfish  appointed  his  new  acquaintance 
to  help  him  in  carrying  whatever  might  be  required 
during  the  expedition  ;  for,  though  old,  he  did  not 
look  as  if  he  lacked  strength,  and  there  was  some- 
thing in  the  sternness  of  his  glance  that  satisfied 
Simon,  in  case  of  danger  he  would  stand  on  his 
defence  right  sturdily.  He  therefore  was  properly 
armed,  and  took  his  place  in  the  party. 

They  left  Naples,  and  proceeded  in  the'direction 
of  the  burning  mountain,  Master  Herbert's  gover- 
nor very  much  lightening   the  way  for  him  by 
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pleasant  and   profitable   discourse    touching  the 
nature  and  history  of  volcanos ;  thence  proceeding 
to  notice  the  wondrous  mischiefs  they  had  done, 
more  especially  the  destruction  of  the  cities  of 
Pompeii  and  flerculaneum  by  showers  of  red  hot 
cinders  —  this  brought  him  to  speak  of  Pliny  and 
his  miraculous  escape  from  the  terrible  fete  that 
overtook  the  inhabitants  of  those  cities,  and  then 
he  followed  on  with  later  eruptions,  eliciting,  by 
apt  questions  from  the  guides,  full  particulars  of 
what  had  happened  in  their  experience ;  and  thence 
arose  sundry  narratives  of  the  phenomena  Vesuvius 
exhibited,  descriptions  of  the  destruction  caused  by 
the  progress  of  the  burning  fluid,  and  certain  mar- 
vellous escapes  of  the  country   people  from  the 
scorching  and  consuming  element. 

There  was  no  great  difficulty  in  passing  fro© 
this  subject  to  the  brigands,  and  there  followed  an 
abundance  of  stories  of  their  daring  and  savageness, 
in  which  different  captains  of  them  were  made  the 
heroes  ;   but,  in  especial,  there  was  great  mention 
of  Zingano,  who,  according  to   all  accounts,  in- 
finitely exceeded  in  audacity,  courage,  and  fierce- 
ness, the  most  celebrated  of  his  villanoos  brethren. 
Some  spoke  of  him  as  a  devil  incarnate,  not  satisfied 
with  plundering  all  who  fell  in  his  way,  he  was 
merciless  as  an  enraged  tiger  to  such  as  he  took 
offence  at ;   others  magnified  his  prowess  to  what 
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was  far  beyond  the  ordinary,  and  touched  upon 
instances  he  had  afforded  of  succour  to  the  dis- 
tressed. Then  came  such  accounts  of  his  life  as 
would  have  sufficed  all  the  heroes  of  the  table  round. 
No  romance  was  ever  so  marvellous,  no  ballad  so 
full  of  strange  adventure.  Nevertheless,  the  guides, 
one  and  all,  seemed  deeply  impressed  with  the 
truth  of  the  most  incredible  of  such  accounts,  and, 
if  need  were,  would  have  borne  testimony  of  their 
faithfulness. 

My  Lord  of  Pembroke's  heir  appeared  to  take 
but  little  heed  of  these  narratives,  as  though  he 
looked  on  them  as  old  wives'  fables,  unworthy  of 
the  attention  of  a  youth  of  noble  blood. 

His  worthy  governor  had  marked  this  indif- 
ferency  to  matters  of  more  moment,  and  not  with- 
out some  slight  disquietude.  He  would  put 
himself  right  earnestly  to  exalt  his  scholar's  mind 
to  nobler  perceptions.  With  the  deep  interest  in 
him  he  could  not  help  feeling,  no  wonder  his  coun- 
cils sometimes,  spite  of  his  efforts  to  conceal  how 
much  his  heart  was  in  his  task,  looked  to  be  of  a 
warmer  character  than  the  situations  of  the  parties 
seemed  to  warrant ;  but  the  coldness  with  which 
such  manifestations  were  invariably  regarded,  never 
(Sailed  quickly  to  bring  him  back  to  a  proper  state  of 
self-control.  It  was  a  hard  task  for  him  to  look  on 
the  living  image  of  the  noble-hearted  woman  to 
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whom  so  large  a  portion  of  his  best  thoughts  had 
been  dedicated,  with  the  unconcern  of  one  who  hath 
but  a  dependant's  interest ;  but  it  was  harder  still 
when  the  tender  impulses  which  were  struggling 
in  his  breast  made  themselves  visible,  to  find  them 
met  by  the  proud  wondering  of  a  haughty  spirit 
that  considers  kindness  so  shown  as  savouring  of 
nothing  so  much  as  of  a  presumption  that  he  is 
bound  to  check  by  every  way  in  his  power. 

This  time  the  behaviour  of  his  youthful  charge 
had  struck  him  more  powerfully  than  on  any  pre- 
ceding occasion,  but  he  dissembled  as  well  as  he 
might,  and  pursued  his  way  up  the  mountain,  con- 
versing in  his  ordinary  cheerful  manner  with  the 
guides.     The  path  now  began  to  be  a  troublesome 
one,  the  soil  being  composed,  for  the  most  part,  °* 
cinders  and  lava,  which  made  an  exceeding  lo086 
footing,  so  that  each  one  of  the  party  was  for^ 
to  look  carefully  to  his  own  progress. 

Young  Herbert,  with  an  active  guide,  ligbW 
and  rapidly  led  the  way ;  he  was  followed  closely 
by  Master  Shakspeare,  who  anxiously  kept  up  with 
him.  At  a  little  distance  followed  Simon  Stock- 
fish, silently  entertaining  numberless  doubts  as  to 
the  advantage  of  all  this  arduous  climbing,  and 
considering  whether  some  fine  stroke  of  policy 
could  not  be  hit  upon  whereby  such  dangers  as 
seemed  most  imminent   might  be  diverted  from 
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his  good  master.  Simon  had,  close  at  his  hand, 
the  old  seaman  from  the  Pink,  carrying  a  basket, 
and  though  he  seemed  to  have  a  friendly  feeling 
towards  him,  he  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  com- 
municate his  good  wishes ;  and  as  for  the  other, 
there  could  be  little  question  he  was  in  a  like  hu- 
mour, for  he  scarcely  so  much  as  opened  his  mouth 
all  the  way.  After  them  came  other  guides,  and 
the  escort  followed  at  a  convenient  distance.  It 
appeared  as  though  nothing  was  so  plain  as  the 
unnecessarine8s  of  the  latter,  for  there  existed  not 
in  the  neighbourhood  the  slightest  sign  of  living 
creature  of  any  sort ;  the  wild  and  desolate  scene 
would  not  have  accorded  ill  with  groups  of  savage 
banditti,  but  there  was  no  evidence  of  any  such 
thereabouts. 

They  had  climbed  so  far  that  their  nearness  to 
the  volcano  might  easily  be  judged  by  the  sulphu- 
reous fumes  that  pervaded  the  air,  and  by  certain 
rumblings  and  shakings  in  the  belly  of  the  moun- 
tain. At  last  the  atmosphere  appeared  to  be  gra- 
dually getting  darker,  and  the  rumblings  did  so 
increase  as  to  shake  the  ground  beneath  their  feet. 
Whereupon  the  guides  wore  a  monstrous  serious 
aspect,  and  did  affirm,  with  singular  earnestness, 
these  signs  portended  a  speedy  eruption,  and  that 
all  were  in  singular  jeopardy,  from  which  there  was 
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no  likelihood  of  escaping,  unless  they  met  with  very 
marvellous  good  fortune. 

The  gloomy  colour  of  this  intelligence  Master 
Shakspeare  liked  not  at  alL    But  not  on  his  own 
account  was  it  so  little  pleasing  to  him,  for  he  was 
not  of  a  spirit  to  heed  his  own  convenience  or  safety 
in  a  case  of  common  danger,  but  he  could  not  help 
certain  uneasy  thoughts  of  the  infinite  responsibility 
he  had  taken  on  himself  in  leading  his  young  charge 
into  a  situation  so  fraught  with  peril.     The  life 
of  one  in  whom  the  nature  he  so  devotedly  wor- 
shipped seemed  part  and  parcel,  was  very  far  dearer 
than  his  own,  and  he  trembled  to  think  of  the  con- 
sequences, should  aught  of  evil  befal  him.     But 
Master  Herbert  would  not  hear  of  any  retreating. 
He  treated  the  prognostications  of  the  guides  as 
statements  worthy  of  no  credit,  and  being  exceeding 
curious  to  see  the  crater,  he  bade  all  push  on  with** 
out  an  instant's  loss ;  and,  attended  by  his  guides  - 
briskly  led  the  way.   His  worthy  governor  followec^- 
with  all  the  speed  possible,  and  his  faithful  serving — *~ 
man,   with   his  desperate  -  looking  associate,    dic0- 
their  best  to  keep  near  at  hand.     The  rest  earned 
straggling  on  at  their  leisure. 

With  all  the  activity  displayed  by  the  foremost, 
their  progress  was  slow,  and  not  unattended  with 
danger.  Frequently  did  their  legs  sink  so  deep 
into  the  hot  cinders,  their  only  footing,  that  it 
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looked  as  if  they  were  to  be  swallowed  up  in  that 
treacherous  soil.    A  guide  was  engaged  in  pointing 
out  to  the  travellers  the  course  of  the  last  stream 
of  burning  lava  which  had  poured  down  the  sides 
of  the  volcano,  when,  on  a  sudden,  there  came  a 
terrible  explosion,  that  seemed  to  deafen  all  who 
heard  it,  which  was  followed  by  the  shooting  up 
from  the  crater  of  an  immense  pillar  of  burning 
stones  and  ashes,  that  fell  on  the  other  side  of  the 
mountain,  in  a  mass  that  would  soon  have  annihi- 
lated a  city.     Presently  this  black  pillar  turned 
into  one  of  fire,  spouting  up  to  an  immeasurable 
lieight,  in  the  midst  of  which  were   seen   huge 
masses  of  rock  thrown  up,  as  though  shot  out  of  a 
££reat  cannon,  which   fell   thundering   down    the 
wdes  of  the  volcano,  splitting  into  fragments  as  they 
*ell. 

Scarcely  had  this  terrible  eruption  commenced, 
^vrhen  the  leaders  of  the  party  had  reached  a  sort 
of  shelf  or  platform  overlooking  the  crater,  whence 
the  fearfullest  sight  broke  on  them  eye  ever  saw. 
The  mountain,  like  an  enormous  monster,  continued 
to  belch  out  immense  volumes  of  fire  and  flame,  that 
reached  a  height  at  which  the  eye  ached  to  follow 
it,  and  it  broke  in  a  resistless  flood  that  went  boil- 
ing, hissing,  and  scorching,  down  the  side  of  the 
mountain,   and  into  the  valley  beneath,  threat- 
ening the  destruction  of  all   the   orchards,  gar- 
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dens,  and  villages  that  lay  in  the  direction  it < 
taking. 

Master  Shakspeare  could  not  forbear  shuddering 
as  he  remembered  that  a  change  in  the  wind  might 
bring  upon  the  heads  of  his  party  the  whole  power 
of  this  consuming  inundation.  He  could  not  suf- 
ficiently marvel  at  the  sublimity  of  the  spectacle 
before  him;  but,  attractive  as  it  was,  he  would 
have  given  all  he  was  worth  in  the  world  to  have 
got  his  charge  at  that  moment  some  fifty  miles 
off. 

A  new  danger  threatened  him  much  more  immi- 
nent than  the  one  he  had  such  dread  of,  from  which 
there  appeared  to  be  no  escape.     Whilst  all  eyes 
were  directed  to  the  huge  mouth  of  the  burning 
mountain  vomiting  such  prodigious  volumes  offing 
one  of  the  guides,  in  accents  of  terror,  cried  out 
"  Zingano  !  Zingano  !"  and  all  turning  at  that  i§^ 
stant  discovered  a  tall  stout  bandit,  with  a  darka^vj 
savage  aspect,  well  armed  with  sword  and  d*gt*^ 
pistolet,  and  arquebus,  within  a  few  yards  ef  ^w     ^  ^ 
on  the  same  ledge  of  the  mountain,  whilst  ^^V| 
various  eminences  that  overlooked  them,  ^y^    \>. 
several  of  a  like  threatening  appeaiau^j^^v^ 
pieces  were  pointed  at  them  with  matcl^^  N^^v* 
much  as  to  say  if  they  stirred  they  *^v/*^\^^     . 
than  so  many  dead  men.    Resistant  <w^^         v 
they  had  advanced  so  expeditio\^^\ .  » 
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their  lagging  escort  behind  them,  at  a  distance  too 
far  off  to  know  the  strait  they  were  in,  or  to  be 
able  to  render  them  any  assistance. 

Zingano  suffered  not  his  victims  to  have  much 
time  for  reflection,  or  to  mistake  his  intentions. 
With  a  monstrous  loud  and  insolent  voice  he  bade 
the  party  deliver  their  purses  and  all  they  had 
about  them  of  value,  threatening  speedy  death 
delayed  they  a  moment  in  doing  his  bidding.  Had 
assistance  not  been  so  near,  they  would  have  been 
stripped  at  once  and  carried  off  captive,  but  the 
object  was  to  get  what  booty  they  could  easiest 
obtain  and  quickest  depart  with. 

Seeing,  whichever  way  they  looked,  a  horrible 
cut-throat  visage  peering  at  them  from  the  further 
end  of  a  tube,  that  in  a  moment  or  so  could  put  a 
ball  through  their  heads,  without  a  chance  of 
escape,  they  took  to  getting  ready  what  was 
wanted  of  them  as  speedily  as  was  possible.  Even 
Simon  Stockfish  was  so  taken  by  surprise,  he  pre- 
pared to  deliver  all  he  possessed  without  aiming  at 
a  single  stroke  of  policy,  either  for  his  worthy 
master  or  for  himself. 

All  at  once  there  came  a  cry  from  one  of  their 
own  party — or  rather  a  shriek  of  exultation  such 
as  a  savage  Indian  might  be  supposed  to  make  at 
the  sight  of  an  enemy  in  his  power,  and,  turning 
to  whence  it  came,  how  greatly  did  they  marvel 
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at  seeing  the  aged  seaman  whom  they  had  taken 
from  the  Pink  to  help  them  in  the  ascent,  leap 
before  them  all  with  the  quickness  of  a  deer,  and 
armed  only  with  a  long  knife  confront  the  captain 
of  the  bandits.  The  recognition  was  evidently 
mutual — a  cry  of  terror,  involuntarily  as  it  were, 
burst  from  the  lips  of  Zingano,  better  known  to  the 
reader  as  Black  Sampson,  as  he  heard  the  ciy  of 
"  Blood !  blood  !"  hissed  into  his  ears.  He  saw 
at  a  glance  that  the  eyes  which  were  piercing 
through  him  were  those  of  the  old  shepherd,  whose 
gallant  son  he  had  so  ruthlessly  slain. 

With  a  mighty  effort  he  suddenly  sought  to 
nerve  himself  for  a  deadly  encounter  with  his  re- 
morseless pursuer,  and  swaying  with  bis  vigorous 
arm  by  the  end  of  the  barrel,  the  weapon  he  held 
in  his  hand,  he  sought  to  crush  him  at  a  blow. 
Ere  it  descended,  however,  the  shepherd  bad  leaped 
upon  him,  and  his  knuckles  were  at  his  throat:  then 
commenced  a  most  fearful  struggle— not  only  fro® 
the  deadly  rage  which  animated  the  breasts  of  each 
with  equal  degree,  but  from  the  perilous  place  in 
which  the  conflict  was  carried  on. 

They  stood  only  within  a  few  feet  of  the  spout- 
ing gulf  of  fire,  the  intense  heat  of  which  becafltf 
hardly  possible  to  breathe  in,  and  for  their  footing 
they  had  a  loose  soil  of  cinders  and  lava  that  crutf* 
bled  at  the  slightest  tread.     Nevertheless,  each 
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looked  only  to  his  enemy,  thought  only  of  his 
enemy,  and  in  such  looking  and  thinking  had  but 
one  object — his  quick  and  utter  destruction.  No 
weapons  were  used,  there  was  no  time  to  employ 
them ;  it  appeared  as  though  the  first  thing  sought 
was  by  mere  strength  to  overpower  the  other,  and 
then  dispatch  him. 

The  old  shepherd  had  got  a  good  grip,  and  he 
held  on  like  grim  death.  The  bandit  put  forth 
every  muscle  to  free  himself,  but  with  little  avail, 
and  his  companions  would  readily  have  put  a  bullet 
through  his  antagonist,  did  not  the  constant  twist- 
ing and  turning  of  the  combatants  make  a  sure 
aim  impossible.  Some  would  have  come  to  their  cap- 
tain's assistance,  but  the  ledge  where  they  stood 
was  so  narrow,  from  a  part  of  it  having  just  given 
way,  that  another  could  not  get  there  without  in- 
curring a  very  horrible  risk,  and  they  also  thought 
that  the  old  man  was  not  strong  enough  to  be  a  fit 
match  for  their  famous  leader. 

Apparently  without  knowing  it,  they  were  gra- 
dually nearing  the  brink  of  the  crater,  the  ashes 
sunk  beneath  their  pressure,  and  fragments  of  the 
ledge  continued  to  break  off  and  fall  into  the  fiery 
mass  now  boiling  and  raging  so  awfully  near  them. 
Still  neither  relaxed  in  his  endeavours — neither 
thought  of  the  horrors  of  his  position.     Each  had 
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contrived  to  get  one  arm  fixed  as  in  a  vice  roun<^ 
the  other's  waist,  and  the  gipsy  was  intent  oJ^ 
drawing  the  other  away  from  the  grasp  it  haA^ 
to  seize  a  weapon ;  but  to  keep  such  advantage  a^^ 
he  had,  he  was  fain  to  hold  on  and  continue  hi^^ 
fierce  struggling  and  wrestling.    At  last,  with ' 
quickness  of  lightning,   he  snatched  the 
from  his  girdle ;  but  in  the  very  act  of  uplifting^^S 
it,  he  was  carried  off  his  feet  by  a   tremendoua^^^ 
exertion  of  the  old  man,  who,  with  a  fierce  shriek  ^^ 
of  horrible  laughter,  leaped  with  him  in  his  arms  «^^ 
into  the  boiling  flood. 

The    horror-struck   spectators   saw   them    dis-   

appear,  and  the  next  instant  they  rose  a  whitened  -^E 
shapeless  mass  in  the  midst  of  an  enormous  spout  -^^ 
of  boiling  lava,  that  rose  like  a  fiery  torrent  into  «^= 
the  sky;  then  they  fell  back,  and  in  a  thought —^ 
became  indistinguishably  commingled  with  the  -  n 
flaming  ingredients  in  that  terrific  caldron. 

By  this  time   the  escort  had    approached 
near,  that  the  companions  of  Zingano, 
by  the  spectacle  they  had  witnessed,  disappeartf^K 
as  speedily  as  they  could,  but  not  without  one  oe=— 
two  shots  being  fired  at  them,  which,  however,  i*^ 
is  believed  did  no  great  damage.     The  travellers 
had  seen  enough  of  the  burning  mountain,  and  n<^ 
one  seemed  disinclined  to  resist  the  wishes  of  th? 
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leader  of  the  party  to  get  back  to  Naples,  before  a 
change  in  the  wind  made  their  fate  scarcely  less 
terrible  than  that  of  the  murderer  and  the  avenger 
of  his  crime. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


His  countenance  wu  a  civil  wur  it* df, 
And  all  hi*  host  bad  standing  iu  their  looks 
The  pale  new  of  the  death  that  wit  to  come. 

Bev  Joheom* 

The  Ut  eovereth  one  half  of  this  patrimony  of  man,  whereof 
God  set  him  in  possession  when  he  said,  •*  Replenish  the  earth 
aud  subdue  it,  and  have  dominion  over  the  fish  of  the  sea,  and  over 
the  fowl  of  the  air,  and  over  every  living  thing  that  moveth  upon 
the  earth."  Thus  should  man  at  once  lose  half  his  inheritance,  if 
the  art  of  navigation  did  not  enable  him  to  manage  this  untamed 
beast,  and,  with  the  bridle  of  the  winds,  and  saddle  of  his  shipping, 
to  make  him  serviceable. 

Purchas,  his  Pilgrimage. 

It  was  about  the  midwatch,  in  a  serene  night,  a 
gallant  pinnace  might  have  been  seen  cleaving  her 
way  through  the  waves  of  that  highroad  to  great 
adventures  commonly  called  the  Spanish  Main.  To 
a  sailor's  eye,  she  was  as  fair  a  craft  to  look  on  as 
might  be  seen  any  where  on  the  wide  ocean,  bravely 
appointed  with  warlike  stores,  and  manned  with  a 
valiant  company  of  daring  adventurers,  most  of 
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>m  were  as  careless  of  life  as  though,  in  their 
tnation,  it  was  not  worth  a  pin's  fee.  A  famous 
tt  was  it  to  see  the  good  ship,  "The  Little  Wolf," 
>ering  over  the  foaming  billows  that  ofttimes 
ed  their  huge  crests  as  though  to  topple  her 
n  headlong  —  in  sooth,  it  was  an  admirable 
ily  sight :  yet  there  were  some  persons  to  be 
with  who  misliked  it  hugely ;  they  could  not 
r  the  gallant  pinnace  so  much  as  named  without 
g  terribly  moved,  and  to  get  sight  of  her,  no 
ter  how  strongly  furnished  they  might  be  for 
,  they  instantly  fell  into  a  deadly  fear, 
'hese  were  no  other  than  the  Spaniards  inhabit- 
those  coasts,  or  that  had  occasion  to  voyage  in 
e  seas ;  and  the  reason  of  their  monstrous  fear 
that  this  same  ship  was  known  far  and 
amongst  them  as  the  terriblest  scourge  to  all 
leir  country  the  liveliest  imagination  could  con- 
$.  The  crew  were  looked  upon  as  a  sort  of 
ing  devils,  and  their  captain  it  was  thought 
1  be  no  other  than  the  arch-fiend  himself. 
e  she  had  first  appeared  on  that  coast,  it  was 
lerful  the  damage  she  had  brought  upon  them ; 
trongest  places  and  the  powerfullest  ships  were 
i>  avail  against  the  unnatural  fierce  valour  of 
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those  on  board  of  her  :  they  were  stormed  awV 
sacked  in  an  incredible  short  space  of  time,  and- 
those  who  attempted  opposition  grievously  hurt,  o^~ 
slain  outright. 

This  captain  was  known  on  the  coast  as  "  the-" 
devil -Englishman,"  England  having  been  his  birth- 
place, as  it  was  reported  ;  but  it  was  more  generally 
believed  he  was  a  native  of  a  much  warmer  place 
rumour  described  after  divers  horrible  fashions; 
some  giving  out  that  he  was  infinitely  beyond  the 
ordinary  stature  of  man,  with  a  wild,  inhuman 
countenance,  the  nostrils  whereof  had  been  seen  to 
breathe  fire,  as  several  credible  witnesses  could  tes- 
tify, and  that  he  was  of  a  most  savage  appetite, 
loving  to  pamper  his  delicate  stomach  on  nothing 
so  much  as  a  new-born  babe  carefully  barbacued 
over  a  gentle  fire,  or  tit-bits  from  a  young  virgin 
daintily  done  in  their  own  gravy. 

That  he  had  cloven  feet  there  seemed  not  to  be 
any  dispute — nay,  there  was  a  certain  priest  who,  in 
the  midst  of  a  most  moving  sermon  touching  the 
identity  of  the  arch-enemy  with  this  terror  of  the 
Spaniards,  did  avouch  most  solemnly  that,  when  a 
prisoner  on  board  the  dreaded  ship,  he  once  came 
upon  the  devil-Englishman  suddenly,  and  found  him 
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paring  his  hoofs,  and,  as  undeniable  proof  of  what  he 
stated,  he  immediately  produced  to  his  fear- struck 
auditors  a  portion  of  the  infernal  paring  he  had 
then  and  there  secreted. 

Much  more  of  these  awful  accounts  found  ready 
credence  in  those  parts j  but,  although  in  some  points 
they  were  exceeding  contradictory,  as  regards  the 
courage  of  the  individual  to  whom  they  related,  there 
seemed  but  one  voice.  Nothing  could  withstand 
his  fierceness ;  he  swept  all  before  him,  no  matter 
how  great  the  force,  or  how  strong  the  defences,  the 
whilst  no  hostile  Weapon  or  destructive  missile  had 
power  to  do  him  the  least  injury.  Many  a  serious 
Spaniard  had  beheld  a  bullet  drop  to  the  ground, 
having  been  flattened  upon  his  person ;  and  more 
than  one  goodly  rapier  was  shewn,  the  edge  whereof 
quite  turned  from  having  been  forcibly  thrust 
against  him. 

Of  his  first  appearance  in  those  seas  there  were 
various  legends ;  but  the  best  informed  seemed  to 
take  on  themselves  to  say  that  he  began  to  war 
against  them  as  a  person  of  little  or  no  authority, 
yet  that  his  terrible  furious  courage  soon  raised  him 
above  his  associates.  From  a  small  command  he 
quickly  rose  to  a  greater,  and  had  been  wont  lat- 
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terly  to  come  upon  them  with  from  one  to  five  or 
six  large  ships,  well  equipped  with  all  munitions  of 
war,  and  with  valiant  and  skilful  crews*  that 
took  all  vessels  coming  in  their  way,  attacked  the 
towns  and  villages  upon  the  coast,  and  plundered 
tbera  of  whatever  of  value  they  possessed  that  could 
be  carried  away,  spoiling  them,  and  doing  them 
such  intolerable  mischiefs,  the  like  had  not  been 
heard  of  in  the  memory  of  man. 

The  men  who  joined  in  this  warfare  were  known 
in  that  part  of  the  world  by  the  name  of  buccaneers, 
from  the  manner  of  curing  their  meat ;  and  the  chief 
of  these,  or  at  least  the  most  famous  amongst  their 
leaders,  was  now  this  terrible  fierce  captain.  It 
was  said  that  they  were  no  better  than  pirates, 
making  war  without  any  authority,  save  their  own 
desperate  inclinations  ;  but,  let  them  be  what  they 
would,  it  is  certain  they  were  a  monstrous  evil  to 
the  Spaniards  in  those  seas,  against  whom,  in  espe- 
cial, they  were  exceedingly  implacable. 

They  were  people  of  many  countries  ;  but  prin- 
cipally English,  Dutch,  Portuguese,  and  Moors,  of 
the  most  adventurous  and  fearless  sort  the  world 
contained,  who  took  to  the  high  seas  as  a  road  to 
fortune  j  and,  though  they  were  ever  in  a  constant 
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peril  of  their  lives,  they,  for  the  most  part,  managed 
to  amass  great  riches,  with  which  they  that  escaped 
after  many  years'  fighting  with  their  enemies,  re- 
turned to  their  several  countries,  and  were  ever  after 
looked  upon  as  persons  of  worship. 

These  buccaneers  would  appear  in  the  Spanish 
Main  with  sometimes  one,  sometimes  more  ships ; 
and,  making  a  landing  at  some  place  on  the  coast, 
where  they  knew  beforehand  they  were  like  to  get, 
with  a  few  hard  knocks,  good  store  of  plunder,  they 
would  steal  upon  the  inhabitants  when  they  least 
expected  them,  and,  slaying  all  who  made  opposi- 
tion, take  all  the  gold  and  silver,  and  other  precious 
stuff  they  could  lay  hand  on,  and,  when  they  had 
obtained  all  they  could,  would  get  on  board  and  sail 
away.  Perchance  they  would  meet  ships  of  the 
Spaniards  of  equal  or  greater  force ;  but  these  they 
would  attack,  and,  in  an  incredible  short  space,  get 
the  better  of. 

Such  was  the  marvellous  courage  on  which  they 
entered  upon  their  most  desperate  enterprises,  it 
seemed  as  though  there  was  no  resisting  them.  On 
land  or  at  sea,  attacking  the  strongest  towns  or  the 
biggest  ships,  they  so  rarely  failed  of  destroying 
and  spoiling  their  adversary,  that  many  of  the  ter- 
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rified  Spaniards  looked  upon  them  as  leagued  with 
the  powers  of  darkness,  and  did  utter  or  give  cre- 
dence to  the  strange  tales  concerning  them  aD^ 
their  captains  such  as  hath  awhile  since  been  me*»~ 
tioned. 

It  was  on  an  expedition  of  this  sort  that  the  goc^** 
ship  "  the  Little  Wolf*  was  now  pursuing  h^* 
course.     She  had  sailed  in  company  with  tw^^ 
smaller  vessels  from  the  general  place  of  assem  — 
bling  of  these  adventurers  in  the  Western  Indies  ^ 
but  had  been  separated  from  them  in  a  tremendou^^ 
storm,  which  drove  her  at  the  mercy  of  the  winds^5" 
day  and  night,  till  the  crew  were  nigh  spent  with 
watching   and  labour.     Moreover,  the  water  and 
provision  were  found  to  run  short,  which  greatly 
increased  the  discontent.     Of  these  buccaneers  the 
common  sort  were  by  reason  of  their  riotous  disor- 
derly habits  not  easily  kept  in  any  sort  of  discipline, 
and  any  mischance  or  reverse  of  fortune  they  took 
so  ill,  that  it  was  only  by  great  needfulness  on  the 
part  of  their  appointed  officers  they  could  be  held 
in  proper  subjection. 

In  the  case  of  the  Little  Wolf  they  were  horribly 
dissatisfied  every  one  of  them,  they  had  been  so 
tossed  about  they  had  lost  their  reckoning ;   none 
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knew  for  certain  where  they  were,  yet  many  pre- 
sumed to  find  fault  with  the  course  they  were  steer- 
ing, and  murmurs  and  even  threats  were  heard 
amongst  the  most  turbulent.  Their  captain  they 
%new  to  be  a  thorough  seaman,  and  as  brave  a 
eader  as  brave  men  ever  fought  under ;  neverthe- 
ess,  they  were  not  wanting  some  amongst  them 
vho  looked  upon  his  rule  as  intolerable,  and  were 
or  any  change  by  which  they  fancied  they  could  in 
miy  way  better  themselves.  Their  captain  was 
fcjrict,  keeping  every  man  to  his  duty,  and  punish- 
mjr  sharply  the  slightest  disobediency.  This  fretted 
m«ir  proud  stomachs  monstrously,  especially  those 
Sno  were  not  of  his  nation.  They  could  not  en- 
Lmre  such  sharp  handling,  and  seemed  only  to  wait 
»:r  an  opportunity  to  put  an  end  to  it. 

It  was  under  such  circumstances  that  the  ship 
"»-s  proceeding  on  her  way,  as  hath  been  described 
t    the  commencement  of  the  chapter.     The  watch 
l&d  been  set,  and  in  general  all  seemed  fair  and 
orderly,  save  ever  and  anon  a  burst  of  riotous  mer- 
riment would  break  forth  from  the  forecastle,  where 
It  was  evident  enough,  of  all  conscience,  a  numerous 
party  of  the  crew  were  entertaining  themselves 
after  their  own  rough  fashion.     On  the  main  deck, 


£6£  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

as  far  as  possible  from  the  hearing  of  the  reveller*, 
two  boys  were  sitting  together  away  from  ciofe 
scrutiny  on  one  of  the  guns.  They  spoke  ia  a  low 
voice,  and,  as  it  seemed,  ia  a  manner  especially 
savouring  of  confidence. 

"  Nay,  I  like  not  this  seafaring  life,  Martin,* 
said  one,  who,  out  of  all  doubt,  was  no  other  thai) 
our  especial  acquaintance,  lazy  Launce,  the  runaway 
apprentice  of  Tabitba  Thatchpole,  and  his  compa- 
nion was  bis  sworn  fellow  and  loving  friend  Martin 
Poing,  his  opposite  neighbour.  Neither  looted  the 
better  for  their  rash  embracing  of  that  wild  adven- 
turous life  they  had  adopted  —  the  one  from  impa- 
tience of  the  hard  rule  of  his  severe  mistress,  the 
other  that  he  might  share  the  fortunes  of  his  sworn 
lover.  Hearing  there  was  a  ship  of  war  lying  in  the 
Thames,  which  it  was  rumoured  was  about  to  sail 
for  the  Spanish  Main,  where  her  captain  had  al- 
ready greatly  signalized  himself  by  his  valour  and 
seamanship,  they  got  on  board,  volunteered  to 
serve  the  captain,  and,  being  approved  of  by  him, 
they  had  been  ever  since  sharply  employed  learning 
to  fulfil  the  duties  of  a  sailor. 

"  I   like   not   this   seafaring   life,    Martin.    It 
jumpeth  not  with  my  humour  at  all,"  said  Launce 
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i  marvellous  seriousness.  "  I  wish  very  heartily 
are  well  back  again  in  Golden  Lane.  The  cuffs 

ratings  I  got  of  that  old  cat  afforded  fair  en- 
ainment,  in  comparison  with  the  intolerable 
ibings  aloft  for  the  bending  of  sails  or  some 
r  villanous  hard  work,  and  the  constant  fear  of 
life  I  am  in  through  the  terrible  furious  storms 
have  had  since  we  left  the  Thames.  Though 
id  in  Barbican  such  monstrous  abundance  of 
khips  and  ill-usage  as  ever  poor  'prentice  en- 
;d,  I  had  on  an  occasion  no  lack  of  good  sport, 
in  the  horrible  case  in  which  I  now  am  tossed 

a  cat  in  a  blanket  on  the  Spanish  Main, 
e  are  no  tailors  at  hand  to  play  tricks  upon,  or 
ttables  of  the  watch,  or  old  women,  or  stray 
;,  to  have  any  proper  diversion  with,  or  dogs  or 
is  to  set  a  fighting.  There  are  no  late  pas- 
jers  to  pelt  privily  from  the  window  as  they 
t  unsuspecting  along  the  street,  nor  a  chance  of 
olen  game  of  bowls  as  I  go  of  an  errand ;  and, 
or  a  delectable  draught  of  tickle-brain  to  com- 
one's-self  withal,  I  have  as  clean  lost  sight  of 
i  a  thing,  as  though  such  good  liquor  had 
Uhed  out  of  the  world." 
'A  hard  case,  o'  my  life!"  exclaimed  Martin 
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Poins,  very  gravely.      "  Were  I  you,  I  would  rfi 
longer  put  up  with  such  grievous  losses,  but  straight- 
way be  quit  of  the  good  ship  and  her  company 
and  walk  myself  off." 

"  Ah,  there's  the  horrible  mischief  of  it  P  5**** 
the  other,  in  an  exceeding  lamentable  tone.  *  *  ' 
am  like  a  pig  in  a  pound  ;  I  must  e'en  stay  wh^'* 
I  am,  whether  I  will  or  no." 

"  Doubtless,"  answered  his  associate,  drily. 

"  If  it  should  be  my  good  hap  to  get  back  ^ 
Golden  Lane,"  added  Launce,  with  a  prodigioc-- 
show  of  sincerity,  a  I  promise  you  you  shall  nc^ 
catch  me  on  board  a  ship  of  any  sort,  come  wha^ 
will  on  V 

"  Dost  remember  the  famous  words  you  gav^ 
utterance  to  when  you  sought  me  to  join  with  you-J 
in  this  adventure  ?' '  inquired  Martin.  "  How  hugely 
you  comforted  yourself  with  the  great  store  of  golc^ 
you  were  to  gain  by  your  assisting  in  taking  oflfc 
some  Spanish  galleon,  and  how  gallantly  you  wouldE 
conduct  yourself  in  every  desperate  enterprise,  tilK~ 
you  had  raised  yourself  to  be  a  great  captain,  and^ 
how  you  would  marry  some  king's  daughter  at  tha» 
least,  when  it  suited  you,  and  in  good  time  succeed  - 
to  his  wealth  and  kingdom  ?  Dost  remember 
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u  Body  o*  me,  I  am  in  no  humour  for  remem- 
bering of  anything/'  cried  his  friend,  impatiently. 
"  But,  as  for  Spanish  galleons,  I  wish  not  for  their 
acquaintance,  for  I  am  told  they  are  armed  with 
guns,  that  do  terrible  execution  when  they  are  let 
off;  and  that  the  Spaniards  we  are  so  intent  on 
spoiling,  have  a  villanous  way  with  them  of  put- 
ting to  death  all  of  our  nation  that  fall  into  their 
hands.  Methinks  they  and  their  goods  are  best 
let  alone.  For  mine  own  part,  I  regard  them  with 
no  malice,  and  care  to  do  them  no  injury.  But, 
hush,  what  choice  singing  is  this  ?" 

The  two  young  men  listened  attentively,  and 
they  distinctly  heard,  in  a  fine,  manly  voice,  tole- 
rably familiar  to  them  already,  the  verses  which 
are  here  set  down. 

THE  BUCCANEER'S  SONG. 

Come,  seek  with  roe  the  blushing  girls 

That  India's  spicy  islands  hold ; 
Where  ev'ry  stream  doth  brim  with  pearls, 

And  ev'ry  rock  doth  burst  with  gold  : 
And  where  some  overladen  tree, 

Holds  low  its  store  of  purple  berry — 
Their  charms  shall  prove  our  argosie, 

And  there  we'll  feast  and  live  right  merry. 

VOL.  II.  N 


\ 
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Yon  paler  beauties  of  the  South 

May  serve  to  grace  a  gallant's  feast, 
Who's  tasted  not  the  luscious  mouth 

We  find  within  the  burning  East. 
Love  there  a  draught  more  sweet  secures 

Than  gascon,  muscadine,  or  sherry: 
Then  make  the  bounteous  vintage  yours, 

There  take  your  fill,  and  be  right  merry ! 


"Doth  not  that  move  you?"  asked  Mart^*11 
Poins,  as  soon  as  the  singer  had  come  to  a  halt 

"  "lis  an  exquisite  song,  o'  my  life,"  replied  -<* 
Launce,  "  and  I  have  heard  many  such  from  th-— ^ee 
same  singer :  yet  I  like  him  not,  Martin.* 

"  Nor  do  I,"  said  the  other,  with  more  seriou&  -. 
ness  than  he  had  yet  affected*     "  I  know  not  wb^/f 
he  may  have  been  before  he  sought  his  fortune  in 
this  ship ;  but  there  seemeth  to  be  that  in  him 
which  smacks  of  a  better  condition.    Nevertheless, 
I  like  him  none  the  better  for  it,  for  I  much  do\^ 
his  honesty,    I  have  seen  him  laying  himself  °^ 
very  craftily  to  catch  the  voices  of  the  worst — ^*" 
posed    of    the   crew,    particularly    affecting 
foreigners.      I  cannot  help  fancying  he  harb**^1115 
some  ill  design  ;  for  I  like  not  the  manner  I  ^^veT 
find  him  in  corners  holding  converse  with  all  w^ 
are  known  to  be  dissatisfied  with  the  voyage." 
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44 1  have  heard  it  said,  and  very  roundly  too,  the 
captain  is  much  to  blame,"  observed  Launce. 

"  And  so  have  I,  many  times,"  answered  Mar- 
in. "  But,  as  far  as  I  can  learn,  from  the  best 
nformed  in  such  matters,  nothing  better  could 
lave  been  done  in  such  stormy  weather  as  we  have 
ad,  and  I  hugely  suspect  these  grumblings  are 
reduced  only  by  envy  and  jealousy,  and  the  like 
vil  passions  in  they  who  are  discontented." 

'*  Hush,  surely  this  is  him  coming  this  way  ! " 
^claimed  the  other ;  "  and  he  being  to-night  cap- 
iin  o*  the  watch,  may  chance  not  be  well  pleased 
3  find  us  loitering  here.  Let  us  hide  till  he  has 
passed." 

There  happened  to  be  thrown  over  the  gun  a 
large  piece  of  sail-cloth,  to  which  some  repairs  had 
been  made  during  the  day,  and  not  having  been 
finished,  it  had  there  been  left  till  it  could  be 
thoroughly  mended.  Under  this,  Launce  and  his 
friend,  as  quickly  as  they  could,,  disappeared. 

They  had  scarcely  done  so  when  two  men  were 
seen  approaching  slowly  towards  the  place,  engaged 
in  deep  and  earnest  discourse.  One  was  an  English- 
man, a  tall  fellow  of  his  hands,  with  somewhat  of 
a  slouching  gait,  and  with  an  exceeding  dissolute 
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look.  Doubtless,  this  was  the  person  to  whom  d* 
lusion  had  just  been  made.  The  one  with  whom 
he  was  in  company  was  evidently  a  Moor,  by  his 
complexion  and  apparel.  His  yellow  eye-balls 
seemed  to  gain  additional  ghastliness  in  the  moon- 
light, and  there  was  treachery  in  every  line  of  his 
swarthy  features.  He  was,  like  his  companion, 
a  proper  fellow  of  his  inches,  and  of  an  exceeding 
powerful  frame.  To  look  at  the  countenances  of 
these  two,  and  notice  the  earnest  manner  of  their 
discoursing,  the  understanding  observer  might  rea- 
dily have  suspected  something  unusually  damnable 
and  treacherous;  and  such  suspicions  would  soon 
have  received  strength  through  a  little  attention  to 
their  discourse. 

"  I  tell  thee,  Abdallah,  the  plot  cannot  foil," 
observed  the  Englishman,  in  a  low  voice,  as  he  ap- 
proached the  hiding-place  of  the  runaway  appren- 
tice and  his  friend ;  and  these  were  the  first  words 
they  heard,  but  they  caught  much  of  what  followed, 
the  conspirators  continuing  to  pace  up  and  down 
close  to  them  on  the  moon  disappearing  behind 
a  cloud — u  I  have  got  over  all  but  my  countrymen, 
and  I  can  easily  secure  them  also,  when  they  dis- 
cover there  is  at  least  three  to  one  against  them. 
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JBut  there  is  one  thing,  without  which  our  chance 
t>f  success  will  be  little,  even  with  all  the  advantages 
we  possess." 

"  Let  thy  slave  know  thy  pleasure  in  this  matter," 
answered  the  Moor,  "  and  doubt  not  it  shall  be  as 
thy  heart  desireth." 

"  The  captain  must  be  made  away  with  before 
any  thing  else  is  attempted,"  said  the  other.  "  I 
know  thy  great  courage,  Abdallah,  and  have  that 
confidence  in  thy  discretion,  I  can  entrust  this  im- 
portant business  only  to  thy  sure  hand." 

€C  I  have  already  settled  the  proper  execution  of 
it,  O  Compton,"  replied  Abdallah.  "  I  have  so 
planned,  that  I  can  readily  enter  his  cabin  when  he 
sleeps — my  trusty  blade  will  do  the  rest." 

"  Good;  but  when  can  this  be  accomplished  ?" 
inquired  Compton.  "  The  plot  is  ripe ;  I  would 
not  have  a  moment  lost.  Let  it  burst  forth  before 
any  smell  it  out.  I  would  have  it  done  this  night 
— ay,  this  minute  —  if  within  the  warrant  of  pos- 
sibility." 

"  Such  is  thy  slave's  design,"  replied  Abdallah. 
"  Our  great  captain  shall  meet  his  death,  in  his 
first  sleep,  this  night." 

"  That  is  well  thought  of,  Abdallah.     I  like  the 
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plan  on  't  marvellously,"  said  bis  companio**" 
"  The  other  officers  we  can  dispose  of  more  at  && 
leisure ;  but  prythee,  noble  friend,  take  good  he&<* 
he  escape  not.  Remember,  thou  art  to  be  &f 
lieutenant,  and  that  a  life  of  sweetest  enjoymeiri* 
with  exhaustless  hoards  of  Spanish  gold,  await  *** 
when  we  have  got  possession  of  this  ship." 

"  By  the  beard  of  the  prophet,  I  swear  to  th0^ 
he  shall  die !"  answered  the  Moor. 

Launce  listened  with  very  different  feelings  d 
those  of  Martin,  though  both  youths  were  horribly 
astonished  at  the  treachery  thus  laid  open  to  there* 
The  one  felt  as  though  he  dared  scarcely  breathe 
and  trembled  from  head  to  foot;  but  the  other* 
though  greatly  alarmed  with  the  imminence  of  tb^ 
danger,  was  anxious  to  make  some  effort  to  proven  ~ 
it.  To  issue  from  his  concealment,  he  knew  woulcS 
insure  certain  death,  if  discovered.  The  arch-* 
conspirators  would  not  hesitate  to  slay  one  whe^ 
had  got  possession  of  their  villanous  secrets ;  and 
to  remain  where  he  was  would  be  to  prevent  alL 
possibility  of  an  alarm  being  given  in  time  to  pre- 
vent the  approaching  massacre. 

Not  an  instant  was  to  be  lost.    Whispering  to 
Launce  to   remain   quiet  till  his  return,  Martin 
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softly  took  off  his  shoes ;  then,  when  he  knew,  by 
the  retreating  footsteps,  that  the  backs  of  the  con- 
spirators were  towards  him,  he  raised  the  sail-cloth, 
and  crept  away  from  it  very  cautiously  across  the 
path  they  would  make  in  returning.  When  he 
thought  they  had  got  their  usual  distance,  he  lay 
quiet,  and  endeavoured  to  still  the  violent  beating 
of  his  heart.  This  was  the  critical  moment.  It 
was  too  dark  to  distinguish  objects  at  a  little  dis- 
tance ;  but  should  the  moon  appear  whilst  the  con- 
spirators were  approaching,  he  could  not  fail  of 
being  detected. 

He  waited  in  an  agony  of  suspense.  Suddenly 
they  both  stopped,  and  he  felt  assured  all  was  over 
with  him.  To  his  great  relief,  they  did  not  cease 
talking,  and  he  heard,  with  a  terrible  distinctness, 
some  of  the  details  of  the  murders  that  were  about 
to  be  acted.  At  last  they  continued  their  paces, 
evidently  too  intent  on  their  treason  to  notice  his 
closeness  to  them.  As  soon  as  their  backs  were 
fairly  turned,  he  again  commenced  creeping  on 
all-fours,  and  so  continued,  stopping  when  they 
approached,  and  cautiously  proceeding  when  they 
retreated,  till  he  had  got  himself  out  of  dan- 
ger. 
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The  two  conspirators  appeared  to  have  much  to 
say,  ere  they  could  settle  their  plans  to  their  liking 
— they  agreed  that  the  time  for  action  had  ar- 
rived, and  that  the  mutiny  should  break  out  forth- 
with. 

The  massacre  of  the  captain  and  his  officers 
was  to  be  followed  by  an  attack  on  those  of  the 
English  amongst  the  crew  who  were  not  disposed 
to  join  them,  and  then  the  ship's  course  was  to  be 
altered,  and  a  certain  town  on  the  American  coast, 
which  was  believed  to  be  richly  furnished  and  but 
weakly  guarded,  was  to  be  surprised,  the  place 
sacked,  and  they  who  could  not  ransom  themselves 
to  be  put  to  death ;  after  which,  they  were  to 
cruise  on  that  coast  till  every  man  was  as  rich  as 
he  wished  to  be.  Then  they  were  to  sell  the  ship 
and  her  prizes  to  the  Portuguese,  and  every  one 
return  to  his  own  country,  or  wherever  else  he 
liked,  to  enjoy  his  gains.  At  last  they  parted — 
the  Moor  going  to  the  captain's  cabin  for  the  pur- 
pose of  murdering  him  with  his  own  hand,  and 
Compton  proceeding  to  the  rest  of  the  conspirators 
to  prepare  them  for  immediately  commencing  the 
attack  on  the  other  officers  and  men  they  had  de- 
termined on  getting  rid  of. 

n5 
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Launce  heard  their  retreating  footsteps,-  but  ** 
was  in  so  deadly  a  fear  he  could  not  dare  to  lift  ^? 
the  sail  to  see  if  the  coast  was  clear. 

Compton  proceeded  on  his  errand.     Just  th^^11 
the  moon  escaped  from  the  clouds  which  had  ve 
her  glories,  and  poured  a  flood  of  soft  light  up»  - 
the  ship  and  along  the  waves  over  which  she 
so  gallantly  floating.     He  glanced  a  sharp  anui^ 
eager  eye  around  him,  and  noted  the  extreme  neg — -  """ 
ligence  of  those  who  kept  watch.    This  augurec:^^ 
well  for  his  plot,  and  he  smiled  exultingly,  as  h^^"e 
saw  how  unprepared  those  from  whom  he  fearec^-^ 
any  resistance  were,  for  the  fierce  encounter  which^-^1 
was  to  wrest  the  ship  out  of  their  hands  to  give  it  ^ 
into  his. 

This  man  had  been  born  in  a  respectable  station,        *■ 
and  was  not  without  parts,  but  had  led  so  dis-         ^ 
solute  a  life  that  all  his  friends  had  disowned  him,  * 

and,  after  committing  all  manner  of  villanies,  he 
had  been  fain  to  go  to  sea,  to  escape  the  hue  and 
cry  set  for  him.  In  the  present  expedition,  he 
had  been  allowed  a  small  command,  but  this  served 
only  the  greater  to  excite  his  huge  ambition.  He 
must  needs  be  first  in  the  enterprise  he  and  his  A 

companions  were  upon,  and,  to  obtain  this  station,  «■ 
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he  cared  not  what  monstrous  crimes  he  com- 
mitted. 

He  passed  on  to  the  forecastle,  where  several  of 
the  conspirators  were  waiting  in  expectation  of  the 
summons  that  was  to  set  them  at  the  work  of 
slaughter.  They  appeared  to  be  carousing,  as  if 
they  had  no  such  thoughts  in  their  heads.  The 
Englishmen  had  gone  to  their  hammocks.  This 
was  what  they  had  counted  on,  and  what  was 
wanted  for  the  full  success  of  their  infamous  de- 
signs. They  now  only  waited  the  appearance  of 
their  new  captain  to  break  out  into  open  mutiny. 
Compton  was  seen  approaching — whereupon  all 
started  from  the  places  where  they  had  been  sitting 
or  lying,  as  the  case  might  be,  and  hailed  him  as 
their  captain. 

They  were  a  wild  crew — the  scum  of  all  nations 
—each  in  the  manner  of  dressing  that  best  pleased 
his  fancy,  and  all  variously  armed  —  fierce,  unruly 
ruffians,  that  had  lived  by  cutting  purses,  had 
abandoned  that  vocation  for  the  more  perilous  one 
of  cutting  throats,  and  had  taken  service  with  their 
captain  from  the  fame  of  his  bravery  and  success 
in  all  his  enterprises. 

"  Now,  my  masters,  to  our  rendezvous  on  the 
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quarter-deck  !"  exclaimed  Compton,  exultingly— 
"  and  then  a  sharp  struggle,  and  the  ship  is  ou 
own." 

"  Hurrah  for  Compton  !"  answered  the  muti — -  J~ 

neers  right  lustily.     "  He  alone  shall  be  our  cap *" 

tain ! — Death  to  all  who  oppose  him ! — Away  with^cr^ 
the  tyrant,  Daring !  —  Ho,  for  Spanish  gold,  and  ; 
free  life !"     And,  with  divers  other  sentences  of 
like  character,  in  as  many  different  languages,  the 
mutineers  rushed  in  a  body  towards  the  quarter- 
deck, to  cut  down  all  who  should  withstand  them, 
as  they  sought  to  take  possession  of  the  ship ;  whilst 
another  body  of  them,  under  the  command  of  the 
Moor,  was  to  murder  the  officers  and  seize  on  the 
magazines. 

On  they  came,  sure  of  gaining  an  easy  victory 
over  their  unsuspecting  messmates ;  nor  did  they 
discover  their  error  till  they  had  made  good  their 
footing  on  the  deck,  when  they  were  brought  to  a 
speedy  halt,  crowded  altogether  as  they  were,  by 
perceiving  the  Englishmen  they  believed  to  be 
secured  under  hatches,  with  the  officers  they  had 
supposed  to  be  murdered,  drawn  up,  well  armed, 
with  an  evident  intention  of  disputing  their  further 
progress. 
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In  front  of  them  was  a  figure,  beneath  the  fire  of 
whose  eagle  eye  the  stoutest  of  them  quailed.  He 
had  not  had  time  to  put  on  his  doublet,  and  most 
of  his  people  were  in  a  like  predicament,  but  all 
had  got  arquebuses,  or  pistolets,  or  swords,  or  pikes, 
or  other  serviceable  weapons ;  and,  though  greatly 
inferior  to  the  mutineers  in  numbers,  they  were  like 
to  make  the  contest  more  doubtful  than  seemed 
agreeable  to  any  of  them. 

The  captain  stood  in  front  of  his  faithful  fol- 
lowers, his  brawny  arm  bared  to  his  elbow,  with  his 
trusty  sword  in  his  hand,  and  the  other  clutching  a 
pistolet  that  was  in  his  belt.  His  countenance 
bore,  in  every  line  of  it,  the  desperate  valour  which 
iad  carried  him  in  triumph  through  so  many  fierce 
encounters.  At  his  side  was  Martin  Poins,  by 
arhose  timely  warning  he  had  been  enabled  to  make 
such  arrangements  for  his  safety  as  we  have  noticed ; 
ind,  at  a  convenient  distance,  Launce  might  be  seen, 
ooking  to  be  in  no  pleasant  plight,  very  desirous  of 
retting  out  of  harm's  way,  yet  not  being  able  to 
atisfy  himself  as  to  where  he  should  be  as  safe  as 
te  desired. 

€t  Why,  how  now  ?"  exclaimed  the  captain, 
^tuntingly,  as  he  noticed  the  surprise  the  muti- 
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neers  exhibited.  "By  Gog  and  Magog,  tot 
these  are  fine  doings  truly,  ye  mutineering  dogs ! 
Back,  every  one  of  ye,  or  ye  shall  have  no  better 
hammock  this  night  than  a  shark's  paunch  is  like 
to  afford.     To  your  duty,  knaves  !" 

"Down  with  him  1"  cried  Compton,  who  hoped, 
with  his  superior  force,  to  bear  down  all  opposition* 

"  Behold,  my  masters,  we  are  three  to  one,  as  it 
is,  and  the  Moor  will  anon  come  to  our  assistance." 

u  Methinks  you  are  reckoning  woefully  without 
your  host,  ye  thrice  treacherous  villain  !*  replied 
his  captain.     u  Behold  him  from  whom  you  expe^ 
succour !"     Compton  turned  his  eyes  in  the  dire^  " 
tion  the  other  pointed,  and,  to  his  extreme  horro^1 
discovered    the    body    of   his  fellow    conspirator 
Abdallah,   hanging  at  the  fore-yard-arm.      Th^ 
moon  shone  full  on  his  features,  which  were  con--* 
vulsed  with  agony,  so  that  he  presented  an  awfu^ 
spectacle. 

Villain  as  he  was,  Compton  was  brave;  and, 
seeing  the  desperateness  of  the  case,  he  determined 
on  not  being  subdued  without  a  struggle.  Turn- 
ing to  his  followers,  amongst  whom  some  were 
already  wavering,  he  cried  out  amain — "  Revenge, 
my  masters !    revenge   the  noble  Moor !     If  you 
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wish  to  'scape  his  fate,  follow  me,  and  the  ship  is 
our  own.  Down  with  the  tyrant !  Ho,  for  Spanish 
gold  and  a  free  life  !" 

He  was  answered  by  a  loud  cheer,  and  the  mu- 
tineers rushed,  in  a  body,  on  the  rest  of  the  crew, 
who  came  forward  manfully  with  their  favourite 
cry  of  "  A  Daring  !  a  Daring !"  and  a  fierce  and 
terrible  fight  ensued.  The  captain  was  attacked 
at  once  by  Compton  and  two  of  his  foreign  asso- 
ciates, powerful  knaves,  who  singly  seemed  more 
than  a  match  for  him  ;  but  one  he  pistoled  on  the 
spot,  and  the  other  was  knocked  on  the  head  by 
Martin  Poins  with  a  heavy  axe,  with  which  he  had 
armed  himself.  Left  only  with  the  arch-plotter  to 
deal  with,  he  set  himself  to  bring  the  matter  to  a 
speedy  ending. 

Compton  was  both  strong  and  valiant,  and  he 
fought  with  the  fierceness  of  a  desperate  man,  who 
has  set  his  all  upon  a  cast ;  but  he  had  but  small 
chance  against  so  determined  a  combatant.  What- 
ever might  be  the  degree  of  credibility  attached  to 
the  Spaniards'  estimation  of  him,  certain  is  it  the 
terrible  Englishman  was  invulnerable  to  his  present 
assailant,  and  in  a  few  short  minutes  his  sword  was 
passed,  with  fatal  effect,  through  Compton's  body. 
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As  they  had  already  lost  many  of  their  number  ^^J 
the  fire  which  the  English  part  of  the  crew  assail^^3^ 
them,  both  from  aloft  and  other  advantageoi^^ 
places,  directly  they  commenced  their  attack,  tfc^3e 
fall  of  their  leader  further  dispirited  the  mutinee^^5 
that  they  began  to  give  way. 

It  was  at  this  critical  moment  that  a  voice  wa- s 

heard  shouting  out  from  the  mast-head,  "  A  sail  • 
a  sail !"  which  appeared  to  have  quite  a  magica — -^ 
effect  on  the  crew.    They  desisted  from  all  show  o-^^f 

fighting  on  the  instant.     Due  inquiries  were  pre "" 

sently  made ;    and,  on  its  being  stated  that  sh^^  e 
was  a  Spaniard,  and  like  enough  to  be  the  veij   ^ 
treasure-ship  they  had  been  so  exceeding  desirou^^  8 
of  meeting,  one  shout  of  universal  obedience  tcsc^*' 
their   leader  broke    forth  from  them   to  a  man,    -^^ 
the  mutineers  joining  in  it  more  lustily  than  any ;    ^*' 
they  acknowledged  entire  submission  to  his  plea-        *~ 
sure,  endeavouring  to  excuse  themselves  for  their 
late  crime,  on  the  plea  that  they  had  been  worked 
upon  by  designing  villains,  who  sought  to  make  of 
them  the  stepping-stones  to  their  own  ambition, 
and  promised,  with  many  signs  of  repentance,  that 
if  they  were  forgiven  their  fault  they  would  so  con- 
duct themselves  against  the  enemy  as  should  prove 
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they  were  not  unworthy  of  being  commanded  by 
so  great  a  captain. 

Captain  Harry  Daring  saw  the  politicness  of 
igreeing  to  their  request  at  such  a  time ;  so,  after 
i  brief  admonition,  and  a  few  sharp  speeches 
showing  the  enormity  of  their  offences,  he  bade 
he  wounded  to  be  looked  to,  and  the  dead  to  be 
brown  overboard,  but  solemnly  vowed  the  Moor 
ihould  hang  where  he  was,  as  a  token  of  the  dis- 
grace of  the  crew,  till  they  had  made  prize  of  the 
Spanish  ship :  then  he  sent  them  to  their  several 
luties.  This  mingling  of  severity  and  conciliation 
lad  its  due  effect  Every  one  strove  to  do  his 
ltmost  for  the  pleasuring  of  his  captain  ;  and  few 
persons,  at  this  moment,  called  to  observe  the 
manimity  and  extraordinary  diligence  exhibited  in 
jvery  part  of  the  ship,  could  have  supposed  that  a 
ew  minutes  before  it  had  been  the  scene  of  a  most 
lesperate  mutiny. 

Under  the  able  directions  of  the  captain,  assisted 
>y  his  officers,  the  good  ship,  the  Little  Wolf,  was 
•apidly  approaching  the  Spaniard.  At  first,  those 
n  the  latter  appeared  to  give  themselves  no  con- 
sera,  perchance  noticing  how  greatly  superior  was 
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their  vessel  in  size,  or  not  taking  the  other  to  be 
an  enemy ;  but  when  they  got  closer  view  of  her, 
and  beheld  her  to  be  no  other  than  the  terrible  ship 
that  had  already  done  their  nation  such  huge 
damage,  they  set  up  all  their  sails,  and  strove  ear- 
nestly to  escape  as  speedily  as  they  could. 

The  gallant  leader  of  the  buccaneers  was  not  of 
a  temper  to  allow  so  golden  a  chance  to  slip  out  of 
his  hands,  now,  after  so  much  watching  and  travail, 
he  had,  as  it  were,  a  hold  of  it ;  for,  out  of  all 
doubt,  it  was  the  galleon,  to  intercept  which  bad 
been  the  principal  object  of  his  expedition.  He 
knew  her  capture  would  enrich  himself  and  all  his 
followers  for  life — she  was  reputed  to  carry  such 
immense  wealth ;  therefore  he  made  every  prepa- 
ration, not  only  to  overtake  her  in  her  flight,  but 
to  attack  her,  with  all  his  means  of  offence,  as  soon 
as  ever  he  could  get  within  shot  of  her. 

The  Spaniard  was  too  heavily  laden  to  be  a  good 
sailor,  and  therefore  it  was  no  marvel  the  smaller 
and  lighter  vessel  gained  upon  her  rapidly.  The 
decks  were  cleared  for  action ;  every  man  was  armed 
with  whatever  weapons  best  suited  the  occasion ; 
ammunition  was  served  out,  the  guns  were  loaded, 
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and  the  gunners  standing  by,  with  matches  lighted, 
to  discharge  the  murderous  missiles  they  contained, 
and  all  were  on  the  tiptoe  of  expectation. 

At  this  time  it  was  Captain  Harry  Daring  called 
to  him  Martin  Poms,  and,  after  much  commen- 
dation of  him  before  all  his  officers  for  the  good 
service  he  had  rendered  them  all,  presented  him 
with  a  purse  of  gold  to  provide  for  him  in  case  he 
should  fall  in  the  approaching  engagement,  and 
named  him  to  be  a  junior  officer  under  him,  ex- 
pressing a  hope  that  amongst  those  whom  he  had 
so  well  served,  he  would  find  a  friend  to  realize  his 
good  wishes  in  case  he  should  be  deprived  of  the 
power  of  doing  so  himself.  Whereupon  all  his 
chief  officers  readily  promised  that)  should  any 
mischance  occur  to  their  captain,  which  they  hoped 
might  never  be,  they  would  see  that  Martin  Poins 
was  well  cared  for. 

Thus  was  Martin  already,  through  his  courage 
and  prudence,  placed  on  the  highroad  to  fortune, 
whilst  Launce  looked  only  to  be  in  a  worse  case 
than  ever.  In  the  first  bruit  of  an  engagement 
with  the  galleon,  wishing  himself  cuffed  and  rated 
by  the  ungentle  Tabitha  within  an  inch  of  his  life 
rather  than  where  he  was,  he,  unnoticed  by  any 
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one,  stole  away,  and  hid  himself  in  an  empty  tab 
in  the  ship's  hold. 

The    report  of  the   Little  Wolfs  great  guns 
spoke  in  a  pretty  loud  voice  that  the  two  ships 
were  getting  to  be  within  reach  of  each  otter's 
shot.     This  was  answered  by  the  great  guns  of  the 
galleon,  who,  seeing  they  could  not  get  away,  &e~ 
termined  on  making  what  resistance  they  cou^» 
and  with  their  immense  superiority  in  every  W& 
it  seemed  probable  enough  to  her  commander  tb~^> 
might  succeed  in  beating  off  the  buccaneers,    ^ 
sinking  the  dreaded  vessel  with  their  heavy  or^^ 
nance.     These  discharges  soon  began  to  be  ver"*^ 
brisk  and  fierce   on   both  sides,  but  the  galleo^** 
floating  so  much  higher  in   the  water  than  thr  * 
pinnace,    her    shot    usually   pitched    clean    ove^- 
her,  whilst   on  the   contrary,   almost  every  time^ 
the    buccaneers    fired,    the    shot    wounded    her" 
enemy  either   in  the    spars  or   rigging  or    hull, 
besides  doing  infinite  mischief  upon  her  crowded 
decks. 

The  little  pinnace  all  tins  time  came  gallantly 
up  to  her  huge  enemy,  and,  after  pouring  in  a 
destructive  broadside,  lost  no  time  in  grappling 
with  her  for  the  purpose  of  taking  her  by  board- 
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ing.  This,  however,  was  an  exceeding  difficult 
matter  to  accomplish,  the  sides  of  the  larger  ship 
rising  up  before  the  other  like  a  wall,  the  decks 
being  guarded  by  nettings,  behind  which  stood  a 
close  array  of  hostile  Spaniards,  pouring  down  all 
sorts  of  heavy  missiles,  and  shooting  of  their 
pieces  at  their  assailants  as  fast  as  they  could 
load  them. 

The  sight  of  the  Moor  hanging  at  the  fore- 
yard-arm  struck  an  extraordinary  terror  into  them, 
and  doubtless,  with  the  terrible  reputation  of  the 
Devil-Englishman,  made  their  defence  more  weak 
than  it  might  have  been ;  for  when  they  found  that 
so  deadly  a  fire  was  kept  upon  them  from  the  tops 
of  the  Little  Wolf,  that  it  brought  them  down  by 
scores,  and  that  their  enemies  climbed  up  to  their 
decks  with  the  agility  and  fierceness  of  wild  cats, 
whilst  others  dropped  upon  them  from  the  over- 
hanging rigging  of  their  own  ship,  they  began  to  be 
monstrously  dispirited,  and  gave  way. 

The  confusion  of  Babel  was  nothing  to  the 
uproar  which  existed  in  both  ships,  the  one 
crowded  with  grandees  of  Spaniards  returning  with 
all  their  treasure  from  the  new  world  to  the  old, 
inciting  by  their  example  and  oratory  the  soldiers 
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that  were  on  board  to  guard  the  galleon,  to  b&* 
back  the  furious  enemy,  whilst  the  other,  no  1^* 
intent  on  making  their  way,  came  on  shouting' 
all  sorts  of  wild  tumultuous  cries  and  execratH***1 
in  divers    languages,    enough  by  themselves       to 
daunt  the  stoutest  hearts.     Then   interspersec^^ 
were  heard  the  screams  of  the  women  on  boa*-^^ 
the  Spanish  ship,  the  groans  of  the  wounded,  a^^ 
the  constant  discharge  of  arquebuses  and  pistole--^* 
making  the  most  infernal  concert  than  can  be  coc^^~ 
ceived. 

At  last  Harry  Daring,  supported  by  a  consider        ^ 
able  number  of  his  crew,  made  good  his  footin^^^ 
on  the  deck  of  the  galleon.     He  had  in  his  hand  ^^^ 
monstrous  battle-axe,  which  with  tremendous  force^^^ 
he  swung  around  him,  crushing  to  the  earth  every — "^ 
Spaniard  on  whom  it  fell.   Many  a  desperate  intent    ^ 
was  made  to  bring  him  down,  but  the  few  who 
were  so  fortunate  as  to  survive  them  fled    from 
before  his  terrible  strokes,  crying  out  to  their  fel- 
lows to  save  themselves  from  the  Devil-English- 
man.  A  gallant  band  of  Dons,  who  were  evidently 
made  of  the  best  stuff  their  country  afforded,  still 
kept  up  a  stiff  defence,  supported  by  the  more 
courageous  of  the  soldiers. 
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u  Down  with  the  villain  Spaniards !"  cried  the 
captain  of  the  buccaneers,  with  all  the  energy 
of  his  earlier  days,  as  he  rushed  forward  to  attack 
his  enemies. 

"  A  Daring !  A  Daring  ln  shouted  his  men,  now 
every  instant  increasing  in  numbers,  as  they  threw 
themselves  upon  the  Spaniards.  The  battle  wa? 
fierce,  but  short.  The  bravest  of  the  Dons  were 
cut  to  pieces,  the  rest  fled  or  surrendered ;  and  in 
a  few  minutes  the  huge  ship  with  all  her  trea- 
sures became  the  property  of  Harry  Daring  and 
his  crew. 

A  curious  incident  occurred  during  the  hottest 
part  of  the  engagement — the  body  of  the  Moor 
suddenly  disappeared,  no  one  knew  where  or  how  5 
but  divers  had  shrewd  suspicions,  a  personage 
reputed  to  be  of  a  like  colour  witli  him  had  come 
and  claimed  his  own;  nevertheless,  I  incline  to 
the  opinion  that  he  was  shot  away  by  some  of  the 
great  ordnance  and  fell  into  the  sea. 

The  wealth  found  in  the  galleon  exceeded  the 
conquerors'  expectations.  Ingots  of  gold  and  bars 
of  silver,  with  heaps  of  coin  and  plate  beyond  all 
counting,  and  bags  of  pearls  and  other  precious 
stones,  together  with  an  incalculable  abundance  of 


288  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

the  most  costly  merchandise,  appeared  before  them 
till  the  eye  marvelled  there  should  be  such  won- 
drous store  of  riches  in  the  world.     This  was  all 
taken  from  the  galleon  and  placed  in  the  pinnace, 
after  which  the  former  was  allowed  to  proceed  on 
her  voyage.     A  division  of  the  booty  soon  after- 
wards took  place,  to  the  monstrous  satisfaction  of 
every  one  of  the  crew  of  the  Little  Wolf.   A» 
Launce  had  disappeared,  it  was  supposed  he  bad 
fallen  in  the  contest ;  when,  whilst  his  fast  friend- 
Martin,  who  had  behaved    himself  very  stoutly 
throughout  the  fight,  was  lamenting  his  suppo^ 
loss,  he  crept  from  his  concealment  so  privily  **' 
one  knew  he  had  been  there,  and  now  all  dan^^ 
was  over,  took  care  to  make  it  believed  he  h^ 
distinguished  himself  amongst  the  Spaniards  in 
terrible  heroical  manner. 

Of  the  gallant  Harry  Daring  let  it  suffice  he^ 
to  say,  that  he  continued  to  be  the  greatest  scourg""* 
to  the  Spaniards  they  had  ever  known,  spoiling 
them  of  their  substance,  and  overthrowing  all  theii^ 
armaments,  whether  on  land  or  at  sea.  Indeed,  after" 
the  taking  of  the  treasure-ship,  his  reputation  as 
"  The  Devil-Englishman'"  was  more  fierce  than 
before.     Amongst  his  own  men,  he  grew  to  be  in 
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such  extraordinary  estimation,  he  had  soon  several 
ships  and  some  thousands  of  followers  of  all  nations 
desirous  of  being  led  by  him,  and  there  never  after 
was  any  thing  in  the  shape  of  a  mutiny  attempted 
by  any  one  of  them. 


END  OF  VOLUME  II. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

A  sweeter  swan  than  ever  sung  in  Po — 
A  shriller  nightingale  than  ever  blest 
The  prouder  groves  of  self-admiring  Rome. 

The  Return  prom  Parnassus. 

5  who  tamed  the  world  tamed  herself  at  last,  and,  falling 
-  her  own  weight,  fell  a  prey  to  time. 

James  Howell. 

Canning  delight 
Had  so  bewitched  his  ears,  and  bleared  his  sight, 
And  captivated  all  his  senses  so, 
That  he  was  not  himself :  nor  did  he  know 
What  place  he  was  in,  or  how  he  came  there, 
Bat  greedily  he  feeds  his  eye  and  ear 
With  what  would  ruin  him. 

Chalkhill. 

ho  that  hath  either  heart  or  brain  can  walk 
>ved  among  the  vestiges  of  fallen  greatness 
attract  attention  on  every  side  of  that  city  of 
,  that  birthplace  of  noble  soldiership,  that 
e  of  honourable  freedom,  that  home  of  classic 
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learning,  that  seat  of  omnipotent  majesty,  that  altar 
of  true  religion  |  the  feared,  the  honoured,  the  con* 
temned,  the  classical,  the  venerable  Home  ?  Who 
can  see  her  crumbling  baths,  her  ruined  temples, 
her  tottering  aqueducts,  her  prostrate  monuments* 
her  shattered  amphitheatres*  and  her  desolate,  si- 
lent* and  choked-up  forums,  without  calling  to  mind 
the  greatness  that  hath  passed  away?  What  a 
marvellous  story  is  here  writ !  ay,  and  what  preg- 
nant characters  compose  the  writing  !  —  they  are 
your  true  hieroglyphics,  whereof  one  hath  the  mean- 
ing of  a  volume. 

Here  you  shall  have  a  whole  host  of  recollections 
of  the  infant  colony  struggling  with  its  neighbours 
for  a  mere  existence.  There  you  shall  gather  as 
goodly  a  crop  of  memories  from  the  Imperial  City 
that  gave  conquerors  and  laws  to  all  the  world.  In 
one  place  the  mind  is  crowded  with  augurs,  vestal 
virgins,  sacrifices,  incense,  and  hymns,  and  all  the 
impressive  worship  which  of  old  was  offered  up 
to  that  more  powerful  than  creditable  assemblage 
yclept  the  gods  and  goddesses  5  in  another  it  finds 
room  for  no  less  numerous  a  company  of  lictors, 
centurions,  praeters,  conscript  fathers,  orators,  phi- 
losophers,  and   poets,    and    all,    whether   of  the 
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patrician  or  plebeian  class,  that  belonged  to  the 
intelligence  of  the  Seven  Hilled  City  in  its  palmy 
days. 

Here  comes  a  gigantic  memento  of  its  gladiato- 
rial barbarousness,  there  an  enduring  sign  of  its 
Apician  refinement.  One  instant  brings  before  us 
the  peaceful  luxury  of  an  Augustus,  another  the 
brutal  despotism  of  a  Nero.  We  behold  in  every 
thing  presented  to  us  a  series  of  the  noblest  spec- 
tacles the  world  ever  saw.  The  joyful  city  wit- 
nessing an  ovation ;  the  infant  republic  forcibly 
carrying  off  from  a  neighbour  state  such  women  as 
suited  them  for  wives ;  the  slaughter  of  Caesar  in 
the  capitol ;  Coriolanus  prevented  by  his  domestic 
affections  from  leading  the  Volscians  against  his 
ungrateful  city ;  Cincinnatus  called  from  the  plough 
to  lead  the  armies  of  his  country  against  the  enemy ; 
and  Belisarius,  blind  and  old,  begging  his  bread 
amongst  those  whose  safety  his  talents  and  his 
courage  had  secured. 

These  are  but  a  few  of  the  rallying  places  that, 
upon  some  remembrancer  starting  up — as  could  not 
be  avoided,  wander  where  you  might  —  gave  occa- 
sion for  a  busy  throng  of  associations  to  take  exclu- 
sive possession  of  the  mind.    But  these  are  such  as 
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most  prominently  and  frequently  came  before  die 
imagination  of  Master  Shakspeare  in  bis  rambles 
with  his  beloved  charge  in  this  antique  city.  In 
particular,  he  dwelt  with  exceeding  interest  on  the 
story  of  the  exiled  Coriolanus,  lingered  over  the 
tragic  fate  of  the  noble  Caesar,  referred  to  the  mag- 
nificent follies  of  the  enamoured  Marc  Antony  with 
the  seductive  Cleopatra,  and  recalled  the  moving 
history  of  the  haughty  Tarquin  and  the  abused 
Lucrece,  as  though  he  were  never  weary  of  having 
them  brought  under  his  consideration. 

And  on  these  subjects  would  he  dilate  to  his  young 
companion  with  an  eloquence  so  winning,  that  the 
usually  indifferent  youth  gave  him  all  his  attention, 
and  appeared  to  feel  almost  as  much  interest  for 
what  he  heard  as  he  was  sure  to  exhibit  did  a  pret- 
tier face  than  ordinary  come  within  sight  of  him,  or 
there  looked  to  be  a  horse-race,  a  religious  proces- 
sion, a  mountebank,  or  any  public  sport  or  show 
that  promised  something  new  or  marvellous. 

Though  my  Lord  of  Pembroke's  heir  did  not  lack 
ability,  he  was  strangely  deficient  in  steading  % 
and,  notwithstanding  the  infinite  painstaking  a£  %  „ 
worthy  governor  that,  in  the  strange  cities      ^ 
visited,  he  should  see  all  that  was  comme^v  >/^? 
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and  know  all  concerning  them  that  was  worth  the 
hearing,  he  would  frequently  give  him  the  slip ; 
and  there  was  but  too  good  reason  for  believing  he 
would  at  that  time  be  devoting  his  attention  to  ob- 
jects the  least  likely  to  afford  him  any  wholesome 
knowledge. 

As  his  person  and  countenance  were  singularly 
well  favoured,  and  he  dressed  as  became  his  birth, 
wherever  he  went,  there  were  sure  to  be  divers  per- 
sons anxious  to  have  him  in  their  company,  whose 
society  could  confer  upon  him  little  credit.  There 
had  been  already  more  than  sufficient  evidence  that 
the  handsome  English  youth  had  attracted  the 
attention  of  many  beautiful  signoras,  who  had  the 
reputation  of  being  as  kind  as  fair;  and  at  Naples 
the  watchful  governor  had  observed  sufficient  of  the 
willingness  of  his  charge  to  meet  their  advances, 
to  make  him  hurry  away  with  him  to  Rome. 

Though  the  earnest  affection  with  which  Master 
Shakspeare  regarded  him,  from  certain  deep  and 
powerful  causes,  might  have  led  him  to  look  on  his 
faults  with  extreme  leniency,  the  promise  he  had 
given  to  the  noble  lady,  whose  vowed  servant  he 
was,  made  him  exceeding  urgent  in  the  proper 
discharge  of  his  duty ;  and,  fearing  he  might,  if 
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not  properly  cared  for,  fall  into  the  hands  of  some 
base  adventuress,  whose  fair  visage  and  goodly  per- 
son were  always  ready  to  be  put  out  to  pawn  at 
most  usurious  interest,  whereof  the  penalty  wag  the 
monstrous  infamy  of  the  leader,  he  was  wondroualy 
anxious  to  save  him  from  such  snares. 

But  in  this  there  was  a  difficulty  of  a  kind  not 
easy  to  be  got  over.  He  cared  not  showing  too 
open  an  interference  with  the  youth's  inclinations. 
as  he  knew  it  was  like  to  be  resented  in  such  a  man- 
ner— from  his  great  pride  and  high  -spirited n ess— 
as  would  throw  an  insurmountable  obstacle  in  the 
way  of  all  further  leading  of  him ;  or,  governed  by 
the  excellent  policy  which  says  that  t(  prevention 
is  better  than  cure/'  he  watched  carefully  and 
anxiously  to  keep  out  of  his  way  the  sort  of  dangers 
he  had  most  fear  of. 

Rome  he  thought  less  dangerous  than  Naples, 
where  the  hearts  of  its  fair  inhabitants  seemed  akin 
with  the  combustible  stuff  on  which  that  gay  city 
is  built ;  for  the  monuments  of  antiquity,  and  the 
associations  connected  with  them,  gave  such  abun- 
dant food  for  the  mind,  that  there  was  scarce 
opportunity  for  it  to  turn  for  nourishment  to  those 
mischievous  sources  whose  complexion  he  so  hugely 
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misliked.    In  this  he  judged  by  the  influence  of  the 
place  on  himself. 

He  had  been  furnished  with  letters  that  ensured 
him  all  manner  of  courtesies  from  the  noblest  fami- 
lies, and  even  obtained  personal  notice  from  the 
sovereign  pontiff;  but  these  flattering  favours  had 
far  less  attraction  for  him  than  a  companionship 
with  the  mighty  spirits  whose  tombs  or  favourite 
haunts  he  loved  to  explore.    The  charms  of  music 
and  painting  were  placed  before  him  in  such  per- 
fectness  as  he  had  never  known  at  any  other  time ; 
but,  deeply  as  his  soul  was  moved  at  hearing  the 
wondrous  harmonies  the  Catholic  Church  so  well 
knows  how  to  use,  and,  as  he  stood  entranced  be- 
fore the  marvellous  works  of  art  which  join  their 
mighty  forces  in  the  same  gorgeous  service,  to  him 
there  was  a  music  far  more  touching  in  the  pastoral 
sounds  that  enriched  some  of  the  many  lovely  land- 
scapes the  neighbourhood  affords,  and  his  eye  was 
fed  continually  wherever  he  went,  with  pictures 
painted  with  a  truth,  a  force,  and  a  beauty  no  mor- 
tal painter  ever  yet  could  boast  of.    The  song  of  the 
herdsman  or  the  muleteer,  a  chorus  of  vine-dressers, 
or  the  jingle  of  a  rude  gittara,  to  which  a  score  or 
two  of  merry  feet  were  tripping  it  in  artless  measure, 
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had  more  charms  for  him  than  the  sweetest  airs  of 
Palestrina ;  and  a  young  girl  offering  her  heartfelt 
devotions  before  a  rude  statue  of  the  Virgin  in  one 
of  the  public  streets,  a  sunset  seen  from  the  terrace 
of  any  of  the  suburban  villas,  or  a  moonlight  on  the 
Tiber,  gave  him  scenes  which  neither  Raphael,  nor 
Titian,  nor  all  the  schools  of  Italy  together,  could 
ever  come  up  to. 

It  was  in  that  gigantic  ruin,  known  as  the 
Coliseum,  that  Master  Shakspeare,  with  his  young 
charge,  were  standing,  lost,  as  it  were,  in  utter 
astonishment,  with  the  faithful  Simon  in  attend- 
ance, who,  if  one  might  judge  from  his  looks,  was 
in  as  huge  a  wonder  as  either.  The  sunlight 
streamed  upon  the  desolate  amphitheatre,  investing 
its  picturesque  details  with  a  beauty  almost  magical 
to  look  on.  The  eye  of  the  poet  regarded  those 
broken  arches  with  a  double  consciousness,  the 
actual  and  the  ideal :  first  it  embraced  the  won- 
drous picture  of  desolation  they  presented  —  the 
stains  of  time,  the  rank  verdure,  and  the  influence 
of  many  centuries  of  neglect,  laying  on  tints  and 
perfecting  forms  that,  combined,  gave  the  image  of 
antiquity  in  her  most  majestic  garment ;  gradually 
this  faded  away,  and  the  glorious  fragments  made 
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one  more  glorious  whole  ;  and  the  wondrous  wreck 
displayed  a  more  marvellous  perfectness. 

Tier  above  tier  became  thronged  with  earnest, 
anxious  countenances,  in  countless  variety  and  with 
well-defined  grade ;  the  humble  plebeian,  the 
haughty  patrician,  and  every  class  and  dignity, 
from  the  most  abject  of  the  citizens  up  to  the  high- 
est officer  of  the  state — consul  or  emperor,  as  the 
case  might  be ;  whilst  below,  to  which  the  universal 
gaze  was  directed,  there  raged  a  fierce  combat, 
perchance  some  of  the  very  savagest  denizens  of 
the  forest  against  each  other  —  the  fell  rhinoceros, 
the  cruel  tiger,  the  raging  lion,  the  terrible  hippo- 
potamus, and  the  majestic  elephant ;  or  mayhap, 
with  one  or  other  of  these  horrible  monsters,  a  man 
should  be  matched,  and  so  he  dares  the  unequal 
combat,  armed  only  with  a  short  sword,  whilst 
among  the  multitudinous  host  above  there  exists 
an  awful  silence,  as  deep  as  that  of  one  in  a  trance. 
Or,  it  may  be,  public  gladiators  are  set  to  try  their 
strength  and  skill,  among  themselves,  after  divers 
fashions  of  fighting,  and  blood  flows  like  water,  and 
there  is  no  lack  of  gaping  wounds,  crushed  bones, 
and  bruised  limbs  ;  and  the  shout  of  the  spectators 
rises  like  a  burst  of  mountain  thunder,  as  he  who 

b5 
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hath  the  skill  or  good  fortune  to  survive  this  mon- 
strous butchery  steps  forward  the  acknowledged 
victor  of  the  day. 

On  this  fantasy  the  mind  of  the  poet  lingered  till 
all  sense  of  existing  things  seemed  absorbed,  and 
all  attention  was  concentrated  upon  this  fearful 
leaf  in  the  mighty  volume  of  the  past*  How  deeply 
his  noble  heart  was  touched  by  the  outrage  oo 
humanity  it  so  forcibly  exhibited,  abler  pens  than 
mine  must  seek  to  show.  But  to  one  taught  in  that 
moat  ancient  of  free  schools,  nature,  the  humi- 
liating reflections  which  could  not  but  arise  from 
it  must  have  clothed  his  spirit  with  a  bitterness 
the  natural  sweetness  of  his  disposition  could  scarce 
render  endurable. 

For  after  the  exulting  mind  has  been  tracing  the 
imposing  signs  and  tokens  of  Roman  greatness, 
from  what  small  beginnings  a  brave  and  enlightened 
people  became  great  and  free,  triumphed  over  the 
barbarian,  and,  for  his  loss  of  freedom  he  knew  not 
how  to  keep,  conferred  the  blessings  of  civilization 
he  would  soon  learn  how  to  appreciate,  how  terrible 
is  the  shock  that  follows  a  closer  inspection,  when 
it  is  discovered  that  the  cement  which  held  together 
these   immortal   monuments  is  composed    of  the 
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blood  and  tears  of  tortured  and  degraded  manhood  ! 

Roman  freedom,  Roman  greatness,  Roman  glory, 

raise  them  on  their  towering  pedestals,  and  then, 

behold  I  the  whole  fabric  is  built  up  of  the  basest 

slavery,  the  vilest  meanness,  and  the  saddest  He* 

^gradation,  that  ever  weighed  down  the  aspiring 

^oul  of  man  since  the  gates  of  Eden  were  first 

«loeed  against  it. 

On  this  theme  the  intelligent  mind  of  Shakspeare 
>wa8  wondrous  busy ;  and,  after  he  had  found  suffi- 
cient entertainment  in  the  impressions  it  received, 
ke  bethought  him  of  his  duty  to  his  young  com- 
panion, and  addressed  him  in  a  marvellous  moving 
speech,  full  of  fine  scholarship,  and  finer  wisdom, 
touching  the  difference  of  false  greatness  and  true ; 
and,   like  another   Cicero,    he    spoke  high  and 
learnedly,  distinguishing  the  genuine  claims  the 
Romans  have  on  the  respect  of  posterity  for  the 
many  signs  that  have  been  preserved  of  a  surpassing 
intellect,  from  the  fictitious  demands  that  have 
been   so  prominently  brought  forward  to  obtain 
an  immortal  admiration,  for  causes  purely  phy- 
sical 

Young  Herbert  listened  as  though  he  had  forgot 
he  was  my  Lord  of  Pembroke's  heir,  and,  which 
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was  of  no  less  consequence,  as  if  he  had  not  seen  at  ^  ~ 
Naples  an  exquisite  fair  face,  that  had  haunted      *~* 
his  young  fancy  with  the  glow  of  a  perpetual  sun-       — ,M> 
rise.     He  was  not  entirely  indifferent  to  the  force        ^*£* 
of  classic  examples,  and  the  scene  and  the  senti-  — 5L- 

ments  that  so  naturally  and  forcibly  arose  out  of  it  ^friit 

touched  him  somewhat. 

He  began  to  ask  questions  which,  in  the  result,  ^^ 

was  like  unto  one  beginning  to  dig  in  a  soil  abound-  i 

ing  with  treasures,  every  effort  was  so  singularly  ^. 

productive  of  sterling  truths :   and,  pleased  with  ^* 

his  acquisitions,  he  grew  more  inquisitive  and  more 
eager  to  obtain  a  greater  sum  of  that  profit  which 
was  repaying  his  exertions  a  hundred-fold.     By       ^ 
his  inquiries  his  governor  was  led  to  draw  a  com- 
parison  between   heathen   and  Christian  Rome  ^ 
between  the  Caesars  of  the  one,  and  the  Popes  ofc 
the   other ;    between  the   invincible  arms  of  t^16 
Roman  warrior,  and  the  absolute  ascendency  of  tJ^ 

Romish  priest ;  and,  in  the  parallel,  divers  new  ar 1 

striking  illustrations  were  produced.  A  family  lik^^  *" 
ness  seemed  to  run  in  the  heathen  Caesar  Caligul  ^* 
and  the  Holy  Catholic  Caesar  Borgia;  a  grea-^^ 
similitude  was  showed  betwixt  the  superstitions  0£  ^^ 
the  classic  soothsayer,  and  those  of  the  Christii 
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dispenser  of  Indulgences ;  and  the  same  love  of 
dominion,  which  arrayed  the  Roman  phalanx 
against  every  appearance  of  independence  in  other 
countries,  was  proved  to  be  observable  in  the  policy 
^arhich,  from  to  time,  influenced  the  occupant 
«af  the  papal  chair  in  its  relations  with  foreign 
states. 

But  here  the  parallel  ended,  and  the  most  posi- 
tive contrast  commenced.  The  former  trusted  to 
obtain  their  ascendency  over  the  rest  of  the  world 
fey  physical  means,  and  conquered  by  force  of  arms ; 
^vhilst  the  latter  relied  on  a  moral  force  only,  as  a 
means  of  subjection,  and  maintained  a  despotic 
&way  over  every  part  of  the  civilized  globe  by  force 
of  opinion. 

Then  the  speaker  went  on  to  show  that  this 
opinion,  in  modern  Rome,  bore  the  name  of  reli- 
gion, and  it  was  produced  in  a  manner  best  suited  to 
answer  its  desired  end.  All  things  whatsoever  that 
could  most  attract  and  subdue  the  senses,  either  as 
a  source  of  gratification  or  one  of  fear,  were  pressed 
into  the  service  of  the  successors  of  the  ancient 
sovereigns  of  Rome.  With  this  object,  art  was 
appealed  to  as  an  auxiliary  of  the  most  powerful 
character ;  and  the  painter,  the  sculptor,  the  archi- 
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tect,  and  the  musician,  were  taught  to  put  forth  all 
their  excellences  to  assist  in  subduing  the  Catholic 
world.  How  ably  they  fulfilled  the  purport  for 
which  they  were  devoted,  it  did  not  require  a 
journey  to  Rome  to  ascertain,  though  undoubted])' 
there  it  might  be  learned  in  more  perfoctness  titan 
elsewhere;  and  if  the  Julius  Csesars  of  the  ponti- 
fical chair  had  been  satisfied  with  an  authority 
based  on  such  means,  they  need  not  have  been 
very  harshly  condemned ;  but  they  sought  to  esta- 
blish a  despotism  with  more  exceptionable  weapons 
— the  terrible  thunders  of  the  Vatican,  the  dreaded 
whispers  of  the  Inquisition,  torture,  injustice, 
tyranny,  and  superstition,  were  employed  upon 
human  conscience,  as  with  an  intention  of  binding 
it  for  ever  in  the  humiliating  bonds  of  credulity  and 
ignorance ;  and  then  it  became  a  question  whether 
the  state  of  heathenism  or  Catholicism  were  the 
most  desirable. 

But,  as  Master  Shakspeare  eloquently  proved,  the 
parallel  became  again  destroyed.  The  world  grew 
more  enlightened,  and  consequently  less  tolerant 
of  mental  bondage,  and  each  succeeding  century 
found  modern  Rome  lessening  its  pretensions  to 
a  power  equal  to  that  which  existed  in  the  ancient 
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city ;  and  now  it  possesses  neither  mental  nor  phy- 
sical energy  sufficient  to  keep  a  creditable  place 
aunong  the  states  of  the  civilized  world.  An  emas- 
culated race,  who  are  slaves  to  the  most  lamentable 
ignorance,  pride,  and  self-conceit,  bear  the  dreaded 
■same  of  the  Conquerors  of  Carthage,  and  if  any 
one  individual,  to  whom  it  now  belongs,  obtaineth 
any  sort  of  celebrity  in  foreign  countries,  you  shall 
End  him  no  greater  character  than  a  bigoted  monk, 
who  hath  not  a  thought  beyond  his  breviary ;  a 
skilful  limner,  whose  whole  soul  is  in  his  paint- 
pots  ;  or  a  fair  composer  of  madrigals,  whose  highest 
philosophy  is  drawn  from  an  exact  application  of 
his  mi  sol  re. 

They  have  lost  all  that  was  Roman  but  the 
name— valour,  glory,  and  all  the  nobler  qualities 
of  honourable  manhood  are  departed ;  and  in  their 
place  there  is  nought  but  the  subtlety  of  the  fox 
and  the  venom  of  the  serpent  —  a  fierce  hatred 
of  liberal  thoughts  and  institutions  —  and  the 
most  degrading  observance  of  solemn  fooleries,  un- 
meaning self-abasements,  and  contemptible  decep- 
tions. 

But  the  utterer  of  these  strictures  was  of  too 
great  a  soul  to  omit  the  mention  of  what  was  in  any 
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way  of  a  worthier  nature  than  what  hath  just  been 
set  down,  and  lie  did  ample  justice  to  the  piety, 
charity,  humility,  and  wisdom  that  characterized 
many  of  these  unwarlike  descendants  of  the  heroes 
of  Roman  history  ;  nor  did  he  pass  over  the  merits 
of  those  illustrious  men  who  had  made  Rome  the 
metropolis  of  art.  It  cannot  be  supposed  that  he 
who  was  the  first  and  noblest  of  artists  should  fail 
in  appreciating  those  ideas  of  the  grand  and  the 
beautiful  which  the  Roman  painters  had  expressed 
in  such  immortal  characters,  as  in  their  frequent  visits 
to  the  most  famous  galleries  and  churches  of  Rome, 
Master  Herbert  and  his  governor  had  witnessed ; 
far  from  it — the  latter  showed  how  much  more 
Catholic  was  the  religion  of  RafFaelle  than  that  of 
Leo ;  and  how  much  nearer  heaven  were  the  labours 
of  Michael  Angelo  and  Sebastian  del  Piombo,  than 
were  those  of  the  College  of  Cardinals,  or  the  So- 
ciety of  Jesus. 

If  the  palette,  then,  might  be  allowed  to  stand 
in  place  of  the  sword,  the  painters,  at  least,  were 
worthy  of  their  origin  ;  and  if  the  influence  they 
maintained  was  peaceful,  it  was  more  valuable, 
pleasing,  ennobling,  and  enduring,  than  that  ob- 
tained by  their  ancestors  with  so  vast  a   cost  of 
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injustice  and  bloodshed.  They  admirably  upheld 
the  honour  of  Rome — they  had  triumphs  worthy  of 
rivalry  with  any  which  were  gloried  in  throughout 
the  rejoicing  streets  of  the  ancient  city — and  they, 
>e  it  remembered  to  their  everlasting  credit,  had 
10  Coliseum. 

This  was  not  uttered  without  some  searching 
questions  from  the  speaker's  companion,  who 
eemed  to  listen  with  more  than  ordinary  atten- 
iveness  and  satisfaction  ;  but  the  humour  was  only 
little  less  transient  than  usual,  and  as  soon  as  his 
uriosity  was  sufficiently  gratified,  he  moved  off  to 
rhere  Simon  Stockfish  was  reclining  at  his  ease, 
iligently  employed  in  providing  for  imaginary 
ivils  that  might  visit  him,  by  subtle  strokes  of 
x>licy  such  as  would  do  credit  to  the  exceeding 
jravity  of  his  turn  of  mind,  and  was  soon  deeply 
engaged,  with  the  faithful  old  servitor,  in  carrying 
m  some  business  of  his  own,  as  little  creditable  as 
profitable. 

Whilst  the  youth  was  thus  employed,  his  tutor 
eturned  to  the  luxury  of  his  own  thoughts,  which, 
q  the  first  moment  of  leisure,  took  the  following 
lomplexion. 
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THE  ADDRESS 
OF  A  FAITHFUL  SERVANT  IN  A  FAR-OFF  LAE=^ 
TO  A  MOST  GRACIOUS  MISTRESS. 

The  ever-rolling  seas  in  vain  divide 

Two  separate  natures,  such  as  do  exist 
In  that  pure  shrine  where  thy  fond  wishes  hide. 

And  this  poor  heart,  who  hath  each  'vantage  miss'd ; 

For  I  thus  differ  from  the  egotist, 
Who  his  dear  self  in  every  thing  doth  see— 
Whatever  I  behold,  is  fall  of  thee. 

Therefore,  nor  time,  nor  space,  availeth  much, 
Thine  image  is  so  constant  in  mine  eyes  ; 

For  here  thou  liv'st  in  ev'ry  thing  I  touch : 
I  meet  thy  gaze  in  these  Italian  skies, 
I  hear  thee  in  these  glorious  harmonies, 

That  fill  with  marvellous  praise  each  holy  place, 

And  find  thy  smile  on  each  Madonna's  face. 

If  from  the  presence  of  the  Past  I  turn, 

And  live  mid  relics  of  an  antique  time, 
Where  temple,  bust,  or  monumental  urn, 

Bring  back  the  classic  age  in  all  its  prime, 

In  glory  infinite,  in  grace  sublime ; 
Go  where  I  will,  consider  what  I  may, 
Signs  of  thy  nobleness  start  forth  straightway. 

Perchance,  some  crumbling  column  rears  on  high 
The  remnant  of  a  glorious  architrave : 

Or  matchless  Torso,  'witching  every  eye, 
With  shape  such  as  God's  noblest  creature's  have, 
Doth  my  especial  wonder  seem  to  crave — 

Where  'tis  most  admirable  there  doth  dwell 

That  quality  in  which  thou  dost  excel. 
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Bat  e'en  the  statue  moet  divinely  bright, 
The  proudest  structure  of  our  proudest  days, 

The  fairest  picture  offered  to  man's  sight ; 
In  brief,  whatever  marvels  art  could  raise, 

.    Can  never  take  one  atom  from  thy  praise. 

There  is  no  chance  'gainst  such  o'erwhelming  odds — 

They  are  man's  masterpieces — thou  art  God's ! 

Yet  in  such  perfectness  as  they  possess, 
For  thee  they  bear  triumphant  evidence, 

Which  in  my  pleadings,  dwelt  on  more  or  less, 
So  well  establishes  thine  excellence, 
A  verdict  for  thee  most  be  drawn  from  thence ; 

Making  a  precedent  of  such  import, 

Who  deems  it  ill  should  be  put  out  of  court. 

How  then  can  I  from  thee  be  separate, 

Did  nought  express  a  closer  likelihood ; 
But  when  mine  eyes  take  in  thy  goodly  state, 

Clothed  with  the  tempting  worth  of  flesh  and  blood, 

Of  thee  I  am  so  thoroughly  imbued, 
So  filled  with  thy  sweet  self,  in  heart  and  soul, 
We  stand  confessed  a  just  harmonious  whole. 

But  were  this  but  a  shadowy  fantasy, 

Bred  of  th'  imagination's  rank  conceits, 
I  should  allow  it  here  less  readily. 

The  understanding.no  such  mockery  meets, 

I  see  thee  not  in  visionary  cheats; 
Thy  honest,  tangible,  and  ocular  grace, 
Presents  itself  before  me  face  to  face. 

Seeing  thy  living  image,  I  enjoy 
The  profit  of  thy  pleasant  neighbourhood, 

And  ev'ry  step  of  time  do  I  employ 
In  storing  up  the  admirable  good 
Thou  dost  dispense  in  such  a  gracious  mood : 


20  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

I  see  thee,  hear  thee,  touch  thee,  and  from  thence 
Sight,  hearing,  touch,  assume  a  threefold  sense. 

But  who  shall  set  aside  Fate'*  stern  decree? 

Zeuxis  his  painted  grapes  poor  birds  did  not 
More  hugely  disappoint  than  thou  poor  me 

In  the  foe-simile  which  thou  hast  got; 

Thou  finq>8t  me  a  most  unhappy  lot; 
Like  him  who  sought  a  goddess,  pressed  a  cloud, 
I  find  the  robe  of  Love  become  his  shroud. 

Cold  slighting  looks,  and  high  and  haughty  tones, 
IndifTrence  rude,  and  careless  disrespect, 

Sharp  questions,  and  some  few  uncivil  ones, 
And  wild  extravagances  passed  uncheck'd — 
Tenants  at  will,  that  Time  will  soon  eject ; 

These  are  but  sorry  solace  for  the  lack 

Of  that  which  Memory  only  can  bring  back. 

Yet  hath  this  solace  some  sweet  gift  withal, 
Some  pleasant  power,  some  profitable  end ; 

The  contentation  it  affords  is  small, 

Still  doth  it  oft  a  wondrous  comfort  lend ! 
It  speaks  of  that  incomparable  friend, 

Whose  image  charges,  wheresoe*er  it  lies, 

Th'  unkindest  thoughts  with  kindliest  properties. 

Therefore  can  never  obstacle  divide, 
Nor  contrary  thing  oppose,  nor  time  delay, 

The  sweet  communion  that  must  now  abide 
All  tests,  all  chance,  without  change  or  decay, 
That  betwixt  thee  and  I  shall  from  this  day 

Live  wheresoever  I  take  up  ray  rest, 

Making  the  cursedest  thing  appear  most  blest 

One  of  those  gorgeous  assemblages  of  the  court* 
less  religious  orders  that  throng  the  Seven  HiB^ 
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Uity  had  passed  through  its  chief  thoroughfare, 
pith  banners  and  crucifixes,  and  images,  and 
>roudly-decorated  prelates,  and  monks  in  humbler 
jarb,  but  not  less  lofty  spirit,  and  incense-bearers 
naking  the  air*  rich  with  frankincense,  and  cho- 
isters  filling  it  with  stately  harmony,  which  occa- 
ioned  the  assembling  of  vast  numbers  of  idle 
tomans  and  curious  strangers,  who  dropped  on 
heir  knees  as  the  procession  passed,  many  of  whom 
fleeted  a  marvellous  degree  of  devotion  and  reve- 
ence,  and  others  no  small  extent  of  surprise  and 
ronder. 

The  chanting  of  the  priests  was  beginning  to  be 
naudible  in  the  distance,  when,  in  a  certain  open 
•pace,  over  which  those  holy  men  had  passed,  there 
was  formed  a  circle  of  the  good  people  who  had  but 
a  moment  since  been  so  greatly  edified  by  the  im- 
pressive spectacle  that  had  been  presented  to  them, 
who  were  as  busily  engaged  in  regarding  the 
graceful  attitudes  and  marvellous  tricks  of  a  party 
of  Bohemian  dancers  and  jugglers,  as  though  the 
right  had  clean  put  out  of  their  mind  the  sacred 
one  which  had  immediately  preceded  it.  Of  the 
exhibitors  there  were  two  men  of  monstrous  sinister- 
looking  aspect,  who  flung  brazen  balls  into  the  air, 
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and  sharp-pointed  daggers,  one  after  another,  and 
did  catch  them  with  a  dextrousness  that  was  a 
wonder  to  behold. 

Their  audience  looked  on  as  much  amazed  as  de- 
lighted. Presently  one  took  to  swallowing  a  sword, 
and  the  other  to  eating  fire,  as  though  he  wore  a 
salamander,  and  the  faces  of  all  present  seemed  be- 
wildered with  the  beholding  of  sights  so  strange. 
Anon  one  seized  a  rude  chair,  strong  and  heavy, 
and  seated  on  it  a  young  boy  of  their  company, 
exceedingly  well  favoured,  though  he  had  a  roguish 
look  withal,  then  placed  it  on  his  head,  balanced 
on  one  leg,  where  he  kept  it  as  he  walked  about 
picking  up  a  certain  number  of  eggs  from  the 
ground,  the  boy  the  whilst  looking  about  him  un- 
concernedly cracking  of  nuts,  as  though  he  had  the 
securest  seat  in  the  world.  After  this  he  took  his 
comrade  by  a  linen  fastening  round  his  loins,  and 
fixed  it  between  his  teeth,  and  so  carried  him 
round  the  circle.  These  tricks  were  also  regarded 
with  the  hugest  astonishment. 

But  the  most  pleasing  sight  of  all,  was  a  woman 
of  the  same  company,  of  a  beauty  the  most  ravishing 
eye  ever  dwelt  upon,  and  attired  very  temptingly 
after  the  Moorish  fashion,  who,  to  the  accompani- 
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;  of  a  kind  of  small  drum  decorated  with  silver 
,  which  she  struck  and  shook,  and  cast  about 
in  every  graceful  motion,  danced  the  Romalis 
ipsy  dance  in  so  moving  a  fashion,  that  the 
r  seemed  to  look  on  in  a  manner  entranced. 
y  the  swimming  eyes  and  pouting  mouth,  and 
eloquent  motions  of  the  Bohemian,  were  enough 
arm  the  current  of  a  man's  blood  had  it  flowed 
sluggishly  than  it  doth  in  Italian  veins, 
here  was  in  her  appearance  such  a  mingling  of 
ripe  Hebe  with  the  joyous  Bacchante,  that  a 
lan,  even  of  the  classic  age,  would  have  felt  her 
lence.  Her  dance  was  a  sort  of  hymn  in  mo- 
—an  invocation  in  pantomime  to  the  winged 
in,  who,  with  his  marvellous  keen  arrows,  is 
t  to  cause  such  sharp  wounds  in  every  one  that 
i  part  and  parcel  with  humanity — in  the  which 
y  twirl,  and  every  bend  of  that  voluptuous 
7,  every  wave  of  those  delicate  arms,  every 
ag  of  those  elastic  feet,  each  glance  of  those 
Luing  eyes,  and  each  smile  from  that  provoking 
itb,  were  examples  of  poetical  meaning,  such 
ven  the  rarest  masters  of  the  poet's  craft  seldom 
h.  There  seemed  an  intense  ecstasy  of  animal 
lyment  breathing  all  around  and  about  her, 
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evident  not  only  in  the  flashing  of  her  soft  dark 
eyes,  but  in  the  saucy  wantonness  of  her  raven 
hair,  and  in  the  expressive  buoyancy  of  her  most 
seductive  limbs. 

Perchance  the  reader  would  fain  have  some  ac- 
quaintance with  this  very  delectable  sweet  creature, 
but  he  must  needs  here  be  reminded  that  she  is 
not  so  complete  a  stranger  to  him  as  it  would  ap- 
pear ;  he  having  already  enjoyed  the  exquisite 
pleasure  of  her  company,  when  our  grave  young 
student  of  medicine,  John  Hall,  and  his  politic 
serving-man,  Simon  Stockfish,  were,  hugely  against 
their  wills,  made  inmates  of  a  gipsy  encampment, 
when  on  their  way  to  London. 

In  sober  honesty,  this  wondrous  dancer  in  tbe 
public  streets  of  Rome  was  no  other  than  the  very 
youthful  companion  of  Black  Sampson,  as  he  was 
then  called,  the  king  of  such  of  the  wandering  out- 
laws as  were  to  be  found  in  England;  and  the 
•  strong  sturdy-looking  urchin,  who  so  bravely  looked 
from  his  perilous  seat,  was  the  same  admirable  fair 
child  for  whose  existence  she  felt  herself  so  deeply 
indebted  to  the  skill  of  our  young  physician. 

The  life  of  this  matchless  dancer  had  been  at 
every  step  the  sport  of  fortune  —  she   had  gone 
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through  numberless  adventures  of  the  most  extra- 
ordinary character.  It  was  believed,  when  very 
young,  she  had  been  found  in  a  Moorish  barque, 
that  had  been  captured  on  the  coast  of  Barbary, 
by  the  crew  of  a  Spanish  ship,  the  captain  of  which 
had  sold  her  to  an  ancient  grandee,  who  had  her 
taught  all  feminine  accomplishments,  and  brought 
her  up  in  the  closest,  strictest  retirement,  in  a 
strong  castle  in  Andalusia.  All  went  on  fairly 
enough  with  the  Don,  till,  at  about  thirteen  or  four- 
een  years  of  age,  the  ripening  beauty  of  his  in- 
ieresting  purchase  induced  him  to  double  his 
ittentions,  and  treble  his  vigilance.  The  old  gal- 
ant  strove  earnestly  to  win  his  way  to  her  heart ; 
ind  just  as  he  was  beginning  to  congratulate  him- 
self on  the  favourable  result  of  his  exertions,  the 
astounding  intelligence  was  conveyed  to  him  that 
the  incomparable  Dona  Xariqua  was  nowhere  to 
be  found. 

Whether  he  hanged  the  Duenna  who  had  charge 
af  her  is  not  known,  but  certain  is  it,  that,  whilst 
he  was  employing  his  vast  resources  to  recover 
what  he  considered  a  treasure  far  more  valuable, 
§he  was  being  conveyed  from  the  nearest  port,  in 
the   good   ship,    "  Endeavour,"  of  Bristol,    by  a 

VOL.  III.  C 


26  THE  SECRET  PA88IOH. 

famous,  tall,  well -favoured,  young  fellow,  that 
looked  a  prince  at  the  least,  and  this  he  was  most 
assuredly,  for  he  was  a  prince  at  the  least  sort  of 
estimation. 

He  belonged  to  the  royal  tribe  existing  amongst 
that  wandering  people,  so  generally  spread  over 
Europe,  under  the  several  names  of  Bohemians, 
Rommanee,  Egyptians,  gypsies,  and  Zincali ;  and, 
though  born  and  brought  up  in  England,  he  had 
joined  some  daring  smugglers  on  the  coast,  who 
traded  with  Spain.  Whilst  pursuing  his  adventures 
in  the  country,  he  had  got  sight  of  the  Don's  destined 
mistress,  and,  struck  with  her  exceeding  loveliness, 
had,  in  a  manner  no  less  daring  than  ingenious, 
carried  her  off  from  the  gardens  of  the  castle.    It 
must  be  acknowledged,  that  the  youthful,  nay,  al- 
most childish  Xariqua,  got  wonderfully  soon  recon- 
ciled to  the  change,  from  a  particularly  crabbed, 
ill-favoured,  old  lover,  to  one  as  remarkably  young 
and  comely ;  and  on  their  landing  in  England,  she 
made  no  objection  to  be  married  to  him,  according 
to  the  ceremonies  of  his  tribe,  to  which  about  the 
same  time  he  was  elected  to  be  king,  in  consequence 
of  the  decease  of  his  predecessor  in  the  royal  dig- 
nity, in  a  somewhat  unregal  way  at  Tyburn. 
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She  soon  made  herself  mistress  of  the  arts  and 
mysteries  practised  by  the  females  of  the  strange 
people  with  whom  her  life  was  now  to  be  passed  ; 
and,  though  her  partner,  from  the  violence  of  his 
passions,  did  not  make  her  the  best  of  husbands, 
she  made  him  a  model  of  a  perfect  good  wife  down 
to  the  yery  day  of  his  so  terrible  death,  sharing  in 
all  the  hazards  of  his  dangerous  way  of  living  with 
a  fearlessness  and  devotion  worthy  of  a  better  ob- 
ject. After  she  was  left  a  widow,  still  young,  still 
of  ravishing  loveliness,  she  was  prevailed  on  to  turn 
her  attractions  and  the  accomplishments  she  had 
been  taught,  to  some  account.  Therefore,  she 
made  part  of  an  exhibition  which  certain  of  the 
Bohemians  got  up  about  this  time,  and  acted  from 
town  to  town,  whilst  their  equally  active  confede- 
rates contrived  to  ease  the  wondering  spectators  of 
whatever  valuables  they  had  about  them  that  were 
accessible  to  their  light  fingers. 

As  her  charms  were  set  off  to  the  greatest  ad- 
vantage by  her  picturesque  dress,  and  her  dancing 
was  exceedingly  animated  and  graceful,  after  the 
Bohemian  fashion,  wherever  she  appeared  she 
gained  no  lack  of  admirers,  on  whom  she  never 
failed  to  levy  contributions,  often  gaining  from  them 
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something  additional  by  practising  for  their  edifi- 
cation the  science  of  palmistry. 

La  Xariqua  became  celebrated,  throughout  more 
than  one  of  the  Italian  states ;  and  her  witcheries 
turned  the  heads  of  all  the  gallants,  and  also  of 
men  of  graver  sort,  who  might  be  expected  to  have 
been  insensible  of  such  follies.  Rumours  on  this 
point  had  got  abroad,  to  the  prejudice  of  divers 
holy  fathers  of  the  church,  which  had,  moreover, 
come  to  the  ears  of  their  superiors,  who,  though 
they  looked  to  be  horribly  shocked  at  such  scandals, 
were  secretly  as  much  enamoured  of  the  beautiful 
Bohemian  as  their  humbler  brethren.  Her  appear- 
ance in  the  Holy  City  caused  quite  a  stir,  both 
amongst  clergy  and  laity ;  and  although,  generally* 
she  was  spoken  of  as  a  creature  worthy  to  be  wor- 
shipped of  all  men  living,  it  chanced  that  she  was 
made  the  subject  of  comment  in  another  and  totally 
different  quarter,  which  boded  her  no  good. 

Among  the  most  enraptured  of  those  whom  she 
had  gathered  round  her  in  Rome  at  this  time  was 
a  youth,  who  looked  on  with  all  his  soul  in  his  eyes, 
to  appearance  fairly  bewitched  by  a  scene  so  ex- 
quisitely seductive.  The  emotion  he  exhibited  <W 
not  escape  the  brilliant  eyes  of  the  dancer— neither 
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did  his  noble  visage  and  admirably-formed  figure ; 
for,  from  beneath  her  long,  dark  lashes  she  ever 
and  anon  shot  at  him  such  glances  as  set  his  heart 
in  a  flame  in  a  presently. 

It  so  chanced,  during  the  performance  of  the 
Romalis,  that  she  was  exerting  herself  to  the  very 
utmost  to  outrival  all  she  had  previously  done,  and 
the  admiration  of  the  surrounding  crowd  approached 
to  a  frenzy ;  the  enticing  scene  was  put  a  stop  to  by 
the  sudden  apparition  of  two  mysterious  figures,  in 
sombre  robes  that  entirely  enveloped  their  persons, 
who  pushed  through  the  circle,  in  which,  with  looks 
of  mingled  awe  and  terror,  all  fell  back.  They 
made  their  way  to  the  fascinating  Bohemian,  whom 
each  seized  by  an  arm,  and  placing  the  fore-finger 
mysteriously  on  the  lip,  began  to  drag  her  away. 
At  seeing  this,  all  her  enraptured  admirers  slunk 
away  in  every  direction,  without  daring  so  much  as 
to  look  behind  them,  and  none  seemed  inclined  to 
stay,  save  a  few  ill-looking  knaves,  who,  out  of  all 
doubt,  were  her  companions,  and  the  youth,  whose 
intoxicating  dream  had  been  so  rudely  disturbed. 
He  seemed  at  first  to  marvel  hugely  at  the  appear- 
ance of  the  two  mysterious  figures,  taking  it  to  be 
a  part  of  the  performance ;  but  when  the  cries  and 
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struggles  of  the  dancer  convinced  him  her  seL 
was  an  act  of  violence,  his  rapier  flew  out  of 
scabbard  on  the  instant. 

The  crowd  had  by  this  time  entirely  disap 
The  youth  rushed  after  the  struggling  Xariquar-^0> 
sharply  calling  on  those  who  were  hurrying  hex*^^ 
along  to  loose  their  hold  of  her  if  they  desired  te^^0 
live.  They  paid  no  manner  of  heed  to  him,  tari^-** 
continued  to  hurry  away  their  terrified  prisoner*^'"** 
He  was  upon  them  sword  in  hand,  when,  from 
neighbouring  portal,  there  came  upon  him 
awares  two  or  three  armed  men,  by  whom 
would  infallibly  have  been  slain  or  taken  captive, 
had  it  not  happened,  that  almost  as  quickly  after 
rushed  hastily,  from  an  opposite  direction,  a  gallant, 
who  ranged  himself  on  his  side.  The  contest  lasted 
not  long,  for  the  Bohemians,  with  weapons  of  va- 
rious sorts,  so  bestirred  themselves,  that  the  begin- 
ners of  the  fray  were  speedily  either  stretched  on 
the  ground  with  grievous  wounds,  or  running  for 
their  lives  with  what  speed  of  foot  they  had.  La 
Xariqua  was  rescued  out  of  their  hands,  and  soon, 
by  the  contrivance  of  her  associates,  beyond  all  fear 
of  recapture. 

It  was  but  a  short  hour  after  this  occurrence 
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that  the  youth,  and  the  friend  who  had  come  to  his 
assistance,  were,  with  a  single  attendant,  pursuing 
their  way  out  of  Rome  as  fast  as  fleet  horses  could 
carry  them.  The  younger  of  the  two  was  no  other 
than  the  Earl  of  Pembroke's  heir,  who  had  given 
his  companion  the  slip  whilst  examining  some  of 
the  many  marvels  of  the  City  of  the  Caesars ;  and 
the  other  was,  of  course,  his  worthy  governor,  who, 
as  he  came  upon  the  spot,  and  beheld  the  danger 
with  which  his  charge  was  menaced,  could  do  no 
less  than  hasten  to  his  assistance.  But  when  he 
came  to  learn,  as  he  shortly  did,  that  Master  Her- 
bert had  provoked  an  attack  from  the  Pope's 
guards,  by  endeavouring  to  rescue  a  sorceress,  then 
in  charge  of  the  messengers  of  the  Holy  Office,  he 
knew  there  was  no  longer  any  safety  for  either  of 
them  within  the  Papal  States. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Alas,  fond  child ! 

How  are  thy  thoughts  beguiled, 

To  hope  for  honey  from  a  nest  of  wasps ! 
Thou  may'st  as  well 
Go  seek  for  ease  in  hell, 

Or  sprightly  nectar  from  the  mouths  of  asps. 

Quarlb*^ 

And  with  that  word  she  smiled,  and  ne'ertheless 
Her  love-toys  still  she  used,  and  pleasures  bold. 

Fairfax. 

O,  what  a  crocodilian  world  is  this, 
Composed  of  treacheries  and  ensnaring  wiles ! 

She  clothes  destruction  in  a  formal  kiss, 
And  lodges  death  in  her  deceitful  smiles; 

She  hugs  the  soul  she  hates,  and  there  does  prove 

The  veriest  tyrant  where  she  vows  to  love, 

And  is  a  serpent  most  where  most  she  seems  a  dove. 

QUARLBS. 

The  treacherous  Millicent,  by  the  exercise  of  that 
craft  with  which  she  was  so  eminently  gifted,  was 
now  in  a  fair  way  of  seeing  all  things  settled  as 
she  would  have  them.      She  had  persuaded  her 
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young  friend  and  confidant  that  the  desirablest 
thing  on  earth  would  be  a  marriage  with  her  father ; 
and,  by  dint  of  working  on  her  vanity  and  pride, 
of  which  she  had  no  slight  share,  got  her  to  see, 
in  a  union  with  one  thrice  her  age,  only  famous 
braveries,  money  at  command,  and  the  covetable 
situation  of  mistress  of  a  fine  mansion.  Her  con- 
sent was  obtained,  and  a  day  fixed  for  this  May 
and  December  union ;  when  it  was  also  settled 
should  take  place  the  marriage  of  Millicent  and 
Leonard. 

At  first,  when  his  mistress  urged  him  to  com- 
plete his  contract  with  her,  for  which  she  failed  not 
to  give  him  good  and  sufficient  reasons,  he  seemed 
somewhat  taken  by  surprise,  as  not  only  had  he 
ong  given  up  all  idea  of  such  a  thing,  but  he  had 
»een  what  had  assured  him  of  his  fellow- student's 
ittachment,  whose  true  friend  he  held  himself  at 
his  time,  and  would  have  been  right  glad  to  have 
urthered  his  happiness  in  any  honest  way.  This 
riendly  inclination  of  her  destined  husband  to- 
wards her  lover  it  was  her  policy  now  to  destroy, 
ls  she  saw  it  would  be  a  serious  obstacle  in  the  way 
if  the  success  of  her  fine  scheming;  whereupon 
the  set  about  to  poison  his  mind  with  dark  hints 
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and  discreditable  insinuations  of  and  concerning  hit 
friend's  integrity,  and,  to  give  sufficient  colour  to 
these,  she  read  letters  from  John  Hill  to  herself 
which  proved  incontestibly  that  he  was  not  such  as 
he  took  him  to  be. 

Concerning  of  these  letters  it  is  sufficient  hereto 
state,  that,  though  Leonard  was  allowed  to  recog- 
nize the  handwriting,  he  had  no  means  of  com- 
paring the  passages  read  with  what  was  written, 
and,  entertaining  no  suspicion  of  deceit,  it  is  not 
surprising  that  she  should  easily  have  passed  off  on 
him  what  was  entirely  her  own  invention,  for  the 
handwriting  of  John  Hall. 

Leonard  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  fall  into  tb& 
humour  of  one  whom  he  had  allowed  to  govern 
him  as  she  listed.     Yet  it  was  long  before  he  coulc^ 
reconcile  himself  to  what  he  looked  on  as  the  vio^ 
lent  extinguishing  of  his  fellow-student's  happiness*^ 
In  due  time,  by  the  constant  artifices  of  the  crafty 
Millicent,  the  estrangement  was  complete.     Leo- 
nard's habitual  indolence  and  indecision  were  taken 
advantage  of,  and  John  Hall  every  day  became  less 
and  less  cared  for.     Indeed,  as  it  usually  happens 
with  those  who  wrong  their  fellows,  Leonard  felt 
disposed  ere  long  to  look  on  John  Hall  as  one  pos- 
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sessed  of  the  absolutest  unworthiness  ever  heard 

of. 
But  how  fared  the  young   physician  all  this 

while  ?  How  took  he  the  intelligence  his  mistress 
artfully  conveyed  to  him  of  her  being  forced  against 
her  wish  to  complete  the  betrothal  of  so  long  stand- 
ing ?  Of  a  truth  it  came  on  him  like  a  thunder- 
clap. He  had  allowed  himself  so  completely,  in 
consequence  of  her  conduct  to  him,  to  lose  sight  of 
any  such  engagement,  that  he  could  not  now  be 
brought  to  tolerate  it  in  any  manner.  It  was  a 
most  moving  sight  to  see  the  tears  which  chased 
down  her  cheeks,  and  the  passionate  fondness  of 
her  bearing  and  language,  when  this  accomplished 
dissembler  informed  her  lover  of  her  father's  ty- 
ranny in  insisting  upon  her  immediate  marriage 
with  one  she  liked  not. 

No  man  who  has  ever  devotedly  loved  could  re- 
concile himself  to  another's  possessing  his  mistress ; 
md  the  heart  of  John  Hall  was  too  completely 
given  up  to  the  seductive  Millicent  to  be  easily 
Irawn  into  an  abandonment  of  his  claim  upon  her. 
Her  representations  were  marvellous  powerful,  and 
lis  nature  was  exceeding  yielding.  Nevertheless, 
though  be  did  not  in  any  way  dispute  the  mar- 


36  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

riage,  in  heart  and  soul  he  loathed  and  detested 
it. 

From  the  first  hour  he  heard  of  the  arrangement 
he  became  a  different  being.  A  slow,  consuming 
fever  preyed  upon  him  —  his  flesh  fell  away— he 
could  endure  no  employment  —  he  could  enjoy  no 
gratification.  He  confined  himself  to  his  own 
chamber,  where,  hour  after  hour,  he  sat  at  the 
table  with  an  open  book  before  him  ;  but  the  page 
was  never  turned,  and,  though  the  eyes  dwelt  on  it, 
they  took  in  nothing  of  its  meaning.  His  thoughts 
were  directed  elsewhere,  but  kept  themselves  to  a 
most  contracted  circle ;  for,  oppressed  by  a  sense 
of  his  own  misery,  they  seemed  to  have  no  energy 
to  get  beyond  it. 

Thus,  day  after  day  passed  by,  he  getting  weaker 
and  weaker,  his  cheek  more  transparent,  his  look 
more  haggard,  and  a  settled  despair  seemed  stamped 
upon  his  visage,  witli  a  sharpness  that  expressed 
death  in  every  line.  No  one  came  near  him  but 
Millicent,  who  used  some  arguments  to  console 
him,  but  they  were  not  understood  ;  and,  if  they 
had  been,  they  would  not  have  afforded  the  sufferer 
any  consolation ;  and  the  caresses  she  continued  to 
heap  upon  him  he  received  as  one  in  a  delirium 
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takes  a  drug  that  is  to  give  him  present  com- 
posure. 

The  night  before  the  wedding-day  arrived,  and, 
whether  her  bad  heart  was  touched  by  the  youth's 
uncomplaining  but  most  eloquent  misery,  or  she 
had  a  bad  purpose  in  view,  in  which  her  heart  was 
not  concerned,  is  not  known ;  but,  most  assuredly, 
she  sat  up  the  whole  of  that  night  with  him :  all 
which  time,  by  every  word  and  deed  most  con- 
vincing, she  let  him  know  that  he  was  beloved  by 
her  as  no  other  ever  could  be.  He  seemed  moved 
by  her  affectionateness,  and  clung  to  it  with  all  the 
wild  fervour  of  one  who  knows  he  hath  before  him 
Ids  only  stay.  The  excitement  which  this  produced 
became  at  last  too  powerful  for  his  enfeebled  frame, 
and,  towards  morning,  he  sunk  into  a  stupor. 

It  was  full  noon,  on  that  eventful  day,  before  the 
unhappy  youth  recovered  to  a  perfect  consciousness. 
He  felt  more  than  ordinarily  weak  and  feeble,  but 
he  mechanically  ro&e  and  made  his  morning  toilet 
as  usual.  He  noticed  that  his  customary  breakfast 
was  prepared  for  him,  but  he  touched  it  not.  He 
went  to  the  casement,  and  marvelled  greatly  to  see, 
by  the  shadow  of  the  sun  on  the  opposite  house, 
how  late  it  was  in  the  day. 
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His  thoughts  were  strange  and  disconnected- 
Now  he  was  with  his  mother  in  the  home  of  \&* 
childhood,  hearkening  to  her  sweet  counsel ;  ano*^' 
he  was  engaged  with  such  profitable  company  ^^* 
Celsus  and  Hippocrates,  in  the  familiar  seat  und^^* 
the  old  walnut-tree ;  in  a  moment  he  was  in  the  1 
of  the  gipsy  girl,  restoring  her  child  to  life, 
directly  after  he  was  no  less  delightfully  listenin^Ti 
to  Master  Shakspeare's  admirable  converse  in  hi^"* 
well-remembered  lodging  in  the  Clink  Liberty. 

In  short,  his  thoughts  went  from  one  thing  tc^3 
another  witli  no  settled  purpose,  travelling  hithe^^ 
and  thither,  yet  carefully  avoiding  home, 
dared  not  think  of  Iter.  He  strove  all  in  his  power 
to  avoid  recalling  to  his  mind  anything  which 
would  bring  the  business  of  this  intolerable  day 
before  him.  Nevertheless,  do  what  he  would,  he 
frequently  found  himself  approaching  the  dreaded 
subject.  He  walked  about  his  chamber,  counting 
his  strides  as  he  proceeded ;  and  when  he  tired  of 
that,  he  leaned  out  of  the  casement  and  watched 
the  sparrow  flitting  about  the  eaves,  and  the  smoke 
of  the  chimneys  curling  up  till  it  disappeared  in 
the  blue  sky. 

The  day  seemed  to  be  of  a  monstrous  length. 
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He  ardently  longed  for  it  to  end,  but  every  minute 
had  to  him  the  duration  of  the  most  tedious  hours. 
He  was  struck  with  the  extraordinary  quietness  of 
the  house.  In  directing  his  attention  to  this,  the 
knowledge  of  why  it  was  so  rushed  upon  him  with 
a  force  that  overthrew  all  his  precautions.  Milli- 
cent  was  gone  to  church ! — by  this  time  she  was 
another's !  and  doubtless  they  were  all  making 
merry  every  one  with  another ;  and  while  he  was  in 
the  extremity  of  his  misery,  hovering  over  the 
brink  of  very  madness,  the  more  fortunate  Leonard 

was 

As  his  mind  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  exquisite 
sweet  happiness  of  his  rival,  there  seemed  to  him  to 
come  a  sudden  whirlwind,  which  crushed  the  walls 
of  the  chamber  in  upon  him  on  every  side,  and, 
making  a  feeble  clutch  at  the  chair  on  which  he 
had  been  leaning,  he  fell  in  a  deadly  swoon  on  the 
floor. 

How  long  he  remained  in  this  state  he  never 
Icnew,  for  several  weeks  elapsed  before  he  reco- 
vered the  faculties  of  a  reasoning  being,  and  then 
lie  was  lying  on  his  pallet  as  feeble  as  a  child, 
^rith  an  entire  oblivion  of  all  that  had  been  done  to 
tim  during  that  interval,  and  all  the  wild  ravings 
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and  monstrous  extravagances  he  had.  then  exhi- 
bited. But  he  had  not  been  discovered  till,  on  the 
return  of  the  wedding-party  from  their  day's  plea- 
suring, Millicent  stole  up  to  his  chamber  hur- 
riedly. 

If  ever  contrition  touched  her  cold,  selfish  heart, 
one  would  have  fancied  it  would  have  been  now; 
but  her  sole  object  was  her  own  security,  and  for 
this  only  she  looked  to  his  wants,  and  nursed  him 
throughout  his  disorder.  She  feared  that,  despite 
her  fine  scheming,  her  treachery  might  be  made 
visible,  and  albeit  her  influence  over  her  new-made 
husband  was  none  of  the  weakest,  it  was  possible  a 
knowledge  of  her  infamous  behaviour  he  might  re- 
ceive in  a  fashion  little  to  her  liking.  She  ob- 
tained assistance  in  which  she  could  trust,  and  the 
malady  of  John  Hall  began  at  last  to  assume  a 
more  favourable  character. 

In  especial,  the  young  stepmother  of  his  trea- 
cherous, false  mistress,  was  untiring  in  her  atten- 
tions, and  showed  a  more  than  ordinary  kindness 
in  every  thing  she  did.  He  felt  gratefully  disposed 
towards  her,  for  her  exceeding  friendliness  at  such 
a  time,  and,  noting  his  thankfulness,  set  her  to 
make  herself  still  more  agreeable.   She  had,  by  this 
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time,  learned  the  true  value  of  the  position  into 
which  she  had  been  cajoled — she  saw  the  sacrifice 
that  had  been  made  of  her — and  was  at  no  loss  to 
discover  for  whose  sole  advantage  she  had  been 
thus  infamously  bartered.  Her  mind  was  of  a  most 
limited  capacity,  but  it  was  large  enough  for  ven- 
geance, and  it  became  the  business  of  her  life  to 
study  some  sure  way  of  obtaining  it. 

She  sympathised  with  him,  and  denounced  the 
unprincipled  conduct  of  her  quondam  friend,  whose 
whole  proceedings  she  gradually  placed  before  him 
in  their  proper  light.  He  shrank  from  believing 
her  statements,  but  she  returned  again  and  again 
to  the  charge,  supporting  her  accusations  by  proofs 
there  was  no  questioning. 

Loath  as  the  lover  always  is  to  believe  ill  of  the 
woman  he  loves,  he  cannot  resist,  for  any  long 
time,  insurmountable  evidence,  unless  he  be  wil- 
fully blind.  Our  young  physician  was  wondrously 
cnoved  at  the  information  he  had  received,  and  felt 
cuuch  inclined  to  upbraid  the  crafty  Millicent  for 
the  infamousness  of  her  proceedings ;  but,  on  her 
next  making  her  appearance,  the  consummate  hypo- 
crisy of  her  bearing,  and  the  influence  of  old  im- 
pressions, drove  him  from  his  purpose,  and  he  let 
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her  take  her  departure  as  though  she  were  still  the 
matchless,  spotless,  admirable  food  creature  he  had 
so  long  been  used  to  consider  her.  But  when  she 
was  gone,  and  her  confidante  returned  to  him  with 
fresh  instances  of  her  falsehood,  he  again  raofod1 
to  charge  her  with  it,  and  break  off  all  intimacy 
for  the  future. 

He  was  now  sufficiently  recovered  to  leave  ha 
chamber;  and,  as  he  had  of  late  been  schooling  him- 
self to  meet  the  woman  of  whom  be  had  been  » 
enamoured,  in  company,  with  a  sufficient  indiffer- 
ency,  he  resolved  to  have  his  meals  on  a  certain 
day  with  the  family,  as  had  been  his  wont  before 
his  illness.  He  presented  himself  at  his  customary 
place,  and,  though  feeling  horribly  restless  and  on* 
easy,  he  received  the  general  congratulations  upon 
his  recovery  without  much  embarrassment  He 
took  his  seat.  Towards  her  he  dared  not  look; 
but  he  felt  she  was  sitting  over-against  him.  Her 
husband,  to  his  great  relief,  was  absent,  and  no* 
expected  to  return  till  late. 

The  meal  passed  off  without  any  thing  worthy 
of  notice,  save  that  old  Posset  strove  to  show  him- 
self in  the  character  of  a  jester ;  but  his  was  the 
facetiousness  of  a  grinning  skeleton.   Nevertheless* 
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his  daughter  encouraged  his  humour,  and  seemed, 
to  the  unhappy  student,  to  have  an  extraordinary 
flow  of  spirits.  He  could  not  fail  of  drawing  some 
comparisons  between  her  now  ever  ready  mirth 
and  her  constant  affectation  of  wretchedness  a  few 
short  months  before. 

The  dinner  had  all  been  removed,  and  the  master 
of  the  house  had  brewed  a  pot  of  sack,  which  was 
poured  out  in  glasses  for  the  company.  Millicent 
had  hardly  got  hers  in  her  hand,  when,  in  a  manner 
half  of  carelessness  and  half  of  spite,  she  addressed 
every  one  in  turn,  and  wished  them  something 
which  had  much  the  appearance  of  being  what  was 
least  desired.  John  Hall  was  left  by  her  to  the 
last,  when  she  commenced  a  speech  to  him  in  the 
same  strain,  in  ambiguous  phrase,  but  sufficiently 
apparent  to  all  present.  She  alluded  to  his  ill- 
placed  passion,  and  wished  him,  as  the  best  thing 
that  could  be  had  for  him,  Jbrgetfulness.  This 
was  too  much  for  the  miserable  lover ;  his  pride  re- 
volted at  thus  being  openly  pointed  out  as  the  sufferer 
he  was,  but  the  blow  was  one  he  could  not  ward 
off  or  withstand.  He  felt  the  corners  of  the  room 
whirling  round,  and,  for  some  seconds,  he  lost  all 
consciousness  of  what  or  where  he  was. 
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It  chanced  that,  just  at  this  time,  word  was 
brought  that  one  badly  wounded  in  a  scuffle  was 
waiting  to  have  his  hurts  dressed,  which  instantly 
caused  the  room  to  be  emptied  of  all  but  Millicent 
and  John  Hall.  The  former,  for  some  motive  or 
other,  left  her  place,  and  came  round  to  him,  when 
she  presently  put  her  arm  round  his  neck,  as  of 
old.  "  Take  not  this  accursed  marriage  of  mine  so 
much  to  heart,  my  sweet  life  !"  whispered  she  in 
his  ear  very  lovingly.  "  Heed  thy  behaviour,  and 
thou  shalt  profit  by  it  to  thy  exceeding  contentation. 
For  now  such  can  be  done  safely  which... " 

John  Hall  looked  in   her  face  with  a  sort  of 
bewildered  stare,  every  vein  and  artery  throbbing 
as  though  they  would  burst     He  could  scarce  be- 
lieve his  ears,  which  had  conveyed  to  him  a  mean- 
ing which  seemed  to  have  turned  him  to  a  mass  of 
fire ;  but  the  gaze  that  met  his  own  there  could  be  no 
doubting ;  his  eyes  had  fallen  before  its  too  obvious 
expression  once  before ;    albeit,  now  the  villany  of 
it  came  to  him  so  glaringly,  that  his  whole  soul 
revolted  at  its  baseness,  and  he  forcibly  pushed  her 
from  him. 

Whilst  he  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  he  saw 
nothing  of  the  horrible,  fiendish  scowl  with  which 
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turned  tempter  gazed  upon  him.     The  comely 
ras  distorted  out  of  all  likeness  with  huma- 

it  was  spectral,  Medusa-like,  and  devilish, 
id  all  expression.  In  a  short  time  it  returned 
ordinary  expression — nay,  was  more  smiling 
it  had  ever  been,  and  Millicent  spoke  in  the 
manner  she  had  a  moment  since,  as  if  nothing 
>ccurred  to  change  her  humour.  When  he 
I  himself  strong  enough,  the  young  student 
;ered  out  of  the  room,  and  was  soon  in  the 
cy  of  his  own  chamber.  Here  he  had  full 
•e  to  think  over  the  unquestionable  evidence 
id  just  obtained  of  the  worthless  nature  of  the 
in  he  had  so  distractedly  loved.  Had  the 
nony  come  from  any  other  source,  he  might 

entertained  a  doubt,  but,  proceeding  as  if 
rom  her  own  polluted  lips,  it  carried  with  it  a 
ble  conviction.  A  sensitive  nature  and  a  pure 
I,  that  have  remained  for  a  long  period  in  the 
;  blessed  conviction  that  the  fair  creature  for 
m  all  their  best  energies  were  devoted,  was  the 
rare  example  of  perfect  excellence  the  world 
sssed,  discovering,  of  a  sudden,  that  she  is 
ag  the  very  vilest  of  her  sex,  can  scarce  fail  of 
iving  a  shock  likely  to  unsettle  his  whole  being. 
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He  who  truly  loves,  loves  only  in  the  impression  of 
his  mistress's  superiority  in  all  worthiness —this 
conviction  is  to  his  passion  air,  and  food,  and 
raiment ;  this  it  is  that  leadeth  him  to  adoration, 
this  it  is  that  speaketh  for  him  in  song :  but  it 
hath  more  than  once  fortuned,  that  this  fair  seem- 
ing hath  been  only  the  fruit  of  a  much-studied 
hypocrisy,  and  that  under  the  outer  semblance  of 
such  great  goodness  there  existed  unparalleled 
baseness ;  and  such  was  it,  beyond  all  manner  of 
doubt,  in  the  case  of  this  unnatural  false  Jezabel. 

Our  young  student  was  sorely  troubled  in  mind; 
but  he  saw  there  was  for  him  but  one  measure, 
which  was  a  proper  schooling  of  himself  to  regard 
the  tempter  in  the  light  she  ought  only  to  be  looked 
upon  by  him ;    and,  strengthening  his  heart  with 
divers  wholesome  resolutions,  he  succeeded  at  last 
in  quieting  his  disturbed  nature  somewhat.     He 
called  to  mind  his  mother's  tender  warnings,  and 
these  and  other  goodly  recollections  of  the  admi- 
rable principles  she  had  taken  such  infinite  pains  to 
implant  into  him,  did  strengthen  and  encourage 
him  wonderfully. 

It  was  a  little  after  midnight  on  the  same  even- 
ing that  Millicent  left  her  sleeping  husband,  and. 
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wrapping  herself  in  a  loose  gown,  stealthily  and 
silently  crept  down  stairs.  Having  provided  her- 
self with  a  lighted  lamp  from  the  kitchen,  she 
proceeded  to  the  little  back  chamber  described  in  a 
preceding  chapter,  as  one  where  Master  Doctor 
Posset  was  wont  to  enjoy  his  privacy  unmolested 
by  any  save  his  daughter,  the  door  of  which  she 
unlocked  with  a  key  she  took  from  her  girdle ;  then 
entering  she  locked  herself  in.  Placing  the  lamp 
on  the  table,  she  went  immediately  to  the  old 
cabinet,  which  she  opened  with  another  key.  The 
doors  thrown  back  discovered  nests  of  drawers,  save 
at  the  top,  which  looked  to  be  blank  •  but  Milli- 
cent,  touching  a  secret  spring,  the  panel  slid  on 
one  side,  and  there  appeared  several  curiously- 
shaped  little  bottles,  some  with  powders,  and  some 
with  liquids. 

She  opened  one  of  the  drawers,  and  took  from 
thence  a  pair  of  ivory  scales  with  divers  small 
weights ;  from  another  she  took  a  graduated  glass 
measure ;  from  a  third  a  pestle  and  mortar  of  the 
same  material.  These  she  carefully  placed  on  the 
table  without  noise;  then  took  several  of  the  bottles, 
and  weighed  and  measured  their  contents  in  cer- 
tain quanties,  and  mixed  them  in  the  mortar. 
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Whilst  this  was  being  done,  it  was  curious  to 
notice  the  dull,  unearthly  expression  which  per- 
vaded her  visage.  Her  sallow  cheek  was  more 
bloodiest  than  ever ;  her  eyes  seemed  covered  with 
a  dead  glaze ;  and  her  lips  were  of  a  blueish  tinge, 
and  firmly  compressed.  Once  or  twice  she  looked 
as  though  she  smiled,  but  it  was  a  smile  of  such  a 
sort  as  might  have  become  a  corpse,  raised  to  life 
by  some  awful  deed  of  sorcery.  Anon,  at  a  sudden 
noise  being  heard,  she  suspended  her  operations, 
shaded  the  lamp  by  interposing  her  handkerchief 
between  it  and  the  door,  held  her  breath,  and 
glared,  listening  with  a  terrible  attentiveness,  with 
an  aspect  that  seemed  to  have  the  fearful  power  of 
blasting  the  sight  of  any  too  curious  looker-on. 
All  was  still  again,  and  she  resumed  her  work  with 
the  cold,  inhuman  visage  with  which  she  had  com- 
menced it. 

The  mixture  was  at  last  completed,  and  secured 
in  a  vial,  and  the  vessels  which  had  been  used  were 
each  separately  washed  and  dried,  and  put  with 
the  rest  of  the  things  in  their  proper  places.  The 
panel  was  then  returned  to  its  place,  and  the  cabi- 
net locked ;  and  the  lamp  was  held  close  before 
the  table,  and  then  to  the  floor,  to  see  that  nothing 
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iad  fallen  which  could  show  any  one  had  been  in 
hat  chamber.  Having  sufficiently  satisfied  herself 
d  this  respect,  she  took  the  vial  and  the  lamp,  and, 
farefully  locking  the  door  of  the  room  after  her, 
Jew  out  the  light,  replaced  it  in  the  kitchen,  and 
hen  cautiously  returned  to  her  own  chamber. 

John  Hall  awoke  much  weaker  in  body  than  he 
tad  been  the  day  before  at  the  same  time.     As  he 
Iressed  himself,  he  again  reflected  on  the  incident 
►f  the  previous  day,  and  he  came  to  a  determina- 
ion  of  renewing  those  studies  that  had  been  so 
sompletely  interrupted  by  the  violence  of  his  pas- 
ion.    In  accordance  with  this  very  admirable  reso- 
ution,  he  looked  to  his  favourite  books,  with  which 
le  seemed  to  return  with  a  new  relish.    But  he  was 
Dot  in  a  condition  for  any  serious  study  —  the  task 
soon  became  irksome  to  him,  and,  despite  of  his 
inclination  to  continue  at  it,  he  more  than  once 
found  himself  indulging  in  his  old  habit  of  dreamy 
reveries,  instead  of  directing  his  attention  to  the 
page  before  him. 

To  his  infinite  wonderment  and  no  small  con- 
fusion, the  person  of  all  others  he  wished  least  to 
iee  entered  the  room.  He  would  gladly  have  told 
her  ho  desired  not  her  company  \   but  there  was 

VOL.  III.  D 
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such  a  winning  cheerfulness  in  her  manner,  and 
such  an  impressive  kindness  in  her  language,  that 
any  repulse  on  his  part  would  appear  a  rudenew 
there  seemed  no  warrant  for  his  shewing.  She  had 
brought  with  her  a  bason  of  strengthening  broth, 
which  she  had  made,  as  she  said,  expressly  for  the 
perfect  healing  of  his  sickness — for  she  had  deter- 
mined to  take  his  cure  into  her  own  hand — and  she 
continued  to  converse  with  so  graceful  a  modesty* 
and  so  admirable  a  good  humour,  that  he  could 
not  help  coming  to  some  doubts  he  had  understood 
her  rightly  in  her  behaviour  to  him  the  previous 
day. 

The  end  was,  that  he  allowed  himself  to  be  per- 
suaded by  her  of  the  restorative  qualities  of  the 
broth,  and  was  content  to  make  trial  of  its  effects. 
She  insisted  she  would  see  him  take  it,  as  was  the 
duty  of  a  good  nurse,  and  so  he  fell  into  her  hu- 
mour, and  straightway  began  to  do  as  she  would 
have  him. 

The  broth  seemed  of  especial  excellence,  and 
cunningly  compounded,  as  she  said,  of  certain  rare 
herbs.  He  commended  its  savour,  and  was  content 
she  should  concoct  the  same  mess  for  him  every  daj 
till  he  recovered.     Several  days  passed,  8**?  she 
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came  regularly  at  the  same  hour,  and  behaved  in 
the  like  commendable  fashion,  always  overflowing, 
as  it  were,  with  good-humour,  gentleness,  and  the 
tenderest  sympathy.      Nevertheless,  for  -all  her 
friendly  care,  he  felt  himself  getting  much  worse, 
and  in  a  manner  for  which,  with  all  his  skill  in 
medicine,  he  could  not  account.     His  pulse  was 
sinking,  his  mouth  was  parched  with  an  ill  taste, 
bis  head  ached  strangely,  he  had  racking  internal 
pains,   and  his   limbs   could  scarce   support  his 
body.     His  new  nurse,  hearing  these  symptoms, 
made  light  of  them,  and  still  maintained  her  resto- 
rative broth  should  work  his  speedy  cure.     This 
while  he  saw  no  one  else  but  Millicent,  for  she  had 
taken  especial  pains  to  keep  every  one  out  of  the 
way. 

His  pains  were  getting  to  be  so  great,  and  his 
feebleness  so  to  increase,  that  he  began  to  think  his 
case  needed  the  most  skilful  physician  he  could  find ; 
and  on  this  point  he  spoke  seriously  to  his  attend- 
ant, but  she  treated  his  fears  as  proceeding  only 
from  lowness  of  spirits,  which  would  leave  him  in 
a  day  or  two,  and  pressed  on  him  her  restorative 
broth  as  an  unquestionable  remedy. 

It  had  been  her  practice  every  day  to  stay  in  the 
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room  whilst  her  patient  swallowed  the  broth,  and 
she  would  never  be  satisfied  till  he  had  drank  it  all. 
It  so  happened  on  one  occasion  she  was  suddenly 
called  away  very  urgently  when  he  had  about  half 
finished  it,  and,  not  feeling  disposed  to  take  any 
more,  John  Hall  put  the  bason  on  the  ground  be- 
fore a  favourite  little  spaniel  that  usually  accom- 
panied Millicent  in  her  visits.  The  dog,  nothing 
loath,  licked  it  up  every  drop ;  but,  scarcely  had 
he  done  so,  when  he  began  to  appear  exceeding 
restless  and  uneasy.  Presently  he  whined  very 
piteously,  and  ran  round  the  chamber  with  his 
tongue  out  of  his  mouth,  looking  terribly  disturbed. 
Anon  he  stopped,  and  straightway  twisted  himself 
about,  and  writhed  and  rolled,  howling  wildly,  and 
foaming  at  the  mouth  as  though  in  a  monstrous 
agony. 

John  Hall  gazed  on  the  poor  animal  in  a  strange 
amazement  and  alarm.  At  first  he  was  fain  to 
believe  he  might  be  taken  with  a  sudden  fit ;  but, 
when  he  beheld  the  evident  torture  he  endured, 
and  saw  too  plainly  he  was  dying  a  terrible  death, 
he  was  bewildered  and  astounded  with  his  own 
thoughts.  The  symptoms  were  undoubtedly  those 
which  arise  from  the  taking  of  poison ;  this  poison 
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could  only  have  been  in  the  broth  he  had  just  swal- 
lowed ;  and,  if  the  broth  had  been  mixed  with  any 
poisonous  stuff,  it  was  such  as  he  had  been  taking 
for  several  days. 

A  horrible  conviction  came  upon  him,  and  he 
gasped  for  breath  as  he  entertained  it.  He  had 
been  daily  taking  the  broth,  and  had  been  daily 
getting  into  a  state  like  one  who  may  be  said  to  be 
dying  by  inches. 

At  this  moment  the  dog  uttered  a  piercing  howl, 
and  gave  up  the  ghost,  and  John  Hall  sank,  sick 
unto  death,  into  the  nighest  chair. 

He  was,  however,  roused  from  the  stupor  that 
was  coming  over  him  by  the  return  of  Millicent, 
and,  making  a  desperate  effort  as  he  clung  to  the 
back  of  the  chair  for  support,  he  hurriedly  related 
the  awful  sight  he  had  just  witnessed,  and,  in  few 
and  incoherent  words,  accused  her  of  attempting 
his  life  by  daily  administering  some  noxious  ingre- 
dient. As,  with  looks  of  horror  and  alarm,  he  gazed 
upon  her  visage,  he  was  struck  by  the  ghastly  pale- 
ness which  instantly  overspread  it,  and  the  shrink- 
ing eye,  quivering  lip,  and  trembling  form,  were 
alone  sufficient  evidence  of  her  atrocious  guilt. 

Where  was  the  matchless  hypocrisy,  the  subtle 
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craft,  the  wondrous  readiness  at  deception  that  bad 
so  often  served  her  in  times  of  peril  ?  Where  were 
her  tricks,  and  glozings,  and  cheats  she  had  in  such 
infinite  abundance  at  her  commandment?  Had 
the  ample  magazine  of  her  artifices  been  so  ex- 
hausted, there  was  no  lie  left,  no  deceit  practicable, 
no  treachery  at  command,  by  which  she  could  move 
the  foul  suspicion  which  every  moment  grew  more 
black  against  her  ? 

A  few  seconds  of  horrible  silence  followed,  which 
the  young  student  at  last  broke,  as  with  a  super- 
human energy.     Catching  his  breath  with  a  sharp 
guttural  spasm,  in  a  voice  scarcely  audible  for  its 
hoarseness,  he  bade  her  "  Be  gone  !"     The  wretch 
obeyed,  cowed  as  it  were  by  the  suddenness  of  the 
discovery  of  her  damnable  villanousness,  and  re- 
tired as  quickly  as  6he  could  —  perchance  to  devi# 
means  of  practising  upon  her  victim  more  effect*** 
ally.     But,  scarce  had  the  door  closed  upon  he*' 
when  John  Hall  started  up  with  frantic  eagerne^46 
hurried  down  stairs,  and  rushed  out  of  the  hou^ 
with  the  fullest  determination  never  to  enter  tho^ 
accursed  doors  again. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Then  Thb  Soidibr 
•  ••«•  + 

Seeking  the  bubble  reputation. 

Even  in  the  cannon'*  mouth. 

Shakbfbarb. 

Her  eye  did  seem  to  labour  with  a  tear, 

Which  suddenly  took  birth,  but,  overweighed 

With  its  own  swelling,  dropt  upon  her  bosom, 

Which,  by  reflection  of  her  light,  appeared 

As  Nature  meant  her  sorrow  for  an  ornament. 

After,  her  looks  grew  cheerful,  and  I  saw 

A  smile  shoot  graceful  upward  from  her  eyes, 

As  if  they  had  gained  a  victory  over  grief; 

And  with  it  many  beams  twisted  themselves, 

Upon  whose  golden  threads  the  angels  walk 

To  and  again  from  heaven. 

Shirley. 

Who  hath  restored  my  sense,  given  me  new  breath, 
And  brought  me  back  out  of  the  arms  of  death  ? 

Bbaumont  and  Flbtchbr. 

The  state  of  Venice  had  been  famed  for  the 
gour  wherewith  it  had  in  times  passed  carried  on 
ar  against  the  Ottoman ;   and,  although  years 
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had  gone  by  since  any  distinguishing  victory  had 
brought  honour  to  the  arms  of  this  renowned  re- 
public, there  were  not  wanting,  either  amongst  her 
hardy  gondoliers,  her  skilful  artificers,  or  prodigal 
young  nobles,  spirits  as  ready  to  rally  round  the 
glorious  banner  of  St.  Mark,  as  when  defended  by 
the  most  heroic  of  her  doges,  it  was  planted  on  the 
walls  of  the  capital  of  the  western  world. 

The  winged  lion,  though  far  less  prominent  in 
the  war  of  Christian  chivalry  against  the  turbaned 
infidel,  than  in  the  time-honoured  days  of  the  wor- 
thies of  her  golden  book,  had  not  yet  learned  to 
live  in  inglorious  peace  with  the  ancient  enemy  of 
its  protectors,  and  both  by  land  and  sea,  had,  with 
scarce  any  intermissions,  looked  over  battles  and 
skirmishings,   as  varying  in   their  natures  as  in 
their   fortunes.      Sometimes   both   Venetians  and 
Turks  carried  on  their  enduring  contest  in  places  as 
remote  from  the  natural  home  of  the  one  as  of  the 
other,  and  upon  an  occasion  armaments  would  be 
fitted  out  by  either  power  to  invade  the  dominions 
of  the  other ;  but,  wherever  they  might  chance  to 
meet,  this  was  certain,  that  very  pretty  fighting 
would  soon  follow,  which  was  thought  so  attractive 
a  matter  to  divers  of  the  restless  bold  hearts  of  the 
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more  peaceful  kingdoms  of  Europe,  that  they  liked 
nothing  so  much  as  to  serve  a  campaign  or  so 
under  the  Venetian  commanders. 

It  chanced  that  the  whole  senate  of  Venice  be- 
came thrown  into  a  sudden  commotion  by  the 
intelligence  that  a  powerful  body  of  Turks  had 
contrived  to  land,  and  take  by  surprise  a  small 
place  in  the  Venetian  territory,  which  it  was  said 
they  had  entrenched,  as  though  with  a  view  to  re- 
tain. Measures,  however,  were  promptly  taken  to 
dispossess  them  of  their  conquest ;  and  the  warlike 
citizens  of  the  republic,  inflamed  by  the  rumours  of 
their  unfortunate  countrymen  taken  prisoners  only 
to  be  sold  as  slaves,  thronged  to  the  ships  that  were 
to  transport  them  to  the  spot  they  intended  to  sig- 
nalize by  the  punishment  of  their  audacious  enemy, 
and  the  deliverance  of  their  pining  friends.  I 
would  I  might,  with  a  proper  convenience  of  this, 
my  story,  here  tell  the  goodly  show  of  weapons,  the 
famous  display  of  armour,  and  the  no  less  admi- 
rable array  of  all  other  proper  munitions  of  war, 
that  gave  such  a  brave  appearance  to  the  lagunes ; 
but  I  must  for  certain  good  and  proper  reasons  at 
once  transport  the  reader  to  the  camp  of  the  Vene- 
tians, a  brief  space  only  before  they  assaulted  the  po- 

d5 


58  THK  8ECRET  PASSION. 

sition  the   Turks  had  taken,  and  seemed  ready 
enough  to  defend. 

The  two  armies  lay  in  sight  of  each  other,  the 
Ottomans  on  a  hill  over-against  the  little  town, 
above  which  their  standards  still  proudly  waved. 
Afar  off  was  the  sea,  with  the  Turkish  fleet  hotly 
engaged  with  the  ships  of  Venice,  which,  hating 
put  ashore  the  force  intended  to  operate  against 
their  enemies  on  the  land,  had  sailed  to  destroy 
their  vessels,  and  so  prevent  their  escaping  by  sea. 

The  town  seemed  to  be  defended  with  no  lack  of 
military  skill,  but  the  principal  reliance  of  the  in- 
fidels looked  to  be  a  battery  of  six  petards,  which 
already  began  to  pour  forth  its  murderous  fire  as 
the  front  columns  of  the  Venetians  approached  with 
trumpets  blowing  and  banners  flying  to  begin  the 
combat.  The  whole  army  of  the  republic  was  in 
motion  ;  and  it  was  at  this  period,  just  as  their  ge- 
neral, surrounded  by  his  ablest  captains,  had  given 
his  last  orders  for  the  disposition  of  his  forces,  an 
ancient  approaching,  and  with  a  vast  show  of 
respect  and  reverence,  delivered  certain  papers  into 
his  hands.  The  general  was  a  veteran,  tall,  stately, 
and  severe  of  aspect,  who,  it  was  easy  to  see,  had 
fought  under  the  banner  of  St.  Mark,  for  some 
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two  score  years  at  least.  He  was  splendidly  appa- 
relled in  the  picturesque  Venetian  habit,  which  lost 
nothing  of  its  state  by  being  seen  on  his  command- 
ing figure.  In  brief,  he  was  just  that  manner  of 
man  whereof  the  skilful  limning  of  Titian  hath 
given  such  admirable  examples. 

Taking  the  papers  into  his  hands,  he  broke  the 
seals,  and  read  them  attentively,  and  with  visible 
appearance  of  interest.  This  done,  he  addressed 
himself  to  the  bearer,  and  said,  in  an  audible  sono 
rous  voice  :— "  Let  them  enter."  Straightway  the 
officer  made  his  obedience,  and  departed  thence ; 
presently,  however,  returning,  accompanied  by  two 
persons,  whom  he  announced  as  "  the  Signor 
Shakspea,  and  the  Signor  Guglielmo  Erberto,  Ca- 
valieri  Inglesi."  The  different  captains  looked  on 
the  strangers  with  a  pleased  curiousness,  for  there 
was  that  in  both  that  did  as  well  become  as  bespeak 
the  soldier.  The  captain-general  gazed  from  one 
to  the  other  as  they  saluted  him,  and,  if  satisfied 
with  the  fiery  valour  that  shone  in  the  glances  of 
the  younger  of  the  two,  his  eyes  rested  with  no 
less  approval  on  the  steady  resoluteness  that  was  as 
plainly  to  be  seen  in  the  graver  aspect  of  the  se- 
nior.   Him  he  addressed. 
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"  I  have  read  with  very  singular  satisfaction, 
Signor,"  said  he  with  exceeding  graciousness  of 
manner,  "  these  letters  from  certain  honourable 
Councillors  of  State,  in  Venice,  my  assured  friends, 
stating  your  desire  to  serve  with  your  young  com- 
panion, under  my  command,  and  urgently  recom- 
mending you  both,  as  persons  of  consideration  and  , 
worship,  to  my  countenance  and  favour.  Signor, 
I  am  right  glad  to  please  the  state — and  am  well 
content  to  have  any  of  your  honourable  nation  to 
be  my  good  comrades  in  this  campaign.  By  the 
favour  of  God  and  St.  Mark,  I  will  anon  give  you 
such  opportunity  of  displaying  your  noble  valour 
against  the  infidel  as  I  doubt  not  will  be  greatly 
to  your  contentation. 

"  Da  Ponte  F  he  exclaimed,  to  a  young  sol- 
dier of  the  group  around  him,  "  take  these  worthy 
cavaliers  to  be  of  your  company,  and  with  all  dis- 
patch join  the  division  now  marching  against  the 
enemy's  centre :  and  gentlemen,"  he  added,  to 
the  others,  "  we  will  all,  an  it  please  you,  to  our 
several  posts." 

Thereupon  there  was  a  stir  among  that  warlike 
assembly — each  hurried  away  to  his  company,  or  to 
perform  such  duty  as  had  been  previously  assigned 
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lim— sounds  of  command  were  heard  in  all  direc- 
tions— trumpets  were  blown  and  drums  beat :  the 
general  mounted  a  charger  richly  caparisoned, 
Mid  with  several  of  his  captains  about  him  gal- 
loped off;  and  my  Lord  of  Pembroke's  heir  and  his 
estimable  governor  found  themselves,  in  a  few 
minutes'  space,  marching  in  the  midst  of  a  well- 
appointed  body  of  Venetian  soldiers,  directly  in 
front  of  the  enemy's  position. 

At  this  time,  the  loud  report  of  the  great  guns, 
and  a  scattered  firing  of  matchlocks,  told  that  some 
of  the  advanced  parties  were  already  engaged  with 
the  Turks :  but  it  was  not  till  the  armies  ap- 
proached each  other  more  nearly  that  the  contest 
became  general,  and  then  it  began  to  wax  fiercer 
and  fiercer  every  instant — for  both  were  inflamed 
with  religious  zeal,  and  a  national  animosity  that 
had  endured  for  many  generations. 

The  bravery  of  silken  scarfs,  embroidered  vest- 
ments, rich  banners,  gorgeous  turbans,  costly  arms 
and  armour,  that  figured  in  that  battle-field  ex- 
ceedeth  belief,  and  when  the  smoke  cleared  away 
from  any  part,  it  was  like  unto  a  curtain  rising 
above  some  matchless  picture,  glowing  with  all  the 
deepest  colours  of  the  painter's  art. 
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The  Infidels  had  something  besides  fanaticism 
and  hatred  to  urge  them  to  make  a  stiff  fight  of  it, 
for  they  were  well  aware  that,  unless  they  beat  off 
their  assailants,  their  case  was  desperate  indeed. 
What  success  their  fleet  met  with,  they  could  have 
do  knowledge  of,  but  they  saw  it  was  in  vain  to 
look  there  for  assistance  at  that  time.  Therefore, 
they  encouraged  each  other  with  their  warlike 
cries,  and  rushed  forward  with  shouts  in  praise  of 
their  prophet,  and  execrations  against  *4  the  Chris* 
tian  dogs,*1  with  whom  they  were  so  eager  to  en* 
gage  in  deadly  battle. 

Master  Shakspeare,  in  availing  himself  of  that 
favourable  opportunity  to  obtain  for  his  beloved 
scholar  the  prized  accomplishments  of  a  soldier, 
had  not  done  so  without  some  inward  strife  with 
himself.  All  the  earnest  deep  passion  he  had  so 
long  yet  secretly  felt  for  the  noble  mother,  he  had 
gradually  transferred  to  her  high-spirited  son,  as 
her  representative  and  perfect  image ;  to  the  law- 
fulness  of  which  he  had  succeeded  in  reconciling 
himself,  though  he  was  as  zealously  intent  as  ever 
in  concealing  from  its  object  the  influence  by 
which  his  feelings  were  ever  directed  towards 
him. 
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Moreover,  he  had  more  than  one  reason  for 
directing  his  steps  towards  the  Venetian  camp, 
not  the  least  pressing  of  which  was  the  necessity 
there  existed  of  removing  his  charge,  where  press- 
ing duties  and  constant  action  would  destroy  a  de- 
grading entanglement  he  had  watched  with  solici- 
tude, and  had  in  vain  by  other  means  endeavoured 
to  destroy.  The  youthful  lover  would  needs  be  his 
own  judge  in  the  correctness  of  such  matters,  and 
like  a  fiery  horse  would  rush  into  the  horriblest 
inischief  were  any  rude  means  employed  to  move 
him  out  of  the  way  of  it. 

To  his  governor's  huge  content,  he  found  that  he 
readily  embraced  the  attractive  project  of  seeing 
somewhat  of  the  art  of  war ;  but  now  that  Master 
Shakspeare  had  him  where  he  so  desired,  he  was 
by  no  means  free  from  disquietude ;  for  one  mo- 
ment, seeing  the  stoutness  with  which  the  battle 
was  contested,  he  feared  he  might  come  to  harm, 
and  so  cause  the  greatest  unhappiness  that  could 
befall  his  noble  mother;  and  anon,  noting  his  wil- 
ful heedlessness  of  proper  discipline,  he  despaired 
of  his  distinguishing  himself  as  would  be  most  to 
her  oontentation. 

Weapons  of  numberless  sorts  were  now  glancing 
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threateningly  in  all  directions  around  him-— the 
well-tempered  Damascus  blade,  crossing  the  trusty 
Toledo,  and  the  bright  Moorish  lance  ringing 
against  the  Milan  breastplate.  The  spirited  war- 
cry  of  "  God  and  St.  Mark,"  from  the  stout  sol- 
diers of  the  republic,  was  replied  to  by  deafening 
shouts  in  which  "  Allah"  and  "  Mahomet"  could 
not  fail  of  being  heard.  The  Turks  opposed  the 
Venetians  at  every  inch,  endeavouring  with  a 
frantic  furiousness  to  break  their  ranks,  but  the 
latter  forced  them  back  with  great  slaughter  after 
a  long  and  severe  contest,  and  advanced  to  a 
bridge  entering  upon  the  town,  which  was  de- 
fended by  petards  supported  by  a  strong  force  of 
desperate  Infidels.  If  Master  Shakspeare  found 
enough  employment  in  looking  to  the  safety  of  his 
young  companion  in  arms,  awhile  since,  in  the 
attack  on  the  bridge  that  soon  followed,  the  service 
was  one  that  required  tenfold  watchfulness. 

The  winged  Lion  waved  proudly  above  the 
heads  of  its  defenders,  as  they  came  steadily  on  to 
the  assault  in  the  very  face  of  the  terrible  iron 
engines,  that  vomited  their  deadly  iron  shower 
amongst  them.  Here  the  Venetians  suffered 
severely,  for  when  the  Turkish  engineers  had  fired 
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their  formidable  artillery,  numerous  matchlock 
men  from  the  neighbouring  houses  and  walls  kept 
up  a  murderous  fire,  whilst  they  prepared  for  ano- 
ther discharge.  Cries,  mingled  with  groans,  and 
defiances  were  answered  with  insults  and  execra- 
tions. More  than  once  the  brave  soldiers  of 
Venice  were  beaten  back  on  this  point,  but  hey 
eagerly  responded  to  the  voice  of  their  com- 
manders, and  pressed  forward  to  revenge  their 
slaughtered  comrades. 

My  Lord  of  Pembroke's  heir  was  often  in  the 
most  imminent  peril — his  companions  kept  falling 
fast  around  him,  and  it  could  scarce  be  expected  he 
could  long  escape  the  same  end.  for  he  had  got  him- 
self in  the  foremost  ranks,  and,  to  the  admiration 
of  both  friends  and  foes,  was  ever  with  his  anxious 
governor  close  at  his  side,  the  first  to  push  forward 
after  a  repulse.  The  behaviour  of  the  English 
cavaliers  so  inspirited  their  allies,  that  on  a  sudden 
they  all  rushed,  in  spite  of  the  storm  of  missiles 
that  saluted  them,  up  the  very  mouths  of  the  can- 
non. The  engineers  fled  from  their  guns,  and  the 
bridge  was  in  the  possession  of  the  Venetians. 

It  was  here,  during  the  short  but  slaughtering 
conflict  that  took  place  before  the  Turks  finally 
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gave  way,  that  a  gigantic  infidel  threw  himself 
suddenly  before  young  Herbert,  as  he  impetuously 
pressed    onward    with  the  most    daring  of  the 
assailants,  after  their  retreating  foes,  and  easily 
beating  aside  his  slight  rapier,  the  glittering  blade 
he  wielded  with  no  less  strength  than  skill  was 
descending  on  the  youth's  head,  when  it  fell  from 
a  nerveless  grasp,  as  the  sword  of  the  trusty  go- 
vernor was  buried  to  the  hilt  in  his  heart.    Thrice 
had  a  similar  service  been  conferred,  in  that  peril- 
ous fight,  by  the  same  vigorous  arm;  then  the 
watchful  guardian,  assuming  a  calm  he  felt  not, 
had  been  forced  to  hurry  on  in  a  feverish  anxious- 
ness,  to  avert  the  mischiefs  that  seemed  to  threaten 
him  in  countless  numbers ;  but  in  this  instance, 
the  greatness  of  the  escape  of  his  charge  affected 
him  so,  that  he  lost  sight  of  his  ordinary  self-con- 
trol, and  with  a  frantic  transport  embraced  him 
with  all  manner  of  joyful  and  endearing  ejacula- 
tions.    He  was  not  long,  however,  before  he  be- 
came aware  of  his  forgetfulness,  and  as  suddenly 
left  his  passionate  fond  humour  to  put  on  the  more 
sober  fashion   of  the   worthy   governor.     Fortu- 
nately, as  he  thought,  the  youth  marked  not  the 
strangeness  of  his  behaviour,  taking  it  to  be  exces- 
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sive  pleasure  in  having  effected  his  rescue,  in  so 
timely  a  manner,  and  did  no  more  than  express 
his  thankfulness  for  such  excellent  service. 

Just  at  this  time,  the  Captain-General  of  the 
Venetian  army  coming  up,  stopped  at  sight  of  the 
two  English  cavaliers,  and,  before  all  the  captains 
and  soldiers  around  him,  did  commend  them  exceed- 
ingly for  their  notable  gallantry.  Fired  with  this 
praise,  both  presently  hastened  with  the  main  body 
into  the  town,  which  was  stormed  at  all  points. 
Numbers  of  the  Turks  were  driven  into  the  sea — 
many  perished  in  the  houses  in  which  they  vainly 
attempted  to  defend  themselves — and  the  few  who 
remained  together  in  the  streets,  keeping  up  a 
desperate  and  hopeless  resistance,  disdaining  quar- 
ter and  shouting  defiance  to  their  enemies,  were 
cut  down  to  a  man. 

Scarcely  was  this  glorious  victory  completed, 
when  the  fleet  of  the  republic,  after  an  equally 
successful  conflict  with  the  Turkish  ships,  returned 
with  several  prizes,  the  rest  having  been  either 
sunk,  or  scattered  to  the  winds,  so  that  no  two  of 
them  could  be  found  together.  Such  an  humbling 
of  the  Ottoman  power  the  state  of  Venice  had  not 
achieved  for  many  a  year,  and  great  was  the  exul- 
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tation  among  all  classes,  both  of  the  land  and  sea 
forces  in  consequence. 

My  Lord  of  Pembroke's  heir  and  his  worthy 
governor  were  held  in  especial  honour  by  their 
principal  men  of  war,  for  the  exceeding  valour  they 
had  displayed  when  the  fight  was  at  the  hottest; 
and,  at  the  return  of  the  expedition,  the  nobles 
vied  with  each  other  which  should  show  them  most 
favour  and  distinction. 

Nor  were  the  ladies  in  any  way  behind  their 
lords  in  this,  and  showered  their  most  bewitching 
smiles,  as  though  of  all  things  they  cared  for 
nothing  so  much  as  to  have  such  gallant  spirits 
for  their  declared  servants  and  devoted  favoured 
lovers.  As  there  were  many  amongst  them  of  a 
very  exquisite  and  ravishing  beauty,  Master  Shak- 
speare  did  look  with  no  slight  degree  of  alarm  on 
the  greatness  of  the  temptation  with  which  his 
young  charge  was  now  surrounded  ;  and  be  had  need 
of  all  his  watchfulness  to  take  heed  he  thrust  him- 
self into  no  fatal  mischiefs.  The  secret  assigna- 
tions—  the  nightly  serenades  —  the  stolen  inter- 
views— he  knew  to  be  full  of  deadly  peril ;  and  he 
never  saw  him  enter  his  gondola  but  he  feared  the 
poniard  of  some  envious  rival,  or  the  poison  of 
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tome  jealous  mistress,  would  put  a  terrible  close  to 
the  adventure,  in  which,  he  was  but  too  well  aware, 
he  was  then  embarking. 

It  was  on  the  very  balmiest  of  moonlight  nights, 
when  the  silver  radiance  of  that  planet,  which  is 
so  well  liked  of  lovers,  was  lighting  up  the  rich 
architecture  of  one  of  the  stateliest  palaces  in  all 
Venice,  that  a  lady  of  that  ripe  and  luscious  love- 
liness  that  doth,  as  it  were,  take  the  senses  of  the 
gazer  by  storm,  was  seen  in  such  glorious  robes 
and  ornaments,  as  could  the  most  temptingly  set 
off  her  admirable  form  and  countenance,  leaning  on 
a  balcony  over-against  a  marble  terrace  that  led  by 
a  flight  of  steps  into  the  canal  that  washed  the 
basement  walls  of  the  building,  looking  with  eyes 
lustrous  as  fire,  yet  possessed  of  a  tenderness  withal, 
that  did  marvellously  soften  their  flaming  glances, 
across  the  water,  as  though  for  something  she  ex- 
pected there  to  behold.  Ever  and  anon  a  melan- 
choly gondola  would  be  seen  gliding  along,  and 
the  voices  of  the  gondoliers  might  be  heard  answer- 
ing to  each  other  in  words  of  liquid  sweetness  and 
tones  of  passionate  music.  Perchance  the  slight 
breeze,  that  so  gently  stirred  the  waters,  would  waft 
to  the  ear  of  the  watcher  a  burst  of  harmony  which 
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was  readily  recognized  as  a  serenade  of  tome  fond 
lover  for  the  peculiar  delectation  of  his,  perchance, 
equally  fond  mistress ;  but  these  were  all  afar  of, 
and  evidently  were  not,  in  any  way,  attending  upon 
the  pleasures  of  the  lady  of  the  balcony. 

She  seemed  to  scan  the  blue  waves  that  spread 
out  before  her  glance  with  an  increasing  interest— 
the  glowing  cheek  sometimes  paling,  and  anon, 
flushing  to  a  warmer  hue  than   before,  as  she 
watched  the  course  of  the  distant  gondolas.    Pre- 
sently she   noted  one  dextrously  turned  into  the 
channel  that  flowed  beneath  her,  and  then  her  rosy 
mouth  dimpled  into  an  expression  of  such  delicious 
sweetness,  that  doth  defy  the  poet  or  the  painter's 
craft  to  do  justice  to ;  and,  after  waiting  awhile  with 
an  eloquent  heaving  breast,  a  softer  glance,  and  a 
more  crimsoned  cheek,  as  she  recognized  the  well- 
known  boat  being  propelled  towards  the  palace, 
she  retired  a  little  distance,  whence  she  could  con- 
veniently see  and  yet  not  be  seen. 

The  gondola  was  urged  onward  till  it  stopped  at 
the  foot  of  the  stairs — thereupon  a  strain  of  soft 
music  commenced,  which  presently  received  addi- 
tional hannony,  of  no  ordinary  sort,  from  a  rich, 
manly  voice,  whose  every  note  was  as  full  of  pas- 
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0  as  of  music.  The  words,  which  lacked  do  art 
the  singer  to  make  them  sufficiently  expressive, 
>re  to  the  following  purpose : 

SERENADE. 

The  day  hath  lost  its  gladness, 

Bella  Donna ! 

The  night  is  wrapt  in  sadness, 

Bella  Donna  ! 

The  wave,  the  shore,  the  skies, 

Now  don  their  sober  dyes, 

Pining  for  thy  sweet  eyes, 

Bella  Donna! 

Bat,  ah !  more  deep  emotion, 

Bella  Donna ! 

Than  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean, 

Bella  Donna ! 

Mast  he  his  hapless  case, 

To  whom  all's  dull  and  base, 

That  lacks  thy  matchless  grace, 

Bella  Donna ! 

Then  bring  thy  fondest  glances, 

Bella  Donna ! 

To  chase  sach  solemn  fancies, 

Bella  Donna ! 

And  hear,  till  blushing  morn, 

All  nature  pat  to  scorn, 

And  love's  soft  worship  sworn, 

Bella  Donna ! 

As  the  song  of  the  unseen  singer  came  to  its 
oee,  the  lady,  with  looks  that  did  not  most  com- 
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pletely  bespeak  her  approval  of  its  sentiments,  came 
to  the  balcony  and  waved  her  handkerchief.    A 
moment,  and  there  leapt  on  shore  a  young  and 
handsome  cavalier — a  moment  more  he  had  as- 
cended the  stairs,  crossed  the  terrace,  reached  the 
balcony,  and  was  locked  in  the  arms  of  the  kind 
Venetian.     Scarce,  however,  had  the  lovers  begun 
to  give  utterance  to  their  mutual  adoration,  when 
a  shadow  fell  upon  them,  and  the  figure  of  an  old 
man,  whose  wrinkled  visage  was  distorted  with 
hatred  and  jealousy,  was  seen  creeping  stealthily 
behind  them,  with  a  long,  sharp  dagger  clutched 
in  his  nerveless  grasp. 

"  Fly,  Signor  Erberto !  Maledetto !  here  is  my 
husband !"  screamed  the  terrified  dame,  as  she 
glided  from  his  embrace,  and  disappeared.  The 
youth  was  so  hugely  surprised  that  he  knew  not 
where  to  look  for  the  unwelcome  intruder ;  and  the 
threatening  weapon  was  already  gleaming  in  his 
eyes,  when  a  figure,  closely  wrapped  in  a  black 
domino,  and  as  closely  masked,  rushed  from  his 
place  of  concealment,  and,  in  the  same  instant,  the 
meditated  assassin  was  hurled  down  the  marble 
stairs,  and  lay  stunned  and  motionless  at  the 
bottom. 


ASMOW 


"  \W!1  Tiiot  again,  I^xi-cIK-ik v,"  saiil  an  unknown 
voice,  cheerfully. 

"  And  agatn  I  thank  thee,  J5ignor,"  replied  the 
gallant,  though  with  more  reserve  than  might  have 
been  expected  under  the  circumstances.  "  But 
methinks  it  seemeth  marvellous  strange  ~  thou 
shouldst  ever  be  at  hand  when  my  life  is  in 
jeopardy.  I  would  fain  know  to  whom  I  am  so 
hugely  indebted." 

"  Pardon  me,  Signor  Erberto,"  said  the  other, 
"  my  name  is  not  of  such  importance  to  deserve 
the  attention  of  a  noble  English  cavalier,  like  your- 
self. But  let  me  warn  you,  Excellency,  that  if 
you  leave  not  this  city  ere  another  sun  sets,  the 
vengeance  of  offended  husbands  and  jealous  rivals, 
to  whom  you  have  given  such  potent  provocation, 
cannot  fail  of  overtaking  you." 

t€  A  notable  warning,  i*  faith  !"  cried  the  youth, 
laughingly.  "  But  I  fear  me  much  I  am  in  no 
case  for  profiting  by  it,  while  the  dames  of  this 
beautiful  city  are  at  once  so  fair  and  so  kind.1' 

"  Cospetto !  they  are  indeed  a  temptation,"  said 
the  stranger,  but  added,  more  gravely,  "  The  love 
which  is  so  lightly  won,  methinks,  ought  to  be 
valued  by  any  man,  who  is  not  a  fool  or  madman, 

VOL.  III.  & 
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as  of  little  account  in  comparison  with  bis 
life.*' 

*c  Am  I  fool  or  madman,  Stgnor,  if  I  choose  lo 
rbk  my  life  in  such  pursuits?"   angrily  demanded 

the  fiery  youth, 

"  In  honest  truth,  so  it  would  sera,"  quietly  re- 
plied the*  other. 

"  And,  perchance,  I  may  bo  thought  something 
worse?**  asked  Master  Herbert,  with  every  symp- 
tom of  a  rising  passion. 

"  I  doubt  not  you  would  be  open  to  such  an 
opinion,"  gravely  responded  his  companion. 

"  Nay,  by  this  hand,  this  is  sheer  insult ! "  ex- 
claimed the  impetuous  young  Englishman.  "  You 
have  put  an  intolerable  affront  on  me.  I  will  owe 
no  obligations  to  one  who  doth  good  services  only 
to  hold  the  person  on  whom  he  conferreth  them  in 
contempt.  I  charge  you,  draw  and  defend  your- 
self/' 

The  stranger  seemed  unwilling  at  first  to  com- 
ply with  this  challenge ;  but  soon  finding  he  could 
not  avoid  it,  he  opened  his  domino,  and  drew  his 
rapier.  He  had  but  barely  time  to  put  himself  on 
his  defence,  when  the  rash  and  fiery  youth  came 
upon  him  so  vigorously,  yet  so  incautiously  withal, 
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that,  after  a  few  rapid  passes,  he  ran  upon  the 
point  of  his  opponent's  weapon,  and  it  entered  his 
side  to  some  depth.  At  the  sight  of  his  blood,  the 
stranger  uttered  a  cry  of  horror  and  despair,  im- 
possible to  be  expressed ;  and  his  mask  dropping  off 
as  he  stooped  to  catch  the  wounded  youth,  who 
was  falling  in  a  swoon  to  the  ground,  there  ap- 
peared the  noble  features  of  Master  Shakspeare. 
He  hurriedly  caught  his  young  charge  in  his  arms, 
and  carried  him  down  to  the  gondola,  where  he  pre- 
sently bound  up  the  wound,  and  soon  had  him  safe 
at  his  own  lodgings,  under  the  care  of  the  skil- 
fullest  chirurgeons  in  Venice. 

Master  Herbert  never  knew  by  whom  he  had 
been  wounded,  and  believed  that  he  had  been  dis- 
covered after  he  had  received  his  hurt.  The  wor- 
thy governor  now  played  the  part  of  the  anxious 
nurse,  not  only  attending  strictly  to  the  surgeon's 
directions,  but  making  the  hours  of  the  invalid — 
restless  at  all  times,  but  now  still  more  impatient 
of  confinement — so  pleasant  with  the  legends  and 
ballads  he  had  picked  up  from  the  gondoliers  and 
others,  that  he  seemed  to  forget  he  was  under  any 
restraint.  Foremost  of  these  narratives  in  his  favour 
was  the  romantic  story  of  a  Moor,  who  was  a  general 

E  .i 
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of  the  Venetian  army,  and,  taking  to  wife  an  exqui- 
site Venetian  lady,  was  driven  to  such  a  madness  of 
jealousy  by  the  perjuries  of  an  artful  villain,  that 
he  stifled  his  fair  wife  as  she  slept ;  and  when  be 
found  how  deeply  be  had  been  deceived,  presently 
laid  violent  hands  on  himself,  and  died,  in  the  old 
Roman  fashion,  with  his  own  sword. 

In  this  way  he  was  healed  in  an  incredible  short 
time ;  and,  leaving  Venice,  they  travelled  in  the 
direction  of  Verona,  visiting  all  the  places  worth; 
of  note  in  their  way.  It  is  true,  young  Herbert 
seemed  to  listen  to  what  came  from  his  worthy 
tutor  with  more  attentiveness  than  formerly ;  but 
the  magic  of  a  pair  of  black  eyes  soon  deprived 
the  forciblest  lessons  of  wisdom  of  their  attraction ; 
and  he  was  wont  to  neglect  them  altogether  when 
he  found  more  pleasing  studies  elsewhere.  Mas- 
ter Shakspeare  lived  in  a  state  of  exceeding 
anxiousness  about  his  young  charge,  who  would 
be  absent  from  him  for  two  or  three  days  together, 
dreading  he  was  engaged  in  some  questionable  ad- 
venture, endangering  as  much  his  credit  as  his 
safety ;  but  he  so  loved  him,  as  much  now  for 
some  nobler  qualities  he  had  seen  in  him,  as  for  the 
noble  mother  he  did  so  forcibly  remind  him  of, 
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that  he  found  greater  difficulties  every  day  to  put 
on  the  governor  towards  him,  as  harshly  as  he 
made  it  necessary. 

It  is  essential  that  here  the  author  should  change 
the  scene  of  the  many-coloured  life  he  hath  essayed 
to  draw,  to  one  as  strangely  differing  from  what 
the  understanding  reader  hath  had  knowledge  of, 
as  doth  a  phoenix  from  a  barn-door  fowl.  So,  with 
his  permission,  I  will  at  once  transport  him  to  one 
of  the  wildest  landscapes  that  ever  figured  in  a 
painter's  canvas  or  a  poet's  dream.  It  was  a  sort 
of  ravine  or  gorge  in  the  mountains,  enclosed  by 
huge  masses  of  granite,  covered  with  lichens  of 
various  colours;  but  rank  and  luxuriant  vegeta- 
tion of  shrubs  and  grasses  was  perceptible  where 
the  soil  was  deeper,  with  here  and  there  a  tall  tree, 
stretching  its  giant  arms  far  above. 

Picketed  where  the  best  fodder  seemed  to  grow 
were  two  or  three  young  horses,  which,  to  all  ap- 
pearance, were  worth  a  fair  sum,  save  only  to  such 
as  were  well  experienced  in  the  buying  of  horse- 
flesh, who  would  detect  in  them  such  faults,  cun- 
ningly disguised  though  they  were,  that  made  them 
comparatively  worthless.  Further  off  were  asses 
and  mules  grazing  at  full  liberty,  save  that  a  half- 
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naked  urchin,  who  seemed  to  find  excellent  sport, 
as  he  lay  at  his  length  on  the  ground,  by  gambling 
with  himself  for  a  single  doit,  was  watching  that 
they  strayed  not  too  far.  In  one  place  tents  were 
pitched ;  in  another,  a  fire  burnt,  and  a  huge  black 
pot  was  reeking  over  it ;  but,  save  a  few  boys  lying 
about  in  idle,  listless  groups  here  and  there,  whose 
devil-may-care  features  appeared  to  have  lost  half 
their  audacity,  there  was  nothing  of  human  life 
visible. 

But,  on  getting  behind  the  tents,  this  could  be 
no  longer  the  case,  for,  lo  !  there  was  an  assemblage 
grouped  together,  of  man  and  woman,  of  age  and 
youth,  swarthy  as  Moors ;  all  looking  as  wild  and 
lawless  a  set  as  ever  cheated  or  robbed,  and  not  a 
few  having  just  that  sort  of  visage  commonly 
thought  to  belong  exclusively  to  such  as  deal  in 
witchcraft,  and  have  dealings  with  the  arch  enemy 
of  mankind. 

Truly,  this  was  as  diabolical  a  set  of  beings  as 
could  ever  have  been  found  together  in  one  place. 
They  squatted  on  their  hams,  excepting  some  who 
leaned  against  the  rock,  or  lay  at  full  length,  rest- 
ing on  their  elbows ;  but  the  faces  of  all  had  the 
same  settled  stern  malignity,  whether  it  was  that 
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of  the  toothless  crone,  or  the  budding  girl,  the  de- 
crepid  grandfather,  or  the  sportive  child — all,  save 
one,  and  she  was  as  different  from  all  around  her 
as  is  a  cost'y  gem  among  basest  pebbles.  She 
stood  in  the  centre  of  the  circle,  her  hands  tied 
behind  her ;  and,  though  the  stream  of  silken  hair, 
that  hung  dishevelled  over  her  graceful  shoulders, 
almost  concealed  her  exquisite  countenance,  there 
was  enough  of  her  visible  to  show  it  could  be  no 
other  thus  strangely  placed  than  the  wondrous 
dancer  of  the  Romaica,  the  seductive  Bohemian, 
the  idolized  Xariqua,  whom  the  reader  last  beheld 
winning  all  hearts  in  the  streets  of  Rome. 

But  what  a  change  was  here  !  She  then  was 
free  as  a  bird,  and  as  though  her  heart  was  only 
lighter  than  her  fairy  feet  Now  the  downcast 
eye,  the  Cheek  of  deathlike  paleness,  the  compressed 
lip,  and  the  quick  heaving  of  her  breast,  betokened 
a  state  fearfully  different.  What  meant  this  ?  In 
honest  truth  no  other  than  this  —  she  had  sinned 
against  the  laws  of  her  tribe,  and  was  now  on  her 
trial.  Her  offence  was  one  that,  in  their  savage 
code,  was  visited  the  most  heavily  of  all  for  which 
they  sought  to  legislate.  The  very  spirit  of  their 
distinct  existence   was  an   irreconcilable    hatred 
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against  all  who  were  not  of  their  blood,  and  she 
had  been  detected  in  indulging  a  passion  for  a 
stranger.  As  her  judges  and  accusers  were  in- 
fluenced  by  one  feeling,  and  as  their  law  expressly 
stated  the  crime  and  the  punishment,  they  were 
not  long  in  coming  to  a  verdict.  In  short,  she  had 
been  tried  and  condemned.  The  oldest  man  of  the 
tribe,  a  hoary  patriarch,  with  beetling  eyebrows 
and  tanned  and  shrivelled  skin,  arose  in  all  the 
dignity  of  rags  and  dirt,  and,  leaning  heavily  on  a 
long  staff,  in  a  cold  and  malignant  toi.e  thus  ad- 
dressed the  criminal. 

"Woman,  thou  hast  brought  shame  and  dis- 
honour on  the  Rommanee  !  thou  hast  bestowed 
thyself  on  one  of  the  hated  Bosnee.  Woman !  it 
was  lawful  for  thee  to  have  so  conducted  thyself 
with  a  lover  of  that  accursed  race,  that  he  might  be 
deluded,  cheated,  and  tricked  for  thy  especial  sport 
and  satisfaction ;  and  when  thou  hadst  had  suffi- 
cient gain  of  him,  there  was  plenty  of  our  people 
ready  to  cut  his  throat  —  too  good  a  death  for  so 
base  a  hound  ! — had  it  been  thy  command.  Wo- 
man, thou  hast  not  sought  to  show  the  craft  of  the 
Rommanee  in  thy  dealings  with  this  son  of  a  hated 
race  ;  it  is  known  and  proved  that  thou  hast  loved 
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him — may  his  blood  be  drink  for  dogs! — only  as 
thou  shouldst  love  the  man  of  thine  own  people. 

"  It  is  provided  by  our  law  that  the  woman  who 
shall  commit  this  villany  shall  assuredly  die ;  that 
the  manner  of  her  death  shall  be  by  the  knife ; 
that  it  shall  be  done  in  a  convenient  secret  plate ; 
and  that  the  punishment  of  her  crime  after  this 
manner  shall,  under  all  cases  and  circumstances, 
be  by  the  hand  of  her  next  of  kin." 

"  Oh  !  no,  no  !"  shrieked  the  criminal,  looking 
wildly  at  her  judges,  "  you  cannot  be  so  inhuman 
—  an  act  so  monstrous  can  never  be  intended.  I 
am  ready  to  die.  I  will  not  shrink  —  I  will  not 
utter  a  groan.  But  to  find  mine  executioner  in 
mine  own  child  —  oh,  it  is  too  terrible  !  Spare 
me  !  —  have  mercy  !  You  that  are  mothers,  you 
that  are  fathers,  you  that  have  seen  how  a  mother's 
heart  clingeth  to  her  own  offspring — I  pray  you 
change  this  horrible  sentence,  and  I  will  willingly 
endure  a  thousand  deaths  of  another  sort,  be  they 
all  the  cruellest  that  ever  were  devised!" 

She  implored  in  vain.  They  who  chose  to  take 
any  heed  of  her  appeal  coldly  said,  "  It  is  our  law  ;* 
others  answered  her  with  curses,  and  the  rest 
moved   carelessly   away.     Then    she    frantically 
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called  on  one,  and  reminded  him  of  such  a  service 
she  had  done  him ;  another  she  bade  remember  her 
promises  of  returning,  on  a  fit  occasion,  some  por- 
tion of  the  benefits  she  had  bestowed  upon  her ;  a 
third  she  begged,  in  return  for  the  securing  bil 
happiness  with  his  mistress,  he  would  strive  for  her 
to  get  so  intolerable  a  sentence  altered.  Tfcey,  one 
and  all,  muttered,  "  It  is  our  law,"  and  departed 
their  several  ways. 

At  this  time  two  horses,  with  rude  bridles,  were 
brought;  and  one  of  the  savagest  of  the  tribe 
leaping  on  one,  the  criminal  was  placed  before 
him.  The  boy  noticed  in  another  chapter  now 
made  his  appearance,  dogged  and  sullen  in  visage, 
yet  with  a  resoluteness  worthy  of  one  of  the  devil's 
imps.  He  leaped  on  the  other  horse,  and  they 
both  rode  through  the  gorge,  till  they  came  to  a 
clump  of  cork-trees  quite  out  of  sight  of  the  en- 
campment. At  the  foot  of  one  a  grave  had  been 
dug. 

The  poor  dancer  had  not  failed  to  use  the  most 
moving  entreaties  which,  in  her  agony,  she  could 
think  of;  but  she  might  have  as  well  addressed 
them  to  a  stone  as  to  her  companion.  He  inter- 
rupted them  with  the  horriblest  imprecations ;  and, 
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Alighting  at  the  end  of  his  journey,  roughly  took 
her  off  her  seat,  and  bound  her  with  cords  to  a 
tree.  He  then  addressed  the  boy,  and,  putting  a 
long,  sharp  knife  into  his  hand,  bade  him  act  as 
became  one  of  the  true  blood,  and  he  should  be 
their  king,  as  his  father  was.  Having  said  this, 
he  mounted  his  horse,  and  returned  to  his  people, 
without  attempting  to  look  back,  or  show  any 
further  concern  in  the  matter. 

The  criminal  had  uttered  never  a  word  since  she 
had  been  bound  to  the  tree.  But  her  eyes  were 
fixed  on  her  son  with  an  intensity  of  horrible  curi- 
ousaess  which  language  can  give  but  an  exceeding 
faint  idea  of.  Her  face  was  of  a  blueish  paleness, 
and  in  the  expression  of  it,  at  that  time,  was  some- 
thing which  seemed  awfully  unearthly.  There 
was  no  motion  at  her  heart,  there  was  no  colour  in 
her  lips ;  in  her  eyes  only  there  looked  to  be  life, 
and  it  was  such  life  as  the  living  had  never  before 
been  known  to  have  possession. 

The  boy  remained  for  a  few  seconds  gazing  on 
the  weapon  given  him  for  the  atrocious  act  he  was 
expected  to  perform.  Whether  his  memory  fell 
beck  upon  the  numberless  proofs  of  the  deepest  and 
sinoerest  love  woman  ever  felt  for  her  first-born  he 
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had  experienced,  or  whether,  as  was  more  common 
to  the  children  of  these  singular  and  abominable 
race,  he  was  insensible  to  any  grateful  feeling,  a&i 
indifferent  to  the  most  sacred  ties,  cannot  be  ascer- 
tained ;   but  the  sounds  from  the  hoofs  of  the  re- 
treating horse  had  died  away  before  he  ventured  t£> 
look  up. 

At  that  instant  he  met  the  full  force  of  the  spe<^^" 
tral  gaze  that  had  been  fixed  upon  him,  and  i-"1 
made  him  start  as  though  he  had  felt  the  shock  o^- 
an  earthquake.     He  seemed  to  strive  to  avoid  it  -2 
but  on  him  it  had  the  power  of  fascination.     H^^ 
could  not  glance  aside;  he  could  not  turn.     H^ 
felt  his  feet  rooted  to  the  ground,  and  his  eyes^ 
drawn  as  though  by  cords  in  the  direction  of  those 
whose  light  he  was  there  to  quench  for  ever.     His 
arms  fell  powerless  at  his  side  ;  the  weapon  propped 
from  his  feeble  grasp.     He  felt  sick,  faint,  burning, 
scorching,  suffocating ;   and  presently,  with  a  loud 
cry,  fell  down  in  a  fit  into  the  open  grave  before 
him. 

This  result  had  scarcely  been  effected,  when  a 
youthful  cavalier,  who  had,  for  some  moments 
prior,  been  engaged  in  making  a  cautious  descent 
from  a  neighbouring  tree,  flew  as  though  on  wings 
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to  the  intended  victim;  and,  rapidly  cutting  the 
cords  which  bound  her,  easily  placed  her,  insensible  * 
as  she  was,  on  the  horse  quietly  grazing  near, 
which  he  then  mounted  and  rode  off  over  the  broken 
and  tortuous  paths  that  led  from  this  savage  scene, 
at  its  fullest  speed. 

It  was  not  till  all  chance  of  immediate  pursuit 
seemed  removed,  that  the  cavalier  ventured  to 
slacken  the  pace  for  the  purpose  of  beholding  the 
state  of  his  helpless  burthen.  He  unclasped  his 
arms,  and  looked  on  her  face.  The  current  of  air 
to  which  she  had  been  exposed  during  her  rapid 
journey  appeared  to  have  revived  her  somewhat ; 
a  more  natural  colour  had  returned  to  her  skin ; 
she  breathed  gently  but  regularly ;  anon  she 
opened  her  eyes ;  and  then,  with  a  very  ecstasy  of 
gladness,  murmured  "Erberto  mio!"  as  she  gave 
back  her  lover's  affectionate  embrace.  She  then 
fell  into  another  swoon  ;  but  a  few  drops  from  the 
contents  of  a  hunting-flask  recovered  her  presently, 
and  he  pushed  on  as  fast  as  he  could  to  where  his 
own  horses  were  waiting,  where  he  arrived  just  as 
the  one  on  which  he  rode  showed  undeniable  symp- 
toms of  being  utterly  exhausted  of  its  strength. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

We  came  to  Paris  on  the  Seine, 
Tis  wondrous  fair,  'tis  nothing  clean, 

Tie  Europe's  greatest  towti: 
How  strong  it  is  I  need  not  tell  it, 
For  all  the  world  may  easily  smell  it, 

That  walk  it  up  and  down. 

Richard  Corbk. 

For  we  that  dwell  farre  from  this  town,  quod  they, 
Though  we  come  not  at  Innes  of  Court  to  learn, 

Yet  dearely  for  our  learning  dooe  we  pay, 
As,  peradventure,  heere  ye  shall  discern. 

Francis  Thynki. 

What  mean  dull  souls  in  this  high  measure 

To  haberdash 
In  earth's  base  wares,  whose  greatest  treasure 

Is  dross  and  trash, 
The  height  of  whose  enchanting  pleasure 

Is  but  a  flash  ? 
Are  these  the  goods  that  thou  supply 'st 
Us  mortals  with  ?    Are  these  the  high'st? 
Can  these  bring  cordial  peace  ? — False  world,  thou  ly'rt ! 

Qoarlbs. 

In  the  time  sought  to  be  illustrated  in  this  veri- 
table story  there  wa&  a  worshipful  city,  the  fame 
whereof  was  bruited  far  and  wide  as  the  abode  and 
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teat,  as  it  were,  of  pleasure ;  for,  from  the  very 
getting  up  of  the  sun  to  its  lying  down,  nought 
seemed  to  be  known  or  understood  in  that  gay  place, 
but  the  art  of  passing  time — or  wasting  it,  accord- 
ing to  some  —  in  the  pursuit  of  the  most  agreeable 
pastime  in  which  man  and  woman  could  be  en- 
gaged. This  pastime,  be  it  known,  which  was  so 
generally  engaged  in,  that  old  and  young,  rich  and 
poor,  learned  and  ignorant,  the  greatest  statesmen 
and  the  most  absolute  blockheads,  joined  in  it  with 
a  like  eagerness,  and  each,  after  his  own  fashion, 
made  it  the  very  business  of  his  life,  was,  by  general 
consent,  regarded  by  a  name  to  which  it  had  no 
manner  of  pretension.  As  in  a  great  cage  of  mon- 
keys you  shall  see  every  one  of  them  filching  his 
neighbour's  apple  rather  than  guard  his  own,  these 
worthy  persons  took  on  themselves  to  leave  their 
wives,  or  daughters,  or  sisters,  or  mistresses,  as  the 
case  might  be,  for  any  man's  unlawful  having, 
while  they  were  dishonestly  intent  on  the  wives, 
daughters,  sisters,  or  mistresses  of  their  especial 
friends ;  and  this  was  to  them  a  source  of  infinite 
contentation,  nay,  the  mmmum  bonum  of  their  lives 
—and  the  name  they  gave  to  this  pleasure  was  none 
other  than  "  Love." 
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Now  it  chanced  that  the  king  of  this  people  m 
much  exceeded  any  of  his  subjects  in  the  energy 
with  which  he  embarked  in  those  pleasant  adven- 
tures, as  doth  a  triton  exceed  a  minnow.  It  would  be 
in  vain  to  number  the  wive?*  daughters,  sisters,  and 
mistresses  of  other  men  who  were  honoured  as  ob* 
jects  of  his  particular  and  right  royal  regard.  la 
these  pleasant  affairs  he  was  a  merchant  ad  venturer* 
who  had  taken  out  letters  of  marque  against  all 
and  sundry  the  fairest  dames  and  damsels  that  were 
to  be  met  with  on  the  high  seas  of  gallantry ;  and, 
though  he  chose  to  appear  as  a  holiday  barge  rather 
than  as  a  corsair,  he  rifled  such  as  fell  in  his  way  as 
completely  as  though  he  carried  a  black  flag  at  his 
mast ;  and  the  citizens  of  his  good  city  looked  up 
to  him  with  admiration,  assisting  him  with  all  their 
powers  to  secure  success  in  his  several  adventures, 
feeling  most  loyally  indignant  when  he  met  with 
any  obstinate,  rebellious  virtuousness,  and  triumph- 
ing in  his  successes  over  chastity,  modesty,  and  the 
like  sort  of  traitorous  criminality,  as  though  they 
felt  a  more  than  ordinary  interest  in  the  prosperity 
of  his  undertaking. 

The  consequence  whereof  was  that  the  whole 
city  was  continually  astir  with  every  sort  of  enter- 
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tainment  that  could  so  please  the  fair  dames  and 
damsels  within  its  walls,  as  to  incline  their  hearts 
to  share  in  that  pastime  which  both  sexes  had  been 
pleased  to  distinguish  with  the  name  just  mentioned. 
Dancing,  singing,  feasting,  drinking,  gambling, 
and  all  other  pleasures  whatsoever,  were  in  such 
constant  requisition,  that  an  indifferent  person 
might  have  said,  after  observing  this  constant  hu- 
mour of  revelry,  that  there  could  be  no  other  busi- 
ness in  the  world.  Such  was  the  city,  and  such  its 
sovereign  —  such  was  Paris  at  the  commencement 
of  the  seventeenth  century,  and  such  its  popular 
monarch — the  gay,  the  gallant,  fond,  and  fickle 
Henri  Quatre. 

It  was  about  a  month  after  the  circumstance  re- 
lated at  the  close  of  the  last  chapter  that  the  gayest 
palace  of  this  gay  city  seemed  to  have  assumed  more 
than  its  customary  excess  of  revelry.  Wherever 
the  eye  turned  within  this  magnificent  building,  it 
fell  upon  evidences  of  luxury,  profusion,  and  gran- 
deur. Such  carving,  such  gilding,  such  painting, 
such  tapestry,  such  gold  and  silver  plate,  bright 
burning  lights,  such  variety  of  costly  raiment,  such 
abundance  of  rich  jewels,  such  dancing,  such  music, 
such  a  multitude  of  light  hearts,  and,  to  say  the 
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truth,  lighter  heads,  could  be  found  in  no  other 
place  in  the  world.  And,  in  especial,  the  principal 
state  rooms  seemed  the  very  court  of  pleasure,  where 
every  one  gave  himself  up  to  the  most  absolute 
enjoyment.  Albeit,  instead  of  the  dwelling  of  a 
Christian  king,  it  seemed  the  palace  of  a  heathen 
Aspasia,  where  beauty  was  the  passport  of  both 
sexes,  and  all  qualities,  gifts,  and  enjoyments  made 
to  minister  to  the  gratification  of  personal  vanity. 

There  were  great  lords  and  great  ladies,  great 
statesmen  and  great  prelates;  great  soldiers  and 
great  wits,  one  and  all  intent  upon  considering 
themselves  under  the  shafts  of  the  rosy  urchin  whose 
arrows  are  of  such  intolerable  keenness.  The  very 
atmosphere  was  pregnant  with  vows  of  everlasting 
devotedness,  and  praises  of  incomparable  attrac- 
tions— whereof  the  vows  might  stand  firm  for  a 
week  at  the  least,  and  the  attractions  be  deemed 
matchless  for  a  duration  almost  as  long ;  provided 
always  no  other  form  and  features  appeared  with 
any  pretensions  to  rivalry. 

The  great  lords  and  ladies  made  their  language 
to  be  less  of  the  proper  court  phrase  than  the  pro- 
per courting  phrase.  The  great  statesmen  pon- 
dered less  on  nations  and   their  policy  than  on 
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hearts  and  their  affections.  The  great  prelates 
preached  but  from  one  text,  which  was  "  Love  one 
another;'*  and,  to  their  praise  be  it  said — after  a 
certain  fashion  —  they  practised  as  they  preached. 
The  great  soldiers  chose  one  particular  campaign 
only,  wherein,  in  besieging  hearts,  taking  captive 
such  as  resisted  them,  and  in  bringing  their  fair 
enemy  to  an  engagement,  they  covered  themselves 
with  laurels  more  than  sufficient  to  have  satisfied 
all  the  Caesars ;  and  the  great  wits  were  ever  in- 
dustrious in  the  invention  of  sugared  poems,  pretty 
jests,  choice  epigrams,  quaint  sonnets,  and  the  like 
dainty  goods,  upon  one  theme  only,  whereof  the 
reader  may  presently  get  acquainted  by  the  promi- 
nency with  which  such  brave  words  as  "  love'*  and 
"dove,"  "  heart"  and  "  dart,"  "  grace"  and  "face," 
are  thrust  before  him. 

Filled  with  a  throng  of  such  worshipful  good 
company,  the  palace  of  the  King  of  France  pre- 
sented a  scene  alike  joyous  and  picturesque.  The 
bravery  of  dress  displayed  by  both  sexes  outri vailed 
the  peacock  and  the  dolphin  in  delicate  colours, 
and  in  gold  and  gems  looked  as  though  the  jewel- 
lers of  the  city  had  scattered  their  whole  shops 
upon  their  several  persons.     They  were  engaged 
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in  all  sorts  of  ways.  In  one  chamber  they  sat 
round  tables  gambling  with  cards  and  dice,  ladies 
as  well  as  lords,  and,  perchance,  the  winnings  of 
the  latter  from  the  others  were  rarely  paid  or  de- 
manded in  the  current  coin ;  in  another,  they  danced 
to  amorous  tunes  measures  of  a  like  tender  charac- 
ter;  in  a  third  was  much  passionate  singing,  and 
discoursing  a  monstrous  deal  of  flattery,  and  a  pro- 
digal allowance  of  scandal — the  natural  sauces  which 
do  most  delight  a  court  palate.  There  were  group 
of  spectators,  and  groups  of  gossips ;  groups  of 
busybodies,  and  groups  of  idlers ;  groups  of  young 
courtiers,  discussing  the  perfections  of  the  thou- 
sand-and-first  last  new  favourite ;  and  groups  of 
old  ones,  equally  fluent  in  their  recollections  of  the 
thousand  who  had  preceded  her. 

Then  in  one  place  you  heard  a  sort  of  popinjay, 
with  the  earnestness  of  life  and  death,  laying  down 
the  law  respecting  the  colour  of  a  beard,  the  mate- 
rial of  a  doublet,  and  the  fashion  of  a  sleeve ;  while 
in  another  should  be  a  throng  of  vain-glorious  liber- 
tines, making  free  with  the  reputation  of  every  lady 
who  had  the  misfortune  to  be  of  their  acquaint- 
ance. It  is  our  business  with  none  of  these,  but 
with  a  small  party  of  young  gallants,  who  stood  in 
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a  recess  some  little  way  apart  from  the  rest,  and 
seemed  exceeding  well  satisfied  with  themselves, 
and  inclined  to  hold  every  one  else  at  an  infinitely 
less  valuation. 

They  spoke  of  their  own  little  exploits,  both  in 
the  duello,  and  in  the  favour  of  fair  dames,  with  a 
self-exaltation  that  made  them  appear  as  monstrous 
fine  fellows  as  you  shall  see  any  where.  There 
was  no  lack  of  names  of  great  ladies,  with  whom 
they  wished  it  to  be  known  they  had  become,  as  it 
were,  hand  and  glove  ;  and  they  abounded  in  anec- 
dotes sufficiently  explanatory  of  the  excellent  un- 
derstanding that  existed  between  them.  From 
this  they  took  to  scandalous  gossip,  and  put  forth 
insinuations  respecting  certain  ladies  of  their  ac- 
quaintance, that  were  exceeding  defamatory.  They 
dilated  on  the  orgies  of  the  Hdtel  de  Sens,  and 
disputed  as  to  the  exact  number  within  a  score  or 
two  of  the  lovers  of  its  voluptuous  mistress,  Mar- 
garet de  Valois.  They  made  comparisons  between 
the  last  batch  of  the  king's  mistresses,  and  the 
most  celebrated  of  their  predecessors,  in  which  divers 
delectable  tales  were  told  of  the  fair  Gabrielle,  Char- 
lotte des  Essarts,  la  belle  Corisande,  the  beautiful 
daughter  of  the  gardener  of  Aret,  and  many  others. 
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One  thing  leading  to  another,  they  at  last  began 
to  discourse  of  the  appearance  in  Paris  of  a  myste- 
rious stranger,  whose  arrival  had  for  some  days 
passed  caused  the  circulation  of  the  most  marvel- 
lous stories  ever  told  of  a  pretty  woman,  and  had 
set  the  youths  of  the  court  and  city  in  a  fever  of 
curiosity  to  know  who  and  what  she  was,  and 
whence  she  came.  All  that  was  really  known  was 
that  she  entered  Paris  in  company  with  a  young 
gallant,  supposed  to  be  an  English  nobleman,  who 
affected  the  strictest  secrecy  and  privacy ;  that 
they  lived  in  handsome  lodgings,  without  friends 
or  visiters  ;  that  she  was  young,  and  of  a  ravishing 
beauty,  and  was  supposed  to  be  a  Jewess.  This 
was  but  scant  materials,  but  it  was  sufficient  to 
originate  the  most  strange  and  eventful  histories 
ever  heard,  even  in  a  city  so  famed  for  the  marvel- 
lous, as  the  capitol  of  the  King  of  France. 

It  chanced,  that,  as  these  idlers  were  intent  upon 
their  discourse,  a  party  of  five  or  six  individuals  in 
passing  through  the  rooms  took  up  a  position  close 
to  them,  for  the  better  observation  of  the  crowd  of 
gay  company  that  went  from  one  apartment  into 
another.  Sundry  of  these  were  of  the  courteous 
reader's  especial  friends :   to  wit,  the  noble  and 
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gallant  Sir  George  Carew,  not  as  had  been  his 
wont  many  a  festive  day  in  the  glittering  chambers 
of  this  gay  palace,  with  the  fair  and  gentle  Su- 
sanna Shakspeare  on  his  arm,  to  whom,  to  the 
huge  envy  of  all  the  gallants  of  the  court,  who 
much  desired  to  be  in  the  good  graces  of  a  creature 
so  fresh  and  beautiful,  he  bore  himself  with  the 
tenderness  of  a  parent,  and  the  gallantry  of  a  lover, 
out  of  respect  for  his  especial  friend,  her  worthy 
father  ;  but  in  close  and  serious  converse  with  that 
friend,  whose  thoughtful  brow  was  impressed  with 
an  expression  of  deep  sadness,  as  if  the  import  of 
what  he  discoursed  of  was  a  matter  of  life  and 
death. 

They  were  a  little  in  advance  of  their  party,  the 
principal  persons  of  whom,  out  of  all  doubt,  were 
the  stately  Lady  Carew  herself,  having  on  one  pide 
of  her,  in  all  the  imposing  pomp  and  vanity  of  his 
church,  a  right  reverend  cardinal ;  but  the  bravery 
of  his  dress  fell  short  of  that  of  his  speech,  which 
did  out -compliment  the  very  finest  fine  words  cour- 
tier ever  spoke.  Yet  though  it  seemed  directed 
to  this  excellent  fair  lady  and  no  other,  she  was 
wise  enough  to  know  it  was  intended  for  her  ex- 
quisitely fair  companion,  our  admirable  acquaint- 
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ance,  Susanna,  who,  dressed  in  the  full  court  tire, 
looked  a  princess  at  the  least,  as  she  bowed  her 
graceful  head  iu  courteous  acknowledgment  of  the 
numberless  fine  things  said  to  her  and  of  her,  by  a 
distinguished  grand  duke,  who  had  the  honour  of 
walking  by  her  side.  After  these  came  certain 
princes,  marshals,  and  prelates,  having  the  new  made 
knight,  young  Sir  Hugh  Clopton,  in  the  midst  of 
them,  in  whose  hearing  they  rivalled  each  other  in 
the  extravagant  things  they  said  of  the  charms  of 
"  la  belle  Susanne,"  who  had  caused  the  composi- 
tion of  ballads,  ditties,  sonnets,  and  madrigals,  since 
her  arrival  in  France,  out  of  all  number. 

As  Master  Shakspeare  and  his  attentive  friend 
passed  the  knot  of  talkers  in  the  recess,  he  heard 
part  of  a  sentence,  which  caused  him  to  interrupt 
some  observation  the  other  had  commenced. 

"  A  young  Englishman,  say  you?"  said  one  of 
them,  in  a  tone  of  exaltation. 

"  Perdie,  that  is  well !  These  English  are  al- 
ways thrusting  their  insolent  pretensions  before 
some  charming  creature  or  other,  for  whom  a 
Frenchman  is  her  only  proper  lover :  but  we  have 
but  to  show  ourselves,  and  the  intruder  is  con- 
tent  to  make   the   best   of  his  way  to  his  own 
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foggy  island,  leaving  the  prize  in  our  posses- 
sion." 

u  Pardonnez  moi,  mon  ami"  replied  the  one  who 
had  spoken  immediately  before ;  "  but  this  Eng- 
lishman is  not  to  be  so  easily  disposed  of.  I  am 
told  he  carried  her  off  from  an  army  of  Turks,  who 
were  taking  her  to  the  prince,  their  sultan,  after 
slaying  with  his  own  sword  I  know  not  how  many 
of  her  turbaned  escort. ' ' 

"  By  this  light,  these  English  are  mad !"  observed 
another. 

"  They  have  not  brains  enough  to  be  mad.  They 
are  only  foolhardy ,"  said  one  less  charitable. 

c<  I  know  not,  gentlemen,  whether  they  be  one 
or  the  other,"  resumed  the  former  speaker ;  "  but 
of  this  I  am  sure,  that  Monsieur  le  Comte  du 
Barr£,  my  cousin,  having  contrived  by  the  most 
politic  stratagem  to  gain  admittance  by  the  door 
to  the  lodging  of  this  charming  Jewess,  or  Moorish 
princess,  or  whatever  she  may  be,  in  a  few  seconds 
was  seen  to  make  his  exit  by  the  window,  in  a 
fashion  that  must  needs  have  been  intolerably  dis- 
agreeable to  so  fine  a  gentleman/' 

"  How  was  that  ?M  exclaimed  half  a  dozen  voices, 
in  some  astonishment. 

VOL.  HI.  F 
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"  It  was  the  pestilent  Englishman  P  replied  the 
other,  with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders,  that  said  a 
great  deal  more  than  his  speech. 

"  Bah  P  cried  the  first  speaker,  in  great  con- 
tempt ;  **  Monsieur  le  Comte  should  have  chastised 
this  rude  fellow  with  his  rapier,  and  then  carried 
off  his  mistress." 

"  My  cousin,  Monsieur  le  Comte  du  Barrel  in- 
tended so  to  do,"  answered  the  other;  "but  the 
Englishman,  almost  as  soon  as  he  drew,  sent  my 
cousin's  rapier  flying  some  twenty  yards  off  in  one 
direction,  and  then,  taking  him  by  the  back  part  of 
his  embroidered  murray  velvet  trunks,  and,  seizing 
him  with  the  other  hand  by  the  neck  of  his  satin 
doublet,  sent  Monsieur  le  Comte  du  Barre*  flying 
through  an  open  window,  some  twenty  yards  off  in 
another." 

At  this  the  party  uttered  various  exclamations  of 
indignation  and  horror,  with  a  handsome  sprinkling 
of  the  newest  oaths,  during  which  a  few  words 
passed  between  Master  Shakspeare  and  Sir  George 
Carew,  which  ended  in  the  latter  making  his  way 
towards  the  group ;  and,  as  he  knew  them  all  ex- 
ceeding well,  he  addressed  them  as  his  familiars, 
begging  to  be  made  acquainted  with  the  subject  of 
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a  discourse,  which  could  not 'but  be  of  surpassing 
interest,  as  it  rendered  them  indifferent  to  the  at- 
tractive scene  around  them.  Courteous  pleasantries 
followed  on  both  sides,  after  which  he  heard  all 
that  they  had  to  tell  concerning  the  Moorish  prin- 
cess, or  Jewess,  or  the  grand  Turk's  favourite  Sul- 
tana— as  she  was  described  to  be  by  his  various  in- 
formants— and  her  English  lover. 

"  You  are  right,  Will,*  exclaimed  Sir  George, 
as  he  returned  to  his  friend,  with  his  ever  pleasant 
countenance  beaming  with  infinite  satisfaction  in 
every  feature.  "  These  fine  chattering  popinjays 
were  talking  of  your  lost  sheep,  and  the  seductive 
wolf  who  hath  carried  him  off." 

f<  Let  us  away,  Sir  George  !"  exclaimed  Master 
Shakspeare,  eagerly,  all  trace  of  his  late  seriousness 
disappearing  :  —  "  He  hath  led  me  a  fine  dance, 
and  hath  filled  me  with  the  most  absolute  anxious- 
ness  poor  governor  ever  endured,  since,  with  my 
trusty  squire,  Simon  Stockfish,  I  have  been  tracing 
his  footsteps.  I  prythee  let  us  away,  and  secure  him 
at  once !" 

"  Not  so  fast,  friend  Will !"  replied  Sir  George. 
u  At  present  he  is  safe  enough,  1  warrant  you ; 
and  it  will  be  as  well  not  to  disturb  his  fancied 
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security  till  we  have  the  means  of  holding  him  fast 
lor  the  future-  I  will  lose  no  time  in  consulting  a 
certain  excellent  powerful  friend  of  mine,  who  will 
be  here  anon,  and  will  put  us  in  a  way  of  securing 
your  scapegrace,  aud  of  placing  his  dark  dukinea 
m  worse  than  Egyptian  bondage,  where  she  must 
needs  find  other  pastime  than  stealing  young  no- 
blemen from  their  proper  guardians  and  teachers* 
But  we  must  hasten  to  pay  our  respects  to  the 
crowned  majesty  of  France  ;  forf  having  obtained 
permission  to  present  you  both  to  Henri  and  the 
royal  Marie  de  Medicis,  his  ill-beloved  consort,  I 
should  get  myself  into  huge  disgrace  were  I  to  al- 
low you  to  leave  the  palace  without  the  necessary 
presentation,  so  you  must  e'en  with  me,  my  master, 
a*  my  poor  jest  hath  it,  '  Willi  nilli/  " 

Seeing  there  was  no  help  for  it,  Master  Shak- 
tpeare  proceeded  through  two  or  three  of  the  state 
apartments,  and,  notwithstanding  his  excessive 
eagerness  once  again  to  get  his  youthful  charge 
under  his  governance,  he  could  not  help  being 
famously  entertained  by  the  little  histories  his 
companion  gave  him  of  the  different  notables  with 
whom  he  exchanged  courtesies,  or  whom  he  pointed 
ouc  in  the  crowd,  as  well  as  some  account  he  fur- 
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nished  of  divers  intrigues  in  which  the  present 
favourite,  the  Marchioness  de  Verneuil,  was  en- 
gaged for  the  purpose  of  securing  her  power  over 
the  king,  and  humbling  and  annoying  the  queen. 
Ever  and  anon  Sir  George  would  turn  round  and 
address  some  pleasantry  to  the  daughter  of  his 
friend,  who  replied  in  a  like  spirit,  which  caused 
the  tongues  of  his  eminence  the  Cardinal  and  of 
his  highness  the  Grand  Duke  to  proceed  with  their 
sweet  phrases  with  a  new  impulse.  The  graceful 
ease  and  admirable  self-possession  of  the  village- 
girl,  amongst  the  most  polished  portion  of  the  most 
polite  court  in  Christendom,  was  not  lost  upon  the 
delighted  father.  But  he  knew  that  Nature  hath 
her  nobility  as  well  as  kings  and  queens  —  and 
there  was  no  finer  example  than  he  exhibited  in 
his  own  person  —  and  findeth,  when  it  so  pleaseth 
her,  from  the  humblest  homesteads  her  maids  of 
honour,  who  could  confer  grace  and  dignity  to  a 
palace  or  to  a  throne. 

The  courtly  throng  increasing,  the  party,  slowly 
making  their  way,  were  at  last  allowed  to  approach 
a  group  composed  principally  of  ladies  who  were 
stationed  on  a  dais,  under  a  canopy  of  state,  in  the 
midst  of  which  was  a  throne,  richly  carved  and 
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gilt,  whereon  sat  the  proud,  majestic,  but  unhappy- 
looking  Marie  de  Medicis.  The  display  of  costly 
silks  and  velvets,  embroidered  with  gold  and  jewels, 
were  here  exceeding  conspicuous;  indeed,  every 
thing  in  that  grand  apartment  bespoke  a  scene  of 
luxury  and  magnificence  worthy  the  taste  of  a 
daughter  of  a  de  Medicis.  The  proper  officers 
having  facilitated  their  approach,  Master  Shak- 
speare  was  presented  in  due  form  by  his  friend; 
but,  although  the  queen  condescended  so  far  as  to 
grant  the  request  of  the  English  ambassador,  having 
subsequently  learned  that  Monsieur  Shakspeare  was 
neither  a  lord  nor  an  abbe,  she  did  not  at  first  think 
it  necessary  to  notice  him  beyond  that  very  slight 
attention  the  ceremony  permitted ;  but  his  noble 
bearing  and  graceful  courtesy  of  manner  did  im- 
press her  so  favourably  towards  him,  that  she  ulti- 
mately unbent  herself  of  much  of  her  stiffness,  and 
even  honoured  him  so  far  as  to  mention  in  terms  of 
commendation  his  fair  daughter. 

"  There  is  a  Queen  of  France  for  you,  now !" 
said  Sir  George  Carew  to  his  companion,  as  they 
left  the  presence.  u  She  certainly  lacketh  none  of 
the  external  signs  of  a  queen,  but  she  hath  no  more. 
All  the  real  power  and  consequence  that  should  be 
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with  the  king's  consort  rests  with  the  king's  mis- 
tress, who,  besides  usurping  her  state  and  in- 
veigling her  husband,  puts  monstrous  affronts  upon 
her,  ridicules  her,  and  seeks  all  she  can  to  excite 
the  king's  mind  against  her.  The  knowledge  of 
this  maketh  her  to  wear  so  grave  a  visage :  but  it 
is  said,  on  pretty  good  authority,  that  she  is  not 
entirely  without  consolation ;  for  that  supple  eccle- 
siastic on  her  right  hand,  the  very  reverend  Master 
Richelieu,  Bishop  of  Lu9on,  hath  the  reputation  of 
being  able  to  preach  to  her,  to  her  heart's  content, 
on  matters  of  which  his  breviary  affordeth  him  no 
text.  Yet,  whatever  may  be  the  state  she  here 
supports,  that  with  which  the  Marchioness  de  Ver- 
neuil  had  surrounded  herself  in  her  splendid  apart- 
ments in  the  Louvre,  and  in  her  own  magnificent 
chateau,  smacketh  infinitely  more  of  the  queen." 

As  the  two  friends  were  pressing  on  with  their 
company,  a  general  murmur  of  "  Le  Roi !  Le  Roi !" 
whilst  passing  through  one  of  the  handsomest  of 
the  saloons,  announced  the  approach  of  the  king  ; 
and,  in  a  minute  or  two,  they  beheld  a  middle-aged 
man,  royally  attired,  with  a  peculiar  dignified  bear- 
ing and  pleasing  aspect,  though,  to  a  close  observer, 
it  bore  traces  of  sensuality  and  satiety,  walking 
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along,  leaning  familiarly  on  the  arm  of  a  man, 
much  his  senior,  of  a  most  profound  gravity,  to 
whose  discourse  he  seemed  to  listen  with  very  little 
attention,  his  eyes  being  directed  to  the  persons 
within  his  observation,  yet  never  resting  on  any  for 
a  moment,  unless  the  individual  chanced  to  be  a 
woman  with  a  new  face,  and  a  famous  handsome 
one.  But  he  was  courteous  and  affable  to  all  who 
recognized  him,  returning  their  courtesies  in  right 
princely  fashion,  and,  to  those  who  knelt,  giving 
his  hand  to  kiss  with  the  air  of  one  who  strove 
earnestly  to  be  considered  the  father  of  his  people. 
"  Behold  the  invincible  Henri  Quatre,  king  of 
France  and  Navarre!"  exclaimed  Sir  George  Ca- 
rew  to  his  companion.  "  A  great  conqueror,  truly; 
though  his  conquests  have  been  amongst  women 
rather  than  men  —  a  great  hero,  according  to  the 
ideas  of  the  former ;  for  he  hath  often,  to  obtain 
an  interview  with  one  or  other  of  them,  put  the 
fortune  of  a  whole  campaign  into  jeopardy,  and 
hath  purchased  their  smiles  at  little  less  than  the 
cost  of  a  kingdom.  His  open-handed  generosity, 
his  indulgent  humour,  and  his  graceful  courtesy, 
seem  to  blind  his  good  subjects  to  the  extent  of  the 
evil  he  has  created  in  France  by  the  general  laxity 
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of  morals  throughout  the  country,  caused  by  his 
inattention  to  the  ordinary  decencies  of  society. 
There  is  scarce  a  barber  in  Paris  who  would  care 
to  live  in  honourable  wedlock  —  there  is  not  an 
idler  in  all  France  who  hath  not  as  deep  an  interest 
in  her  destinies  as  his  king.  Fortunately  for  him 
and  for  France,  he  hath  for  his  counsellor  a  man 
capable  of  managing  the  state  for  him ;  and  equally 
fortunate  is  it,  he  chooses  to  leave  it  to  such  ma- 
nagement." 

"  That  must  be  Monsieur  the  Baron  de  Rosni, 
of  whom  I  have  heard  so  much,"  said  Master 
Shakspeare. 

"  It  is  no  other,"  answered  Sir  George.  u  And 
there  he  stands  —  the  Grand  Master  of  the  Ord- 
nance and  Chancellor  of  the  Kingdom — by  the  side 
of  his  thoughtless  master ;  in  all  honesty,  much  too 
good  a  mentor  for  so  indifferent  a  scholar.  But 
the  king's  eyes  are  upon  us,  Will. — We  must  ad- 
vance." * 

The  two  approached  the  King  of  France,  who 
presently  accosted  the  ambassador  in  a  sufficiently 
cordial  spirit ;  and,  when  the  latter  presented  his 
friend,  received  his  homage  with  a  marvellous  de- 
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gree  of  courtesy,  and,  after  inquiring  with  much 
apparent  earnestness  news  of  Prince  Henry ,  be 
spoke  to  some  extent  of  the  English  stage,  not 
failing  to  express  several  well-earned  compliment* 
respecting  the  important  share  Master  Shakspeare 
had  in  making  it  what  it  was.  Presently  he  re- 
turned again  to  Prince  Henry,  whom  he  mentioned 
in  exceeding  excellent  terms,  yet  seemed  to  be  in 
doubt  his  life  would  be  either  very  htippy  or  very 
long, 

Master  Shakspeare  proved  himself  an  admirable 
intelligencer,  and  his  pertinent  answers  so  pleased 
the  king,  he  continued  his  questions  —  now  asking 
him  of  his  travels — now  of  his  plays — now  of  the 
fair  dames  of  England — now  of  those  of  Italy  and 
France — now  of  his  brother,  the  King  of  England 
— and  now  of  him.  The  conference  broke  up  at 
last,  leaving  each  very  favourably  disposed  towards 
the  other.  Whilst  they  were  thus  engaged,  Sir 
George  Carew  took  the  opportunity  of  entering 
into  conversation  with  the  Grand  Master  of  the 
Ordnance,  to  whom,  when  the  king  was  in  deep 
discourse  with  the  Spanish  ambassador,  Master 
Shakspeare  was  presented.  They  conversed  to- 
gether for  several  minutes,  on  divers  subjects,  in 
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which  the  great  counsellor  of  the  French  king 
showed  how  well  he  merited  the  reputation  he  had 
acquired,  and  the  friend  of  the  English  ambassador 
proved  how  worthy  he  was  to  hold  discourse  with 
him.  After  sundry  courteous  expressions  on  either 
side,  Monsieur  de  Kosui  returned  to  his  sovereign, 
who  had  just  received  some  news  which  had  thrown 
him  into  an  extraordinary  state  of  disquietude. 
He  kept  exclaiming,  "  All  is  lost !  All  is  lost !"  in 
the  most  moving  tones ;  and,  in  his  looks  and 
movements,  showed  as  a  man  suddenly  overtaken 
by  some  overwhelming  calamity. 

u  What  think  you,  Will,  is  the  monstrous  evil 
that  hath  so  moved  this  magnificent  king?"  asked 
Sir  George. 

•"  Of  a  truth  I  know  not  1"  replied  the  other, 
"but  methinks  it  must  be  something  very  ter- 
rible." 

"  Perchance  you  would  take  it  to  be  the  destruc- 
tion of  an  army  abroad,  or  a  terrible  insurrection 
at  home,  the  death  of  a  favourite  child,  or  the  dis- 
covery of  a  deep  spread  conspiracy,  the  intelligence 
of  the  plague  breaking  out  in  the  city,  or  the 
news  of  its  fairest  quarter  being  burned  to  the 
ground?" 
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"  Surely  it  must  be  one  or  other  of  these  huge 
calamities." 

"  By  this  hand,  it  is  nothing  more  or  less  than 
the  knowledge  that  the  Princess  di  Conti,  a  young 
beauty,  recently  married,  hath  ventured  to  save 
herself  and  husband  from  dishonour,  by  flying  with 
him  out  of  the  country  !w 

"  This  is  marvellous,  indeed P  cried  Master  Shak- 
speare. 

By  this  time  it  had  become  generally  known  how 
the  King's  sudden  disorder  had  been  created,  and 
universal  was  the  sympathy  for  the  royal  sufferer, 
whilst  the  lady  and  her  husband,  who  had  dared  to 
evade  the  King's  august  intentions,  were  stigma- 
tised as  traitors  of  the  blackest  die.  Several  of  the 
nobles  threw  themselves  at  the  feet  of  their  un- 
happy monarch,  and  offered  their  services  to  trace 
the  fugitives,  and  happy  was  he  above  all  his  fel- 
lows who  obtained  the  envied  commission  of  pro- 
ceeding on  their  footsteps. 

"  We  have  seen  enough  of  this,"  said  Sir  George 
"  Let  us  away,  Will,  after  your  lost  sheep.  The 
Grand  Master  of  the  Ordnance  hath  promised  me 
all  necessary  help,  so  that  now  it  may  be  i  the  hunt 
is  up,'  as  soon  as  you  please." 
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On  this  much,  Master  Shakspeare  was  all  eager- 
ness to  be  going,  and  the  party  were  soon  after- 
wards seen  leaving  the  palace,  but  not  before  his 
eminence,  the  Cardinal,  had  taken  advantage  of  a 
convenient  opportunity  to  whisper  to  the  fair  object 
of  his  attentions,  a  communication  which  had  all 
the  fervour  of  the  most  devout  supplication  he  had 
ever  offered ;  and  his  Highness,  the  Grand  Duke, 
had  availed  himself  in  a  similar  manner  of  an  occa- 
sion to  express  his  sentiments,  which  were  uttered 
with  not  less .  impressi veness  than  he  could  have 
employed  had  he  been  addressing  an  assembly  of 
notables.  And  the  small  crowd  of  princes,  mar- 
shals, and  prelates,  that  were  in  her  train,  either 
by  look  or  speech,  ventured  to  make  known  to  her 
that  in  losing  sight  of  her  inestimable  sweet  society, 
they  should  lose  every  thing  that  gave  attraction  to 
the  place,  or  pleasure  to  the  hour.  The  gentle 
Susanna  acknowledged  all  these  precious  courtesies, 
with  an  air  of  graceful  indifferency  and  happy 
pleasantry,  and  left  the  glittering  magnificoes  with 
as  much  of  her  regard  as  they  had  on  the  first  mo- 
ment of  their  acquaintance;  which  was  of  that 
smallness  all  the  resources  of  fractions  could  not 
give  it  quantity. 


110  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

Whilst  these  things  were  proceeding,  doings  of 
equal  import  to  this  our  story  were  in  progress  in 
a  quiet  but  respectable  lodging  in  a  retired  part  of 
Paris.  Thither  had  arrived,  some  days  before,  a 
noble  cavalier,  and  a  beautiful  lady  he  treated  with 
all  the  tenderness  and  consideration  due  to  an 
adored  wife.  The  young  cavalier  was  no  less 
handsome  than  liberal— qualities  that  served  him 
better  in  this  good  city  than  if  he  had  brought  with 
him  the  recommendations  of  the  greatest  princes  in 
the  world. 

It  is  true  the  lady  was  of  a  dark  complexion, 
and  there  seemed  no  small  amount  of  mystery  in 
her  behaviour ;  but  the  people  of  the  house,  like 
good  Parisians  of  that  time,  finding  there  was  a 
sufficiency  of  money,  did  not  think  it  necessary  to 
trouble  themselves  about  what  seemed  inexplicable ; 
in  which  they  were  confirmed  by  their  lodgers 
conversing  in  a  language  of  which,  with  all  their 
powers  of  listening,  they  found  they  could  not 
make  out  a  word. 

The  understanding  reader  will  find  no  difficulty 
in  discovering  that  the  strangers  were  the  seductive 
Bohemian  and  my  lord  of  Pembroke's  heir.  This 
thoughtless  pair  had  sought  such  concealment  the 
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more  effectively  to  enjoy  the  happiness  they,  in 
their  short-sightedness,  fancied  was  in  store  for 
them.  For  anything  in  the  shape  of  real  happi- 
ness, neither  their  dispositions  nor  their  circum- 
stances allowed ;  and,  in  a  few  days  after  their 
mutual  flight,  they  awoke  from  a  feverish  dream, 
with  anything  save  the  entire  concentration  of  feel- 
ing for  each  other,  writers  have  been  pleased  to 
distinguish  with  the  name  of  love.  Nevertheless, 
they  would  have  been  exceeding  loath  to  admit 
there  was  the  very  slightest  diminution  of  their 
mutual  devotion. 

If  the  truth  must  be  stated,  they  were  both  of 
much  too  restless  a  spirit  to  be  content  with  each 
other's  society  for  any  length  of  time ;  and  a  short 
period  after  their  entrance  into  Paris,  the  retire- 
ment in  which  they  lived  throwing  them  entirely 
upon  their  own  resources,  they  found  themselves 
living  after  a  monstrous  dull  fashion. 

La  Xariqua  yearned  for  the  exulting  freedom  of 
the  green  woods — the  guiltless  intercourse  of  the 
wild  family  of  which  she  was  an  honoured  mem- 
ber :  and  the  young  noble  began  to  regret  the 
seclusion  that  kept  him  from  sharing  in  the  festi- 
vities and  revelries  that  were  going  on  in  every 


IIS  THK  SECRET  PASSION. 

quarter  of  the  gay  city  in  which  he  had  taken  up 
his  residence.  He  had  been  both  annoyed  and  en- 
raged by  the  impertinent  curiosity  of  some  hair- 
brained  Frenchmen,  whom  the  extraordinary  charms 
of  the  Bohemian  had  influenced  to  an  extent  that 
made  them  desperately  eager  for  any  adventure 
that  promised  her  notice  and  favour  :  but  latterly 
he  had  taken  less  notice  of  this  curiosity. 

He  also  had  been  the  object  of  similar  notice,  as 
he  had  received  several  tender  communications- 
one  of  which,  signed  "  La  Dame  des  Roses,"  had 
not  failed  to  create  a  slight  impression  in  favour  of 
the  writer. 

He  had  all  along  behaved  to  the  companion  of  his 
flight  with  the  very  utmost  devotedness ;  but,  to  one 
so  ignorant  of  anything  in  the  shape  of  restraint,  the 
comforts  and  luxuries  with  which  he  had  surrounded 
her  seemed  a  poor  recompense  for  the  inspiring  dance 
in  the  free  air,  and  the  tumultuous  plaudits  of  crowds 
of  delighted  spectators.  He  began  to  imagine  that 
the  care  with  which  he  had  kept  her  concealed  was 
unworthy  of  him  and  her.  He  had  heard  much  of 
the  attractions  of  the  gardens  of  the  Hdtel  de  Sens, 
wherein  the  gayest  company  in  Paris  were  wont, 
not  always  creditably,  to  amuse  themselves,  and 
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proposed  to  her,  by  way  of  a  frolic,  to  go  there 
disguised,  and  be  entertained  with  whatever  was 
worth  seeing.  A  joyful  assent  was  readily  given  ; 
and  as  there  was  no  difficulty  in  the  way  of  admis- 
sion, he  having  a  few  days  since  received  an  invi- 
tation, the  pair  were  soon  promenading  the  plea- 
sant walks  and  umbrageous  groves,  masked  and 
disguised  so  completely  that  they  scarcely  knew 
each  other. 

They  mingled  with  the  crowd  of  idlers  that  had 
there  assembled  to  kill  time  as  agreeably  as  possi- 
ble, listening  to  concealed  music  of  the  most  ra- 
vishing description  ;  and  admiring  the  dancers,  the 
jugglers,  the  singers,  the  fountains,  the  flowers, 
and  the  trees,  that  gave  a  fairy-like  beauty  to  the 
scene.  They  at  last  found  themselves  in  a  path 
into  which  all  the  company  seemed  to  be  crowding, 
as  if  it  led  to  some  peculiar  place  of  attraction.  By 
imperceptible  degrees  it  narrowed  till  it  was  im- 
possible for  two  to  walk  abreast ;  and  on  each  side 
there  rose  a  wall,  as  it  were,  of  holly,  that  seemed 
about  to  contract,  till  further  progress,  even  for 
one  person,  looked  to  be  impossible. 

The  cavalier  allowed  his  fair  companion  to  pre- 
cede him.     The  path  ended  in  a  sort  of  fairy  tern- 
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pie,  divided  into  several  compartments.     He  saw 
her  enter  one,  when  the  whole  structure  turned  on 
a  pivot,  and  placed  her  out  of  sight.     He  followed 
into  the  building,  and  found,  as  soon  as  he  entered 
it,  that  it  revolved  with  him.     On  its  stopping,  he 
beheld  a  flight  of  very  narrow  stone  steps,  down 
which  he  perceived  his  companion  proceeding  with 
considerable  speed.    He  followed  very  quickly,  and 
saw  her  disappear  under  an   archway,  where  an 
ascent  of  steps  brought  him  again  into  the  open 
air,  but  in  a  grove  thickly  planted  with  trees. 

Observing  female  drapery  fluttering  in  the  dis- 
tance, he  was  quickly  in  pursuit,  almost  inclined 
to  marvel  at  the  sportiveness  which  made  his  mis- 
tress so  nimble  of  motion,  now  she  was  once  more 
under  the  friendly  covert  of  such  old  familiar 
friends  as  the  tall  trees  of  the  forest.  He  mended 
his  pace,  but  so  quick  of  foot  was  *he,  that  only 
with  much  ado  could  he  keep  her  in  sight.  At 
last  he  saw  her  enter  a  building  by  a  postern  door. 
He  followed  as  quick  as  he  might,  and  found  him- 
self entering  upon  a  long  dark  passage.  Thinking 
he  might  lose  her  in  so  strange  a  place,  he  called 
to  her  to  stop,  but  to  his  huge  astonishment  re- 
ceived no  answer.     He  repeated  his  call  with  a 
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like  success.  He  then  hurried  on,  not  knowing 
what  to  think. 

The  banging  of  a  door  led  him  towards  it.  He 
passed  through  as  he  beheld  another  at  some  dis- 
tance thrown  back.  In  this  way  he  went  on, 
meeting  no  one,  the  chambers  increasing  in  the 
richness  of  their  furniture,  in  as  great  astonish- 
ment at  the  whole  adventure,  as  a  youth  of  his 
spirit  could  well  be.  He  began  to  doubt  that  it 
could  be  his  enamoured  mistress  running  from  him 
in  this  strange  fashion.  Alas,  poor  youth  !  She 
to  whom  you  direct  your  thoughts  is  far  enough 
away  in  a  different  direction,  well  cared  for,  by 
one  who  has  both  the  will  and  means  ample  enough 
to  secure  her  from  all  others  whatsoever. 

He  at  last  entered  a  magnificent  saloon,  with 
hangings  of  the  very  richest  looms  of  arras,  deli- 
cately painted  with  the  stories  from  Ovid  his  Me- 
tamorphoses. He  made  for  a  door  he  saw  before 
him,  and  nothing  could  equal  his  surprise,  when, 
on  pushing  it  open,  he  found  himself  in  a  place 
fashioned  like  a  bower  of  roses,  and  giving  out  the 
most  ravishing  perfume  of  that  daintiest  of  flowers. 
On  what  seemed  to  be  literally  a  bed  of  their 


116  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

odorous  leaves,  reposed  a  female  figure  in  a  garb 
no  less  classic  than  seductive. 

He  gazed  as  it  were  spell-bound — scarcely  wil- 
ling to  believe  his  eyes.     The  lady  rose  gracefully 
from  her  position,  and  bade  him  welcome  to  her 
palace,  where  she  added  his  presence  had  been 
long  hoped  for.   Then,  clapping  her  jewelled  hands 
thrice,  there  entered  several  nymphs  of  ravishing 
loveliness,  also  in  the  ancient  classic  garb,  bearing 
refreshments  of  the  most  tempting  sorts,  which  they 
set  before  him.     Half  inclined  to  believe  the  whole 
a  delusion,  he  tasted  of  the  cates  and  the  wine  so 
temptingly  brought  for  his  delectation,  and  any 
thing  for  the  palate  so  truly  delicious  he  had  never 
known  before.     He  soon  ascertained  that  he  be- 
held his  fair  correspondent ;  and,  recovering  from 
the  bewilderment  into  which  he  had  at  first  been 
thrown,  he  presently  poured  out  a  bumper  of  wine, 
and  with  a  gallant  air  drank   to  the  health  of 
*'  La  Dame  des  Roses." 

As  the  attendant  nymphs  disappeared,  he  could 
almost  fancy  himself  that  he  had  gone  a  vast  way 
back  in  the  history  of  the  world  ;  and  was  at  the 
moment  in  classic  Athens,  in  the  luxurious  villa 
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of  the  voluptuous  Aspasia.  Although  this  was  not 
the  case,  he  could  not  be  considered  in  better 
hands ;  for,  as  he  soon  discovered,  he  was  in  the 
presence  of  Margaret  de  Valois,  the  divorced 
Queen  of  France.  • 

The  ladies  of  Paris  were  not  more  active  in 
seeking  new  objects  of  attachment  than  the  cava- 
liers, and  the  arrival  of  a  young  and  handsome 
Englishman  created  as  great  a  sensation  amongst 
them,  as  his  companion  had  done  amongst  the 
other  sex.  Margaret  de  Valois  had  early  intelli- 
gence of  the  stranger's  appearance,  and  determined 
to  captivate  him,  if  possible.  She  took  her  mea- 
sures without  delay,  and  the  reader  has  seen  how 
far  they  succeeded.  The  Lord  of  Pembroke's  heir 
had  heard  too  many  stories  of  Margaret  de  Valois, 
not  to  be  well  satisfied  as  to  who  was  his  enter- 
tainer; and  neither  his  taste  nor  his  principles 
were  sufficiently  vitiated  to  make  him  see  any 
gratification  in  an  intimacy  with  such  a  personage. 
Nevertheless,  he  thought  it  necessary  not  only  to 
conceal  his  sentiments,  but  to  behave  with  a  cer- 
tain degree  of  gallantry. 

This  had  its  due  effect.  After  a  sufficient  com- 
modity of  impassioned    looks,    tender    speeches, 
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amorous  ditties,  and  the  tike  artillery,  the  regal 
beauty  fancying  she  had  made  a  fufficient  iospm- 
sion  for  one  interview,  gave  another  gurnmow, 
which  was  answered  on  the  instant  by  a  black 
slave  dressed  in  the  Indian  fashion,  who  was 
directed  to  lead  her  honoured  guest  to  lib  cham- 
ber. The  Lady  of  the  Roses  accepted  hh  murmured 
adieus  with  a  glance  sufficiently  encouraging,  and 
he  left  her  bower  to  all  appearance  her  vowed 
servant. 

With  the  assistance  of  his  sable  cenductor.  he 
very  shortly  made  his  way  to  a  chamber  furnished 
in  the  most  magnificent  manner.  Vessels  of  gold 
and  silver,  costly  hangings,  richly  carved  furniture 
were  presented  to  his  observation  in  every  direc- 
tion, and  an  almost  overpowering  air  of  luxury 
seemed  to  pervade  the  chamber.  Our  young  ad- 
venturer, in  a  cursory  glance  he  gave  to  its  orna- 
ments, saw  that  if  the  senses  could  be  operated 
upon  by  external  objects,  nothing  had  been  left 
undone  in  the  furnishing  of  this  chamber  to  make 
the  influence  as  perfect  as  possible.  He  found  a 
suit  of  the  most  splendid  description  ready  for  him, 
and  every  arrangement  for  a  change  of  apparel 
worthy  of  a  crowned  head.     A  silver  bell  lay  on  a 
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table  of  porphyry  for  his  use,  when  he  required  an 
attendant.  He  was,  however,  in  no  mood  for 
availing  himself  of  such  munificence.  There  were 
some  unpleasant  stories  afloat  respecting  the  fate 
of  certain  gentlemen  and  lords,  who  were  known 
to  have  been  the  lovers  of  Margaret  de  Valois,  and, 
with  every  disposition  to  play  the  gallant,  he  had 
no  ambition  of  following  them  too  closely.  Be- 
sides which  he  was  anxious  to  learn  something 
concerning  his  so  suddenly  lost  mistress,  who  had 
disappeared  after  so  very  marvellous  a  fashion  in 
the  gardens  of  the  Hdtel  de  Sens ;  but  this  he 
knew  full  well  he  was  not  likely  to  do  as  long  as 
he  remained  in  his  present  sumptuous  quarters. 

By  drawing  aside  the  arras,  he  discovered  a 
window,  and,  although  the  day  had  closed,  he  could 
easily  see  that  the  chamber  was  elevated  not  more 
than  ten  or  twelve  feet  from  the  ground.  His  re- 
solution was  soon  taken.  Opening  the  casement, 
he  cautiously  glanced  at  the  ground  beneath,  and 
finding  there  nothing  likely  to  impede  his  descent, 
he  carefully  let  himself  out  feet  foremost,  with  his 
face  to  the  window,  till  he  was  supported  only  by 
his  hands  clinging  to  the  sill  —  he  then  let  go 
his  hold  and  dropped.     The  shock  was  consider- 
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able,  but  in  divers  of  his  adventures  he  had  had 
worse. 

He  now  found  himself  in  a  deepening  twilight, 
standing  in  the  shadow  of  a  spacious  mansion  in 
an  enclosed  space  that  seemed  to  be  a  courtyard. 
If   this    were    the    case,    he    knew    that    high 
walls  and  impassable  gates  still    stood   between 
him  and  his  liberty.     He  had  not  yet  concluded 
what  he  should  next  attempt,  when  he  heard  the 
hum   of  voices   approaching,   and   presently  dis- 
cerned several  figures  by  the  light  of  flambeaux 
crossing  the  courtyard.     He   kept  in  the  shadow 
as  close  as  possible. 

As  the  party  approached  nearer,  he  fancied  he 
recognised  a  voice.  He  redoubled  his  attention. 
He  could  discern  a  figure  and  countenance  in 
which  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  be  mistaken. 
It  was  that  of  an  English  gentleman  to  whom  he 
was  well  known,  and  whose  powerful  protection 
he  might  rely  upon.  With  him  were  several  per- 
sons ;  but  the  majority,  from  being  in  the  livery  of 
Margaret  de  Valois,  it  was  evident  were  attending 
his  departure  as  an  honoured  guest  of  their  mis- 
tress. As  they  passed,  he  heard  his  friend  say, 
"  'Tis  marvellous  strange.    I  can  prove  he  entered 
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the  gardens  at  three  of  the  clock,  and  hath  not 
been  heard  of  since.  O  my  life,  'tis  exceeding 
strange  !*'  What  reply  was  made  he  could  not 
distinguish,  but  what  he  had  already  heard  was  quite 
sufficient  to  cause  him  to  decide  what  he  should 
do.  Stealthily  creeping  from  his  hiding,  he  made 
for  the  great  gates,  which  a  gigantic  porter  was 
unfastening  for  the  Englishman's  exit ;  when  one 
gate  opened,  he  watched  his  time,  and,  as  the 
man  was  pulling  back  the  other,  he  quickly  glided 
out. 

He  waited  close  by.  In  a  few  minutes,  to  his 
great  relief,  he  heard  the  sound  of  the  horses' 
hoofs.  His  friend  and  his  retinue  of  grooms  and 
running  footmen  were  sweeping  by ;  when  he  called 
out  his  name,  the  latter  pulled  up  instantly,  and 
the  whole  party  stopped.  It  was  the  English 
Ambassador,  who,  not  finding  his  friend's  scholar, 
had  traced  him  to  the  gardens,  and,  as  he  had 
never  returned,  had  been  to  make  inquiries  at  the 
palace,  where  he  was  assured  by  the  chamberlain, 
the  groom  of  the  chambers  and  other  domestic  offi- 
cers, that  such  a  cavalier  as  he  described  had  not 
been  seen  there.    As  their  mistress  was  not  visible, 
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lie  was  returning  to  seek  the  assistance  of  tha 
Grand  Master  of  the  Ordnance,  when  the  object 
of  his  disquietude,  to  his  great  relief  and  asto- 
nishment, unexpectedly  presented  himself  before 
him. 

Sir  George  Carew  had  been  a  frequent  Yisitor 
at  the  mansion  of  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Pern- 
hrokej  and  was  on  such  intimate  terms  with  the 
family,  as  to  allow  of  his  taking  upon  himself  to 
play  the  counsellor  to  the  eon ;  and  this  he  did  so 
earnestly  and  pleasantly  withal,  that  the  thought* 
less  youth  promised  to  be  guided  by  him,  and  told 
him  all  his  story  from  his  flight  with  the  Bohemian. 
Sir  George  knew  too  well  the  character  of  the 
divorced  Queen,  not  to  be  fully  aware  of  the  hazard 
his  young  friend  would  run  by  remaining  in  Paris. 
He  found  him  well  enough  inclined  to  take  his  de- 
parture, but  felt  bound  to  remain  for  the  purpose 
of  finding  out  where  his  mistress  had  been  kid- 
napped. Tiiis  duty  Sir  George  promised  he  would 
himself  perform,  assuring  his  young  friend,  from 
his  knowledge  and  influence,  he  was  far  more  likely 
uf  the  two  to  succeed. 

The  joy  of  his  worthy  governor  at  seeing  him 
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again  was  of  the  deepest  sort  the  heart  could  have 
experienced.  Master  Shakspeare  had  ever  since 
the  discovery  of  his  flight  endured  the  most  pain- 
ful anxiety.  His  love  for  the  youth,  notwith- 
standing his  wilful  unsteadiness,  was,  as  it  were, 
twined  with  his  life  ;  and  his  anxiousness  became 
the  more  painful,  as  he  saw  how  impossible  it  was 
for  him  to  present  himself  before  the  youth's  noble 
mother,  to  inform  her  what  little  heed  he  had  paid 
to  the  trust  she  had  reposed  in  him,  as  to  allow 
of  his  giving  him  the  slip  with  so  ill-chosen  a  com- 
panion. 

Having  experienced  such  deep* distress,  there  is 
the  less  cause  for  marvelling  that,  on  the  youth's 
making  his  appearance,  instead  of  being  severely 
lectured  for  his  monstrous  ill  conduct,  he  found 
himself  clasped  in  the  arms  of  his  faithful  fond 
governor,  as  though  he  were  a  prodigal  son  re- 
turned to  a  doting  father.  Nevertheless,  having 
learned  all  Sir  George  Carew  could  inform  him  of, 
he  was  in  such  a  fever  to  be  gone,  that  he  would 
give  no  one  any  peace  till  he  had  left  Paris  far 
behind. 

He  now  came  to  the  determination  that  these 
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travels  should  end,  and  in  a  few  days  he  was  on 
the  sea,  shouting  "  Ho,  for  England  !"  with  a  more 
cheerful  heart  than  he  had  known  since  his  under- 
taking so  great  a  charge. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Ay,  bat  the  milder  passions  show  the  man ; 
For  as  the  leaf  doth  beautify  the  tree, 
The  pleasant  flowers  bedeck  the  painted  spring, 
Even  so  in  men  of  greatest  reach  and  power, 
A  mild  and  piteous  thought  augments  renown. 

Lodge. 

Oh,  get  thee  gone. 
Pity  sits  on  thy  cheek ;  but  God  can  tell 
My  heart  says  my  tongue  lies.    Farewell,  Farewell ! 

PATIBNT  GRI88IL. 

Why  not  repair 
To  the  pure  innocence  o'  th'  country  air, 
And  neighbour  thee,  dear  friend  ?  Who  so  dost  give 
Thy  thoughts  to  worth  and  virtue,  that  to  live 
Blest,  is  to  trace  thy  ways.    There  might  not  we 
Arm  against  passion  with  philosophy ; 
And  by  the  aid  of  leisure,  so  control 
Whate'er  is  earth  in  us,  to  grow  all  soul. 

Habington. 

)ur  young  physician  had  now  so  long  sojourned 
ongst  the  scenes  he  so  well  loved,  as  to  have 
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recovered,  in  a  great  measure,  from  the  violent 
shock,  both  his  moral  and  physical  nature  had  su»- 
taiued,  through  the  a  bom  id  able  villany  of  the 
infamous  Milltcent.  His  very  excellent  food  pi- 
rent  had  tended  him  with  all  a  mother  s  affection, 
and  all  a  woman's  delicacy.  She  asked  no  ques- 
tions, and  made  no  comments  likely  to  gi*e  her 
son  pain ;  but  she  had  contrived  to  obtain  a  tole- 
rable correct  knowledge  of  hia  trials  and  suffer- 
ings, and  took  heed  to  minister  to  the  diseased 
mind  with  that  marvellous  gentle  hand  for  which 
her  exquisite  sweet  sex  are  famous.  She  talked 
indifferently  as  it  were,  yet  was  there  in  every 
thing  she  said  a  healing  balm,  that  soon  began  to 
show  its  wholesome  effect. 

With  such  soothing  converse,  joined  to  the 
healthy  inspirations  which  nature  ever  giveth  to 
such  as  seek  her  medicinal  aid,  John  Hall  began 
once  more  to  take  a  proper  interest  in  the  small 
concerns  of  daily  life.  He  again  had  recourse  to 
his  books,  and,  in  studying  the  art  of  healing 
others,  rapidly  obtained  a  cure  for  himself;  albeit, 
though  the  wound  was  in  time  healed,  it  left  a 
painful  cicatrice.  He  could  not  think  of  the  peril 
he  had  passed  without  a  shudder — as  one  who,  by 
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WDivlertul  g-'iO'.l  fortune,  is  .saved  from  the  jaws  oi' 
a  venomous  serpent,  long  after  remembers  with 
fear  and  trembling  the  vehemency  of  his  danger. 

It  so  chanced,  that  an  incident  occurred  about 
this  time,  which,  though  it  was  fruitful  of  misfor- 
tune to  him  beyond  any  thing  that  could  have  hap- 
pened, by  engrossing  his  attention,  perfected  his 
cure  more  readily  than  other  things  could.  This 
was  the  death  of  his  admirable  mother.  Her  only 
son  had  been  to  her  the  very  well-spring  of  her 
pure  life.  Her  late  anxiety  had  been  infinitely 
greater  than  it  seemed,  but  it  did  not  show  itself 
upon  her  delicate  system,  till  it  appeared  no  longer 
to  be  excited  by  the  subject.  Then  she  fell  ill, 
and  though  she  was  cared  for  by  the  most  skilful 
and  tender  of  nurses,  she  daily  grew  worse.  The 
fiat  had  gone  forth,  and  it  found  her  well  pre- 
pared, though  it  was  a  sore  struggle  to  part  from 
all  she  so  dearly  loved  and  prized.  Her  beloved 
son  had  her  last  wishes,  her  last  blessings,  and  her 
last  prayers ;  and  then  the  fragile  form  that  rested 
in  his  arms  became  but  as  a  clod  of  the  earth, 
oblivious  of  the  active  world  of  fine  perceptions 
and   excellent    influences  that  had  so  long  and 
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well  supported  the  claim  of  its  spirit  to  immor- 
tality. 

John  Hall  buried  her  in  the  well  remembered 
nook  in  the  green  churchyard,  where  his  other 
parent  had  found  his  last  resting-place,  and  be 
went  forth  from  its  melancholy  memorials  with  a 
saddened  heart,  it  is  true,  but  with  a  vigorous 
desire,  that  became  a  joy  to  him  in  after-life,  to 
prove  himself  worthy  of  that  immeasurable  love 
he  had  just  seen  shut  out  from  communion  with 
mortality,  by  the  only  gates  that  never  re-open  for 
those  they  enclose. 

On  proceeding  to  examine  the  papers,  the  fond 
mother  had  with  a  careful  foresight  prepared  in 
case  of  her  decease,  our  young  physician  found 
fresh  evidence  of  her  rare  affection.  By  the  most 
rigid  economy  and  comprehensive  self-denial  she 
had  contrived  to  save  what  he  saw  at  once  was  a 
sufficient  sum,  not  only  to  finish  his  education,  but 
to  give  him  a  good  start  in  his  profession,  and  in 
the  directions  with  which  this  sum  was  made  over 
to  him,  he  read  what  was  henceforth  to  become  the 
twelve  tables  of  his  law.* 

As  soon  as  possible,  he  prepared  to  follow  the 
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rirst  and  mo>t  important  of  Ik.t  wishes,  an-i  unlm-il 
himself  a  student  in  one  of  the  most  esteemed  col- 
leges at  Oxford.  Here  he  remained,  steadily  pur- 
suing his  studies,  and  winning  the  esteem  of  the 
learned  in  that  famous  school,  till  he  obtained  his 
degree.  It  was  about  this  time,  that  he  was  found 
by  his  father's  faithful  serving-man,  Simon  Stock- 
fish, when  at  Oxford  on  business  of  Master  Shak- 
speare.  The  result  was  their  travelling  to  London 
together,  which  journey,  thanks  to  omission  of  all 
attempts  at  policy  from  the  over-politic  serving- 
man,  partly  perchance  from  his  conviction  that 
his  old  master's  son  was  of  an  age  to  take  care 
of  himself,  was  attended  with  no  accident. 

On  his  arrival  at  the  lodging  of  Master  Shak- 
speare,  he  was  enforced  to  make  his  home  under  his 
roof,  for  no  denial  was  allowed,  and  Master  Doctor 
Hall,  as  he  must  now  be  styled,  found  himself  in 
greater  contentation  of  mind  than  a  few  months 
since  he  could  have  hoped  for,  which  he  owed  to 
the  pleasant  intercourse  of  his  excellent  friend, 
and  of  his  excellent  friend's  very  excellent  fair 
daughter. 

This  careful  friend  provided  against  any  further 
designs  from  his  vindictive  enemy,  the  false  Milli- 
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cent,  by  getting  him  appointed  physician  to  the 
embassy  in  Paris,  where  he  shortly  afterwards  pro- 
ceeded to  fulfil  the  duties  of  his  office* 

In  the  mean  time,  there  had  been  other  doings 
connected  with  the  principal  personage  in  this  my 
story  that  deserveth  not  to  be  lost  for  lack  of  n 
chronicler,  for  as  soon  as  his  return  was  known,  &o 
well  was  he  loved  of  alt  who  had  any  acquaintance 
with  him,  he  was,  as  it  were,  besieged  with  visiter*. 
Among  the  first  comers  were  that  truly  honest 
heart,  Master  Edward  Allen  and  his  buxom  honest 
partner ;  and  whilst  the  latter  closeted  herself  with 
Susanna,  to  hear  the  marvels  she  had  seen  in 
foreign  countries,  the  other  two  friends  gossiped 
about  their  own  matters  with  as  ready  an  eloquence. 
The  master  of  the  Fortune  spoke  of  the  various 
admirable  new  players  and  matchless  fresh  bears 
he  had  got,  so  confusedly  withal,  that  many  times 
was  his  friend  led  into  asking  questions  concerning 
the  famous  brute  he  spoke  of,  when  the  other  had 
all  the  while  been  praising  a  man ;  and  when  he 
desired  to  know  what  place  had  the  honour  of 
giving  birth  to  the  estimable  famous  gentleman  he 
mentioned  in  such  high  terms,  learned,  in  some 
astonishment,  that  he  believed  it  must  have  been 
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■  i  don  in  Mjine  of  the  trackless  iorost-  »i 
Muscovy. 

One  interview  he  had  long  looked  forward  to 
with  the  most  excited  feelings.  Perchance,  the 
courteous  reader  hath  not  forgotten  the  memorable 
secret  visit  of  a  noble  lady  to  Master  Shakspeare's 
lodgings,  in  the  Clink  Liberty.  The  hour  had  arrived 
when  he  should  present  himself  before  her,  and 
declare  how  he  had  fulfilled  the  honourable  office 
she  had  induced  him  to  take.  Many  a  time  and 
oft,  when  in  far-off  lands,  he  thought  of  the  time 
when  he  should  again  stand  before  her,  and  hear 
what  estimate  she  made  of  his  services;  but,  with 
the  anticipation  of  the  happiness  of  again  behold- 
ing her,  there  mingled  no  small  share  of  dis- 
quietude, when  he  called  to  mind  how  little  benefit 
he  had  been  able  to  effect  in  the  exercise  of  his 
office,  where  benefit  was  so  greatly  needed. 

He  had  now  little  cause  of  congratulation  on 
that  score,  and  he  could  not  but  take  a  heavy  share 
of  blame  to  himself  for  not  having  been  more 
strict  in  the  execution  of  his  duty ;  but,  circum- 
stanced as  he  was,  how  was  he  to  put  on  the  peda- 
gogue? He  had  made  many  resolutions  to  use 
a  proper  severity ;  but  when  he  beheld  the  face  of 
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the  offender,  all  thoughts  of  harshness  disappeared 
from  his  mind,  as  the  dews  of  the  morning  before 
the  flashing  sun.  And  now  he  was  to  render  an 
account  of  his  stewardship  !  He  had  neglected  his 
trust.  The  want  of  discipline  that  had  previously 
been  so  marked  had  blazed  forth  in  ungovernable 
wantonness,  and  what  excuse  could  he  Imre  for 
having  caused  so  discreditable  a  blot  to  be  pro* 
duced  so  close  to  her  unsullied  nature? 

He  had  but  one  consolation,  This  wildness 
arose  in  a  great  measure  from  the  excess  of  animal 
spirits.  These  must  exhaust  themselves  before 
long,  and  then  there  was  every  hope  that  the  many 
noble  qualities  he  inherited  from  his  noble  mother 
would  have  fair  play,  when  he  must  needs  be- 
come an  honour  instead  of  a  reproach ;  a  source 
of  unbounded  content,  instead  of  one  of  monstrous 
disquietude. 

The  worthy  governor  had,  as  carefully  as  he 
could,  concealed  his  feelings  towards  his  young 
charge  from  him  ;  and  though  his  affection  would 
often  burst  through  the  restraints  he  put  upon  it, 
the  other  saw  only  in  these  displays  a  more  than 
ordinary  attachment  to  him,  which  it  was  impos- 
sible to  resent.     Had  he  not  found   vent  for  the 
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powerful  emotions  that  often  so  moved  him,  by 
writing  down  his  thoughts  from  day  to  day,  in 
many  a  powerful  sonnet  and  lofty  rhyme,  he  could 
not  have  worn  the  mask  so  well.  It  was  now  more 
than  ever  imperative  on  him  to  keep  his  nature 
under  the  strictest  subjection.  The  old  Earl  had 
been  called  to  his  ancestors,  and  the  youth,  clothed 
with  the  proud  distinctions  of  nobility,  was  in  a 
situation  where  an  evil  surmise  might  work  incal- 
culable mischiefs. 

After  many  delays,  the  interview  took  place. 
There  was  now  no  longer  a  necessity  for  its  being 
clandestine ;  and,  instead  of  creeping  in  disguise  to 
obtain  the  conversation  she  wanted,  the  noble  lady 
gave  him  audience  in  her  own  mansion.  As  Mas- 
ter Shakspeare  was  ushered  into  the  lofty  chamber, 
surrounded  on  all  sides  with  the  imposing  evidences 
of  rank  and  fortune,  and  beheld  the  stately  form  of 
that  most  queen-like  woman,  in  her  mourning 
habit,  he  felt  much  inclined  to  doubt  her  identity 
with  the  self-denying,  heart-devoted  being  who 
had  so  long  carried  on  an  untiring  war  with  her 
own  feelings.  But  it  needed  not  this  change 
to  induce  him  to  treat  her  with  the  most  profound 
respect.     He  bowed  his  head  as  to  a  shrine  of  un- 
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surpassable  holiness,  and  bis  heart  partook  of  the 
same  reverence.  A  deep  and  eloquent  silence  was 
maintained  for  a  few  minutes.  The  lady  had 
schooled  herself  with  the  severe  discipline  of  pride 
and  self-respect  to  pass  through  this  ordeal  with  a 
spirit  worthy  of  her  race.  But  blood  respecteth 
no  discipline — it  taketh  marvellous  little  heed  of 
any  lessons  of  inward  or  outward  application. 

Finally,  as  though  determined  to  express  one  of 
the  many  sentences  that  presented  itself  to  her,  to 
break  the  embarrassing  silence,  she  said  in  a  low 
tone  :  —  "  My  son  Herbert  hath  borne  testimony.. 
Master  Shakspeare,  of  your  great  zeal  and  affec- 
tionateness  for  his  interests,  whilst  he  had  the  be- 
nefit of  your  trusty  guardianship." 

"  Truly,  it  glads  my  heart,  my  lady,  to  hear  he 
hath  been  so  good  to  me." 

"  In  truth,  he  is  ever  sounding  your  praises.  He 
loveth  you  well  indeed.  Methinks  he  hath  profited 
much  of  your  proper  teaching." 

Her  companion  could  not  in  conscience  affirm  this. 

"  He  seemeth  to  be  well  disposed ;  which  is  a 
huge  comfort  to  me.  I  am  wondrously  anxious  be 
should  prove  himself  deserving  your  attentions,  and 
worthy  of  his  family." 
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Master  Siiakspeare  was  anxious  also,  but  had 
had  reason  to  doubt  the  youth  was  in  the  right 
way  to  worthiness.  As  it  was  utterly  impossible  he 
could  breathe  a  word  of  such  doubt  to  the  devoted 
mother,  he  felt  forced,  somewhat  against  his  convic- 
tion, to  affirm  that  my  lord  would  prove  himself 
every  thing  that  was  desired  of  him. 

The  lady  had  got  so  far  with  some  effort ;  but 
here  she  came  to  a  stop.  This  lasted  not  long, 
however  ;  for,  as  though  she  thought  silence  more 
dangerous  than  speech,  anon  she  strove  to  enter 
into  conversation  with  her  companion  on  indiffe- 
rent matters,  the  which  he  encouraged  by  many 
pertinent  remarks  and  just  conclusions.  But  an 
uninterested  spectator  might  easily  have  perceived 
that  she  was  talking  at  random,  and,  though 
she  strove  most  earnestly  to  conceal  her  real  sen- 
timents, her  emotion  was  getting  so  evident,  it 
was  impossible  it  could  escape  observation.  At 
last  she  seemed  to  have  come  to  a  sudden  reso- 
lution, for,  leaving  all  her  idle  questions  and  un- 
meaning remarks,  she,  though  evidently  hugely 
excited,  addressed  him  in  a  hurried  and  somewhat 
wild  manner  :— 

"  I  sent  for  you,  Master  Shakspeare,"  said  she, 


136  Tttfi  SECftET  FASStOX* 

u  to  make  one  request  of  you/*     Seeing  be  m 

about  to  speak,  she  added :  —  **  I  know  wkt  you 
would  say,  Your  assent  is  already  oa  your  tongue. 
Your  willingness  to  give  tne  further  assurance  of 
the  noble  spirit  I  have  so  long  admired  in  yoot 
I  see  and  know  how  to  appreciate.  I  am  now 
about  making  a  great  demand  upon  it.  It  is  a  sa- 
crifice which  very  few  of  your  sex  would  make, 
and,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  still  fewer  of  mine  require." 

"  Be  assured/*  answered  her  companion,  empfaa- 
ticallj^  **  you  cannot  ask  any  thing  I  should  find 
any  difficulty  in  granting/' 

A  pause  of  a  few  seconds  succeeded,  which 
seemed  employed  by  the  lady  in  arranging  her 
thoughts  for  expressing  the  request  of  which  she 
had  given  notice.  Presently  she  added,  in  a  low 
voice,  evidently  labouring  under  increased  excite- 
ment, and  with  downcast  look,  which  seemed  not 
able  to  raise  itself  from  its  enforced  humbleness, 
"  It  is  proper  and  necessary  that  this  should  be  our 
last  meeting." 

Master  Shakspeare  seemed  to  hear  this  in  some 
surprise,  and  with  more  regret.  Without  noticing 
him,  the  lady  continued  : — "  There  seemeth  to  me 
to  be  but  one  way  in  which  our  coming  together, 
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either  by  accident  or  design,  can  be  prevented. 
Whilst  you  are  in  London,  I  can  scarce  help  myself 
from  meeting  you  at  some  time  or  another,  and 
hearing  of  you  at  all  times.  I  pray  you,  sir,  of 
your  infinite  goodness,  of  which  I  have  had  ample 
evidence,  this  long  time  passed,  to  satisfy  me  in 
this.  I  must  not  see  you  again.  I  am  asking  a 
great  matter,  I  am  exacting  a  serious  condition ; 
but,  sir,  if  you  could  only  know  how  vital  a  thing 
it  is  to  me,  so  noble  a  gentleman  as  I  have  found 
you  would  not  deny  me.  I  prythee  leave  this  place, 
and  avoid  where  I  am  with  all  possible  care ;  and 
deem  me  not  moved  to  this  on  light  grounds. 
Avoid  me,  sir,  avoid  me.  It  is  necessary  for  my 
peace  of  mind.  As  God  is  my  help,  it  is  a  thing  so 
absolute,  it  cannot,  must  not,  be  avoided  !" 

"  Your  wishes  shall  have  a  speedy  accomplish- 
ment," replied  he,  striving  to  conceal  his  great 
emotion.  "  But  this  much  let  me  say  before  I  de- 
part. If  blessings  and  prayers,  good  wishes  and 
honourable  thoughts,  can  minister  to  your  conten- 
tation,  be  sure,  my  lady,  that  there  never  can  exist 
a  more  earnest  labourer  in  your  happiness."" 

At  this  her  heart  seemed  too  full  for  speech. 
After  awhile  she  held  out  her  hand,  which  he  ad- 
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vanced  to  take.     As  he  knelt  with  more  of  the 
spirit  of  a  devotee  than  of  a  lover  to  raise  it  to  bis 


s,  she  pressed  his  hand  eagerly  in  her  own,  and, 
snatching  it  towards  her,  covered  it  with  caresses; 
then,  muttering  a  fervent  blessing  as  she  rose,  she 
rushed  wildly  out  of  the  room. 

A  few  days  after  this.  Master  Shakspeare  sur- 
prised all  his  good  friends  and  gossips,  by  an- 
nouncing his  intention  of  leaving  London  entirely, 
and  retiring  to  live  in  his  native  town.  By  his 
fellows  at  the  Globe  such  intelligence  seemed  most 
unwelcome.  Since  his  return  to  England  he  had 
taken  his  place  amongst  them  as  of  old,  occa- 
sionally enrapturing  the  town  by  some  new  produc- 
tion from  his  golden  pen,  the  sterlingness  whereof 
all  readily  acknowledged.  But  it  was  not  alone  as 
the  most  successful  writer  of  the  day  that  his  cha- 
racter was  admirable.  He* was  the  friend  of  all 
writers,  no  matter  how  obscure,  who  possessed 
talent  of  any  sort.  He  gave  them  honest  counsel ; 
he  improved  their  ideas  by  contact  with  his  own  ; 
he  increased  their  knowledge  out  of  his  own  bound- 
less stores ;  and,  after  each  several  play  had  been 
by  him  and  by  his  well-advised  hints  improved 
into  an  effective  drama,  he  took  care  to  have  it 
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played  in  such  a  manner  as  to  secure  it  a  fair 
chance  of  success. 

With  the  players,  not  only  of  his  own  company, 
but  of  all  others,  he  was  looked  up  to  as  their  head 
and  chief,  and  all  Master  Shakspeare  did  in  the 
bringing  out  of  a  play  was  accounted  as  a  law, 
which  was  well  worthy  their  observance.  If  the 
tiring-room  of  the  players  was  resorted  to  by  the 
gallants  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  days,  it  became 
quite  a  fashion  in  those  of  her  successor.  AU  the 
gayest  courtiers,  the  bravest  gallants,  and  many 
even  of  the  graver  sort  of  our  nobles,  were  wont  to 
be  found  thronging  round  Shakspeare,  either  at  the 
theatre  in  the  Blackfriars,  the  one  at  Southwark, 
or  at  the  Mermaid  Tavern  ;  and  his  lively  wit  and 
his  general  handsomeness  of  behaviour  did  so  re- 
commend him,  that  to  several  of  the  noblest  and 
best  amongst  them,  he  was  on  such  near  terms  of 
intimacy,  no  brother  could  be  more  kindly  and  ho- 
nourably treated. 

His  circumstances  had  so  continued  to  thrive, 
that  he  had  become  quite  a  man  of  worship  as  to 
property,  having  been  able  to  make  sundry  pur- 
chases of  houses,  both  in  London  and  in  Stratford. 
He  had  also  become  possessed  of  a  principal  share 
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in  the  property  of  the  company  to  wliich  he  be* 
longed.  Though  his  purse  was  erer  open  to  a  dis* 
tressed  brother,  and  he  did  not  fail  to  send  ample 
remembrances  to  Stratford,  he  might  be  called  a 
rich  man.  His  affairs  were  in  an  excellent  flou- 
rishing state,  out  of  all  doubt,  bat  he  was  far  from 
being  happy,  The  continued  wildness  of  the  young 
Lord  Pembroke  often  caused  him  much  uneasiness; 
and  in  his  own  domestic  state,  saving  only  the 
treasury  of  love  with  which  the  gentle  Susanna  bad 
enriched  him,  there  was  but  little  room  for  congra- 
tulation. Nevertheless,  save  only  a  few  admirable 
rare  verses,  wherein  he  expressed  his  feelings  to- 
wards his  late  pupil,  and  took  his  leave-taking  of 
the  idolized  object  of  his  Secret  Passion,  he  never 
gave  any  evidence  of  complaint.  In  society  he 
was  ever  the  courteous,  gracious,  witty  gentleman, 
that  made  his  company  so  sought  after,  and  his  dis- 
course so  listened  to.  It  was  only  in  the  retirement 
of  his  study,  when  left  to  the  expression  of  his  own 
thoughts,  that  they  took  a  melancholy  and  unsatis- 
factory tone. 

Among  those  of  his  old  acquaintances  most  sur- 
prised by  his  determination  to  quit  the  field  of  his 
triumphs,  and  the  scenes  where  his  greatness  had 
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been  realized  and  acknowledged,  was  honest  Ned 
Allen.  He  would  not  at  first  believe  he  could  have 
entertained  any  such  serious  attention,  and  in  the 
feelings  with  which  he  regarded  the  matter,  he 
forgot  every  thing  relating  to  the  two  different  ob- 
jects of  his  regard,  that  played  such  fantastic  tricks 
with  his  memory.  But,  much  against  his  will,  he 
was  convinced  that  he  was  going  to  lose  his  good 
gossip  and  fast  friend.  He,  however,  proved  a 
friend  to  the  last,  by  purchasing  whatever  property 
Master  Shakspeare  had  in  London,  he  could  not 
or  cared  not  to  take  with  him. 

There  were  friends  of  a  higher  though  not,  per- 
chance, of  a  warmer  sort,  who  as  little  approved 
this  retirement  of  their  favourite.  His  intention 
became  talked  of  by  the  nobles  and  courtiers ;  and, 
among  others,  it  came  to  the  ears  of  that  gracious 
young  prince,  now  so  completely  the  idol  of  the 
whole  nation  for  his  great  virtues  and  gallant  spirit. 
Prince  Henry  had  oftentimes  sought  his  pleasant 
society,  and  at  each  grew  more  and  more  to  like  it. 
Since  Master  Shakspeare's  return,  they  had  had 
much  discourse  together,  the  prince  asking  num- 
berless questions  concerning  of  what  remarkable 
things  fell  under  his  observation  during  his  travels, 
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and  at  every  interview  the  other  coming  away  more 
deeply  impressed  with  the  excellences  of  his  heart 
and  mind.  A  mutual  liking  of  these  noble  spirits 
had  sprung  up  betwixt  them  ;  and  now  the  prince 
was  threatened  with  the  loss  of  his  pleasant  asso- 
ciate, he  had  resolved  not  to  let  him  go  till  he  had 
been  able  to  express  his  high  estimate  of  his  cha- 
racter. 

Master  Shakspeare  had  fixed  that  the  last  day 
of  his  stay  in  London  should  be  the  last  day  of  his 
appearance  as  a  writer  of  plays.  But  he  wished  to 
close  his  London  career  with  some  crowning  work, 
that  should  excell  all  previous  efforts.  With  this 
object  in  view,  he  had  selected  a  subject  that  he 
had  studied  during  his  travels  ;  and  he  bestowed 
upon  it  more  than  ordinary  pains.  Of  a  surety, 
the  result  was  of  the  most  sterling  sort — one  on 
which  the  world  hath  stamped  its  ball  mark  of 
immortality.  What  he  was  intent  on  was  well 
known  to  the  young  prince,  who  had  had,  at  his 
desire,  many  passages  read  to  him ;  and  he  took 
counsel  with  certain  of  his  friends  that  the  repre- 
sentation should  be  as  great  a  triumph  to  its  au- 
thor as  it  deserved  to  be. 

On  the  morning  of  the  day  fixed  for  the  first 
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performance  of  the  new  play,  the  door  of  the  Globe 
was  besieged,  as  it  were,  with  a  crowd  impatient 
to  get  admittance.  Almost  as  soon  as  it  was 
opened,  the  interior  was  as  full  as  it  could  cram, 
the  best  places  being  filled  with  the  prince  and  his 
friends  ;  and  even  among  the  understanding  gen- 
tlemen of  the  pit  were  divers  persons  of  worship, 
who  were  fain  to  be  content  with  what  accommo- 
dation they  could  there  find.  There  was  no  room 
on  the  stage  now  for  any  fine  gallant  to  set  up  his 
stool,  and  enjoy  his  pipe  of  tobacco,  as  he  criticised 
the  play.  He  was  forced  to  be  well  content  to 
take  up  with  standing-room  where  it  could  be 
had. 

The  play  commenced,  with  an  audience  exceed- 
ingly content  to  be  well  pleased ;  but,  as  the  ex- 
quisite poetry  of  this  new  creation  fell  upon  their 
minds,  their  satisfaction,  grew  upon  them  till  it 
burst  forth  in  loud  and  frequently- repeated  plau- 
dits. When  the  object  of  their  esteem  first 
appeared,  as  the  magician  Prospero,  it  seemed  as 
though  he  really  had  the  gifts  he  assumed,  for  he 
raised  a  famous  storm  throughout  the  whole  house ; 
and  as  the  delighted  spectators  learned  all  the  ex- 
cellence of  the  work  his  genius  had  set  before  them, 
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had  sufficiently  admired  the  tender  Miranda,  had 
marvelled  at  the  monster  Caliban,  and  had  begun  to 
love  the  graceful  Ariel,  the  enthusiasm  that  then 
manifested  itself  in  all  quarters  was  of  the  most 
extravagant  character.  At  the  closing  of  the  play, 
there  was  such  a  scene  before  the  curtain  as  that* 
curtain  had  never  fallen  upon.  Every  one  seemed 
under  the  same  influence.  Acclamations,  praises, 
and  good  wishes,  burst  from  all  the  throats  within 
the  walls  ;  and  a  sea  of  handkerchiefs,  and  a  forest 
of  hats  and  caps,  were  waved  to  and  fro,  as  though 
their  owners  were  complimenting  a  hero  who  had 
gained  a  province,  or  saved  a  kingdom. 

A  few  hours  after  he  had  broken  away,  with 
monstrous  difficulty,  from  the  hearty  congratu- 
lations and  dolorous  farewells  of  his  fellow-players 
and  play-writers,  he  might  have  been  seen  seated  at 
the  festive  board,  whence  the  remains  of  a  sump- 
tuous banquet  were  being  removed,  and  surrounded 
by  some  of  the  noblest  of  his  friends,  making  the 
enjoyment  of  his  society  more  prized  than  the  pre- 
cious wine  and  sweet  cates  that  were  placed  upon 
the  table.  The  chamber  was  one  worthy  of  a 
palace,  and  this  most  assuredly  it  ought  to  have 
been,  for  to  a  palace  it  belonged.     The  furniture 
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was  of  the  richest,  the  attendants  numerous,  and  of 
the  royal  livery,  and  every  object  within  sight  be- 
spoke an  enlightened  mind,  and  ample  means  for 
affording  it  every  desirable  enjoyment.  Pictures, 
bronzes,  carvings,  armour,  books,  and  musical- 
instruments,  met  the  eye  in  every  direction,  inter- 
mingled with  a  profusion  of  gold  and  silver  plate, 
costly  hangings,  and  rich  drapery. 

At  the  head  of  the  table  was  a  noble  youth,  in  a 
suit  of  embroidered  velvet,  in  whose  pleasing 
features  and  thoughtful  brow  the  observant  reader 
cannot  fail  to  recognize  that  darling  of  the  nation, 
and  delight  of  all  who  had  the  honour  of  being  of  his 
acquaintance,  his  highness  Henry  Prince  of  Wales. 
On  his  right  sat  Master  Shakspeare,  whose  right 
witty  speech  had  evidently  done  its  office,  for  the 
prince  was  attending  to  him  with  such  a  face  of 
enjoyment  as  bespoke  his  full  appreciation  of  some 
inimitable  jest.  On  his  left  was  the  prince's 
governor  and  chamberlain,  Sir  Thomas  Newton, 
his  grave  aspect  relaxing  into  pleasantry  under  the 
influence  of  the  mirthful  spirit  then  ruling  the 
hour. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  table  sat  the  most  courteous 
of  old  courtiers,  Sir  George  Carew,  but  lately  re- 
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much  honoured  at  court ;  Sir  Charles  Cornwallis, 
the  prince's  treasurer,  and  one  or  two  more  of  the 
highest  officers  of  the  prince's  household.  The 
discourse  was  full  and  exceeding  animated,  the 
prince  eagerly  putting  questions  to  Master  Shak- 
speare  of  his  travels,  and  also  of  books  that  had 
been  sent  him  from  other  countries,  and  men- 
tioning what  intelligence  he  had  had  from  divers 
noblemen  and  gentlemen  his  correspondents ;  there- 
upon Master  Shakspeare  would  reply  in  speech  full 
of  pleasant  recollections,  not  only  of  books  and 
men,  but  of  all  the  countries  he  had  visited.  His 
descriptions  of  scenes  were  very  pictures ;  and, 
when  he  spoke  of  ancient  Rome,  or  classic  Naples, 
he  so  filled  his  hearers  with  remembrances  of  their 
wisdom  and  glory,  that  his  words  seemed  to  bring 
back — with  the  memories  of  the  Caesars  and  of  the 
more  powerful  Caesars,  the  great  poets  and  his- 
torians *whose  monuments  survive  in  all  their 
freshness  and  beauty,  whilst  those  of  emperors, 
conquerors,  and  gods  are  crumbling  into  dust — the 
classic  days  of  the  world's  youth,  when  the  song 
of  the  mellifluous  Ovid  was  not  less  honoured  than 
the  law  of  the  imperial  Augustus.  The  discourse 
was  greatly  enriched  by  the  appeals  of  the  prince 
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of  Italy — his  song  was  sure  to  be  infinitely  relished. 
The  knowledge  of  his  musical  qualities,  to  the 
which  that  choice  musician,  Dr.  Bull,  had  given  its 
best  graces,  made  him  ever  amongst  the  first  to 
procure  the  freshest  ballads  and  love  ditties,  and 
nothing  of  the  choicer  sort  ever  came  from  Lawes 
or  Wilbye  but  he  was  ready  to  pour  out  its  sweet- 
ness in  a  moment  of  gentle  dalliance,  or  of  social 
festivity. 

The  Prince's  desire  excited  loud  applause  ;  and 
without  any  delayings  or  excusings,  he  commenced. 

THE  GALLANT'S  SONG. 

I. 

I  lead  the  Gallant's  pleasant  life,  who  liveth  at  his  ease, 
Having  do  aim,  but  buxom  dame,  and  dainty  maid  to  please; 
My  doublet  is  of  velvet  piled,  my  trunks  are  gay  and  new, 
But  if  my  purse  be  all  the  worse,  "  Why — what  is  that  to  you?'* 

II. 

To  see  me  as  I  walk  along,  it  is  a  goodly  sight — 

No  maid  or  wife  can,  for  her  life,  but  gaze  with  all  her  might ; 

The  jewel  glitters  in  my  hat,  the  feather's  cock  is  true, 

Bat  if  she  cares  for  other  wares,  "  Why — what  is  that  to  you  fn 

III. 
Or  seated  at  the  social  board,  where  good  wine  doth  abound, 
Now  this  I  try.  now  that  put  by,  until  the  room  goes  round. 
A  catch  I'll  roar  with  any  man,  and  have  my  jest  heard  too, 
And  if  my  gains  be  loss  of  brains,  "  Why — what  is  that  to  you  /" 
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From  blushics  maid  ;bat  half  afrakFN.  to  learn  her  conntrr ?wx1 : 
To  coc-rh  am.i  the  cr'ien  -heaTe^.  and  hear  the  n^iriove  coo. 
Bat  if  vca  ipj  h-r  cotf  awry,  ••  Way — ar*xr  u  rAa/  r;  & ;»  .*" 

VII. 

Teas  do  we  zlide  from  yoath  to  aze.  like  water  throrLzh  » tr«ch, 
A  game  cf  bowls,  to  z'ai  :ur  sools.  and  now.  &  pretty  w^cci: 
New  brarer.es.  new  tor?,  new  j~=ti — and  tiios  oar  coar*e  pcn»; 
Bat  it  that  Death  *hoo.i  step  oar  breath.  **  Why — tc*zl  u  i*at 
Lj  y :-u!~ 

The  applause  being  subsided,  and  also  the  many 
pertinent  allusions  which  the  Prince,  my  Lord  of 
Southampton,  and  Sir  George  Carew  gave  to  it, 
Master  Shakspeare  took  the  opportunity  of  pri- 
vately communicating  some  intelligence  to  his 
highness,  that  seemed  to  interest  him  marvel- 
lously.    The  subject   was,  that  noble  gentleman, 
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Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  still  a  close  prisoner  in  the 
Tower,  whom  Master  Shakspeare,  at  the  direction 
of  the  Prince,  had  lately  visited.  He  was  the  better 
able  to  state  what  he  was  intent  on  without  attract- 
ing observation,  as  a  conversation  had  sprung  up 
at  the  lower  end  of  the  table,  seeming  of  such  in- 
terest as  to  engross  the  attention  of  all  but  them- 
selves. As  what  passed  was  so  strictly  confidential 
no  part  of  it  has  been  handed  down  to  these  times, 
the  courteous  reader  must  be  content  with  knowing 
that  it  was  no  doubt  expressive  of  the  greatest 
possible  sympathy  for  the  illustrious  hero,  scholar, 
and  gentleman,  whom  fear  and  envy,  in  the  most 
contemptible  of  king's,  had  consigned  to  a  dun- 
geon. Leaving  the  Prince  and  his  friend  to  their 
privacy,  the  author  will  give  him  an  insight  into 
the  interesting  subject  discussing  by  the  rest  of  the 
Prince's  guests. 

"Never  was  there  so  beauteous  a  lady  in  all 
Paris,"  said  my  Lord  Southampton.  "  Courtiers 
and  citizens,  for  once  in  their  lives,  were  of  one 
opinion,  and  united  in  declaring  the  pre-eminence 
of  her  attractions.' ' 

"  I*  faith,  that  was  a  miracle  at  the  least !"  ex- 
claimed Sir  George  Carew. 
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"  But  the  stories  said  of  her  beauty,"  continued 
the  young  nobleman,  "  were  not  half  so  marvellous 
as  those  said  of  herself.  The  popular  version  of 
her  history  varied  every  day,  but  that  which  was 
most  in  repute,  spoke  of  her  as  a  Princess  brought 
to  their  city  from  some  far  kingdom  in  the  East, 
by  a  youthful  Sultan  of  a  neighbouring  state,  who 
had  suddenly  disappeared,  without  leaving  so 
much  as  the  slightest  clue  by  which  he  might  be 
traced." 

"  I  will  wager  my  George  he  had  grown  tired  of 
his  Princess,  and  had  gone  to  get  him  another," 
said  Sir  George,  merrily. 

"Some  were  of  such  an  opinion,"  replied  the 
Lord  Southampton,  u  but  the  majority  were  of  an 
opposite  way  of  thinking.  They  found  it  was  clean 
impossible  for  any  man  to  have  done  so  ungallant 
a  thing.     Her  beauty  was  of  that  excessive  rare- 
ness, he  who  had  once  felt  its  power  could  no  more 
tear  himself  from  it,  than  he  could  have  created  it 
It  was  the  common  rumour  that  he  must  either 
have  been  hurried  away  privately  to  some  secure 
hiding-place,  by  one  or  other  of  the  great  nobles 
envious  of  his  exceeding  good  fortune,  or  slain  out- 
right and  made  away  with,  by  a  vindictive  rival, 
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intent  on  the  most  villanous  courses  to  possess  such 
ravishing  perfections." 

«  What,  kill  a  Sultan  !"  cried  my  Lord  of  Pem- 
broke, as  he  put  a  tall  glass,  of  rare  workmanship, 
from  his  lips.  u  By  this  hand,  he  deserveth  the 
strappado !" 

a  I  warrant  you  he  is  no  man  of  Paris,"  observed 
Sir  George,  in  a  like  tone.  u  They  prize  such  rare 
birds  too  well  to  make  away  with  one,  unless  it 
might  be  by  killing  him  with  kindness." 

« Of  a  truth,  'tis  hardly  credible,"  said  Sir 
Charles  Cornwallis. 

"  Any  great  personage  from  a  far-off  land,  were 
he  from  the  savagest  state  of  Africa,  is  sure  of 
being  sufficiently  caressed  by  those  good  people, 
out  of  their  love  for  what  is  new  and  strange." 

"This  may  be,  my  masters;  nevertheless  the 
young  sultan  was  never  more  heard  of,"  replied 
the  Lord  Southampton.  "  But  the  strangest  part 
of  the  story  is  yet  to  come.  After  she  had  disap- 
peared for  some  time,  and  a  score  of  new  wonders 
had  in  their  turn  outlived  the  marvelling  of  the 
people  of  that  famous  city,  she  suddenly  reappeared 
at  court.  Some  say  she  had  superseded  the  Mar- 
chioness de  Verneuil  in  the  exceedingly  comprehen- 

h5 
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sive  affections  of  the  magnificent  Henri  Quad*; 
others  gave  her  to  the  Prince  de  JcioTill&,  and  not 
a  few  to  the  Duke  de  Guke  i  but  there  wete  man? 
who  insisted  on  affirming  much  scandal  relating  to 
her  in  connexion  with  the  name  of  the  queen**  con- 
fessor, the  wily  Richelieu,  to  whom  tbey  attributed 
the  merit  of  her  conversion  to  their  holy  rehgioa 
from  the  errors  of  paganism,  and  the  kuowledgu  of 
the  French  tongue/' 

"  Monstrous  i"  exclaimed  Sir  George,  laughing, 
**  UTiat,  not  content  with  a  Christian  queen  !— did 
the  holy  man  covet  a  heathenish  princess  ?  What 
very  villany  !" 

"  Be  assured  it  is  a  calumny,"  said  Master  New- 
ton, who  liked  not  to  hear  the  character  of  a  priest, 
of  even  an  opposite  faith,  rudely  assailed. 

"  Like  enough,"  replied  my  Lord  Southampton. 
"  They  are  not  quite  so  careful  of  what  they  say  in 
that  good  city,  that  is  out  of  all  doubt.  But  certain 
it  is  that,  for  I  know  not  quite  how  long,  from  the 
highest  to  the  humblest,  little  was  said  except  about 
her  peerless  beauty,  her  unparalleled  extravagance, 
her  magnificent  banquets,  her  splendid  palace,  and 
her  innumerable  domestics.  Not  a  song  was  written 
that  was  not  to  her  praise :  and,  of  all  the  newest 
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oaths,  you  could  only  be  in  the  highest  fashion  when 
swearing  by  the  matchless  splendour  of  the  infi- 
nitely lustrous  eyes  of  the  incomparable  Xariqua  !" 

"Xariqua!"  exclaimed  the  young  Lord  Pem- 
broke, with  an  air  of  utter  astonishment,  as  soon 
as  that  familiar  name  met  his  ear. 

The  speaker  continued,  without  noticing  the 
interruption — 

"  The  crowning  marvel  is  yet  to  come." 

"  By  this  light,  my  lord,  you  are  like  a  conjuror 
at  a  fair,"  cried  Sir  George  Carew,  very  merrily  ; 
"  you  keep  your  greatest  wonder  for  the  last." 

"Of  a  surety  this  is  an  extraordinary  lady,"  re- 
marked •  Sir  Thomas  Newton,  in  a  more  serious 
tone ;  "  yet  she  doth  not  appear  to  have  been  a  very 
creditable  one." 

"  Ah !  Sir  Thomas,  credit  is  no  commodity  in 
this  good  city  we  are  speaking  of,"  replied  Sir 
Charles  Cornwallis.  "  One  who  hath  the  least 
character  is  sure  there  of  getting  on  the  best ;  and 
he  that  doth  the  most  unwarrantable  things,  is  more 
talked  of  than  he  hath  the  least  chance  of  being 
were  he  one  of  the  seven  sages." 

"But  touching  this  crowning  marvel,"  said  my 
Lord  of  Southampton, "  which  it  is  but  proper  you 
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should  have  the  benefit  of.     Know  then  that,  after 
keeping  the  whole  city  in  a  ferment  with  her  brave 
way  of  living,  she  suddenly  disappeared ;  and,  after 
incredible  labour  spent  in  tracing  her  retreat,  it 
was  discovered  that  she  had  fled  to  an  encampment 
of  Bohemians,  or,  as  some  call  them,  Rommanees,or 
gypsies,  who  had  scarcely  a  day  before  made  their 
appearance  in  the  neighbourhood.     A  deputation 
was  despatched  on   the  instant   to    the   peerless 
Xariqua,  to  offer  her  two  palaces,  two  innumerable 
trains  of  domestics,  with  permission  to  be  twice  as 
unparalleledly  extravagant    as  she   had    hitherto 
been  ;  but  when,  with  their  horses  in  a  foam,  they 
reached  the  spot  that  had  been  pointed  out  to  them, 
not  a  vestige  of  a  Bohemian  or  any  other  creature . 
of  any  sort  was  to  be  seen ;  nor,  though  messen- 
gers were  despatched  in  every  direction  throughout 
the  kingdom,  and  most  tempting  rewards  offered 
for  any  information  that  would  lead  to  her  recovery, 
was   any   one  able    ever   to  get  sight  of  her  in 
France  again." 

"  A  strange  tale,  o*  my  life !  "  exclaimed  Sir 
George.  Perceiving,  for  the  first  time,  how  closely 
connected  with  it  was  the  young  Earl  of  Pembroke, 
and  wishing,  with  his  natural  good  feeling,  to  spare 
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him  any  embarrassment,  he  sought  to  change  the 
discourse.  "But  strange  tales  are  the  natural 
property  of  every  traveller.  I  remember  one 
now " 

"  But  was  nothing  further  heard  of  this  singular 
woman,  my  lord?"  inquired  the  prince's  secre- 
tary. 

"  I'  faith,  yes,  and  in  a  manner  which  is  not  the 
least  marvellous  part  of  the  business/'  replied  the 
young  noble.  "  A  certain  French  nobleman, 
travelling  on  an  embassy  into  the  Low  Countries 
about  a  month  after,  in  one  of  the  towns  through 
which  he  was  journeying,  was  stopped  by  a  crowd 
who  were  fixed  in  admiration  on  the  movements  of 
a  woman  dancing  in  a  style  no  less  animated  than 
graceful,  to  some  rude  music.  He  stopped  and 
looked  on  with  the  rest.  The  dancer,  having 
finished  her  performance,  comes  to  him  for  money ; 
and  prythee,  if  you  can,  imagine  the  noble  count's 
consternation  in  discovering  that  the  woman  who 
in  Paris  had  enjoyed  all  the  state  of  a  queen,  had 
been  displaying  the  graces  which  captivated  the 
powerfullest  princes  of  France,  for  a  few  coins  drawn 
from  the  chance  passengers  in  the  dirty  street  of  an 
obscure  Flemish  town." 
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u  An  extraordinary  change,"  observed  Master 
Newton.     '«  But  was  it  never  explained  ?" 

Sir  George  Carew  saw  it  was  useless  attempting 
to  stem  the  current  of  inquiry,  and  wisely  desisted. 
The  object  of  his  regard,  however,  had  in  a  great 
measure  recovered  the  shock  he  had  received,  and 
was  listening  without  any  greater  appearance  of 
interest  than  the  character  of  the  narrative  de- 
manded. 

"  He  questioned  her,"  replied  my  Lord  South- 
ampton ;  "  and  she,  after  some  hesitation,  acknow- 
ledged that  she  was  a  Bohemian,  and  was  so  en- 
amoured of  that  wandering  way  of  life,  that  she 
returned  to  it  the  first  opportunity  she  had,  and 
for  no  temptation  would  be  induced  to  abandon  it 
again.  It  then  came  out  that  she  had  carefully 
treasured  up  the  dress  she  had  been  used  to  wear 
throughout  the  whole  of  the  time  she  had  been 
queening  it  so  bravely  at  Paris.  The  sight  of  this 
served  to  call  her  back  to  the  free  air  of  the  forest, 
and  the  green  nook,  and  the  murmuring  stream, 
that  had  been  so  long  her  familiar  friends ;  and, 
when  she  heard  that  some  of  her  people  had  arrived 
in  the  neighbourhood,  she  put  on  her  humble  yet 
treasured  garments,  leaving  all  her  jewels,  velvets, 
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satins,  every  coin  of  the  large  sum  she  had  at  her 
disposal,  and  all  the  luxuries  she  had  so  long  en- 
joyed, and,  like  a  bird  escaped  from  a  gilded  cage, 
made  off  for  the  tents  of  the  Bohemians,  to  fare 
coarsely  and  become  a  vagabond.'4 

"  Was  it  never  known  why  and  in  what  manner 
she  had  at  first  forsaken  this  so  prized  way  of  living  ?" 
inquired  Sir  Charles  Cornwallis. 

"  On  this  point  she  would  not  give  any  direct 
information,"  said  the  other.  "  Yet  it  was  gene- 
rally rumoured  there  had  been  a  lover  in  the  case, 
from  whom,  by  some  trick,  she  had  been  separated." 

My  Lord  of  Pembroke  was  inexpressibly  relieved 
at  this  moment  by  hearing  the  voice  of  the  Prince 
of  Wales,  challenging  his  guests  to  a  bumper.  The 
subject  of  their  discourse  was  presently  lost  sight 
of ;  and,  as  if  to  make  amends  for  the  time  that  had 
been  devoted  to  conversation,  the  Prince  took  care 
that  sociality  should  rule  paramount,  and  healths 
were  drank  and  songs  sung  with  unabated  spirit, 
many  compliments  being  paid  to  Master  Shakspeare 
by  all  the  company,  especially  by  their  princely 
host,  to  which  he  responded  in  language  worthy  of 
himself,  till,  the  hour  getting  late,  the  party  broke 
up. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

This,  quoth  the  world,  i*  mere  mirth  without  mmthiefe,  and  I 
allow  of  it:  folly  without  bolts,  is  as  reddish  without  salt,  nay 
passe  in  digestion  one  without  the  other,  sod  doe  better,  where 
both  together  engenders  bat  rheame,  sod  mirth  does  weO  in  asj. 

Bobbbt  Anxr*. 

See'st  thou  not,  in  clearest  days, 
Oft  thick  fogs  cloud  heaven's  rays  ; 
And  the  vapours  that  do  breathe 
From  the  earth'*  groa\womb  beneath. 
Seem  they  not  with  their  black  steams 
To  pollute  the  sun's  bright  beams. 
And  yet  Tani&h  into  air, 
Learing  it  unblemished ,  fair  ? 
So  my  Willy,  shall  it  be. 
With  Detraction's  breath  and  thee. 

Geobgb  Withbi. 

He  is  great  and  he  is  just, 
He  is  ever  good,  and  mast 
Thus  be  honoured. 

BSAUMOWT  AMD  FlETCHBB. 

There  were  merry  doings  at  Stratford.  The 
whole  town  was  astir,  as  with  a  new  impulse. 
Such  gossjpings  at  street-corners  —  such  visitings 
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— such  a  commodity  of  endless  questions  and  seem- 
ingly equally  endless  answers — had  never  been 
known  before.  Mine  host  of  the  Twiggen  Bottle, 
in  attending  to  the  demands  for  intelligence  from 
his  numerous  customers,  made  his  throat  so  dry 
that  he  was  fain  to  moisten  it  from  the  nighest 
tankard  every  quarter  of  the  hour  at  the  least,  to 
keep  it  from  splitting ;  and  Ralph,  the  barber,  got 
so  bewildered  by  the  interminable  catechism  he  had 
to  endure  from  those  of  his  townsmen  whose  beards 
he  trimmed,  that  even  his  tongue,  inured  to  as 
much  clatter  as  the  parish  fbells,  became  at  last 
dumb  from  exhaustion.  The  baker  allowed  his 
batch  to  spoil  while  swallowing,  with  more  zest 
than  his  hungriest]  patrons  ever  felt  for  any  thing 
of  his  handiwork,  the  surprising  account  brought 
to  him  by  his  journeyman  and  apprentice,  who  had 
heard  the  strange  news  from  the  chandler's  son. 
The  butcher  allowed  a  long  reprieve  for  the  bound 
and  panting  sheep,  while  he  made  inquiries  of  the 
one-eyed  water-carrier  for  the  latest  news  of  the 
all-engrossing  subject.  The  blacksmith  stopped 
his  hammering,  and  almost  let  the  forge-fire  burn 
out,  whilst  listening  to  the  last  particulars  of  a 
travelling  tinker.     The  aldermen  and  burgesses,  in 
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their  town-ball,  equally  with  the  humblest  of  the 
beggars  in  the  streets,  seemed  wonderfully  interested 
in  this  strange  matter. 

And  what  think  yon  was  it  that  so  completely 
turned  one  of  the  quietest  towns  in  all  England 
into  one  of  the  most  active  and  talkative?  Of 
a  truth,  it  was  no  more  than  this :  The  fair  man- 
sion, known  as  New  Place,  which  bad  remained  so 
long  tenantless,  that  all  hope  of  its  again  becoming 
a  dwelling  seemed  to  have  departed  from  the  minds 
of  every  inhabitant  of  the  town,  at  last  was  en- 
livened with  an  owner,  and  this  owner  was  no 
other  than  their  excellent  acquaintance  and  fellow- 
town'sman,  William  Shakspeare. 

But,  of  all  the  houses  in  Stratford  town,  there 
was  not  one  to  equal  the  amount  of  gossiping  on 
this  marvellous  proper  topic,  that  took  place  in  that 
of  the  merry  hatter  and  his  buxom  little  helpmate. 
The  topic  was  dear  to  both  of  them  —  Master 
Shakspeare  possessing  their  love  and  reverence,  to 
an  extent  it  was  impossible  to  exceed ;  therefore? 
all  who  had  got  any  thing  to  say  respecting  him 
were  sure  of  a  right  honest  welcome  under  their 
roof — always  provided  their  speech  was  sufficiently 
respectful  —  for,   if  not,  they  stood  a  monstrous 
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chance  of  being  sent  out  of  the  house  faster  than 
they  came  in — a  chance  that  had  happened  to  more 
than  one,  as  the  three  inveterate  mischiefmakers, 
Aunt  Breedbate,  Aunt  Prateapace,  and  Aunt  Gad- 
about, had  discovered  to  their  exceeding  sorrow. 

Under  this  impression,  the  kitchen  of  Tommy 
Hart  was  filled  with  visitors,  either  desirous  of 
telling  or  of  hearing  something  concerning  the  ob- 
ject of  the  general  talk.  There  was  Jonas  Tie- 
tape,  in  his  motliest  wear,  the  little  dogs,  as  usual, 
ever  and  anon  peering  and  yelping  out  of  his  great 
pockets,  when  any  vagary,  more  violent  than  the 
rest,  disturbed  them  in  their  hiding-place ;  and,  as 
usual,  he  was  keeping  the  company  in  an  incessant 
•  roar,  by  the  strange  freaks  of  his  wild  fancies — 
grimacing,  posturing,  tumbling,  juggling,  and 
singing  odd  snatches  of  ridiculous  songs,  as  though 
he  must  needs  be  doing  some  out-of-the-way  thing 
or  other,  or  cease  to  live. 

There,  too,  came  Dick  Quiney,  in  his  roughest 
suit,  full  of  strange  oaths  and  monstrous  unpolished 
speech,  like  a  mariner  after  a  three-years1  voyage. 
With  him  was  Cuthbert  Dredger,  the  old  miller ; 
his  hair  and  beard  and  suit  of  friar's  gray  covered 
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with  meal ;  and  there  was  his  son,  in  all  things 
his  very  fac-simile,  even  to  his  Style  of  speech; 
and  there  also  was  Jasper  Broadfoot,  the  sturdy 
ploughman,  with  his  huge  honest  face,  bearing  un- 
answerable testimony  of  his  extreme  satisfaction. 
These,  with  the  merry  hatter  himself,  in  a  merrier 
trim  than  ever,  constituted  the  male  part  of  the 
company. 

The  women  consisted  of  the  laughing  Joan,  who 
had  not  lost  so  much  as  an  atom  of  her  overwhelm- 
ing good  nature;  her  buxom  kinswoman,  Judith. 
no  longer  the  desperate  shrew  she  was,  for,  i*  faith, 
the  shrew  had  been  tamed  so  absolutely,  that  there 
never  was  a  more  excellent  obedient  wife,  quiet 
and  modest  withal,  as  a  good  wife  should  ever  be. 
With  them  was  Goody  Poppet,  with  a  face  like 
a  harvest  moon — always  excepting  the  matter  of 
the  triple  chin.  The  two  maypoles,  starched  and 
stiffened,  and  looking  like  a  couple  of  ninepins  left 
standing  after  a  successful  cast  of  the  bowl  amongst 
their  fellows ;  and  Peg  o'  the  Twiggen  Bottle,  with 
such  a  dextrous  use  of  her  somewhat  sinister 
looks,  as  made  it  marvellous  she  had  not  become  a 
Peg  for  some  of  her  admirers  to  hang  himself  on 
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withal,  the  which  would  most  certainly  have  been, 
had  it  not  been  thought  by  all  the  better  sort  that 
she  was  a  Peg  too  low. 

As  none  of  these  worthies  had  much  acquaint- 
ance with  the  rare  gift  of  holding  their  tongues,  as 
pretty  a  confusion  of  voices  was  going  as  might 
have  been  produced  in  a  rookery  by  a  sudden  shot. 
The  sole  subject  and  object  of  this  Babel  was  the 
new  tenant  of  New  Place.  Some  of  them  had 
been  enabled  to  obtain  intelligence  of  matters 
respecting  him  and  his  establishment,  of  which  the 
others  were  clean  ignorant,  and  their  interest  in 
him  would  have  made  them  good  listeners,  had  not 
their  eagerness  in  asking  questions  far  outspent 
their  patience  to  hear  the  answers.  Some  had  been 
so  fortunate  as  to  see  him  ;  and  wondrous  appeared 
the  result  of  their  interview.  At  last  the  notion 
seemed  to  be  gaining  ground  that  the  best  way  of 
becoming  acquainted  with  the  strange  matters  their 
more  fortunate  associates  were  communicating, 
was  to  allow  the  latter  to  speak  their  minds  un- 
interruptedly. They,  therefore,  grouped  round 
the  principal  speakers,  and,  saving  a  due  allow- 
ance of   eager  interjections  and  judicious  com- 
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metitij  appeared  disposed  to  become  respectable 
listeners. 

**  To  think  that  Ragged  Launce  should  have  been 
taken  into  favour !"  observed  the  ploughman,  in  a 
sort  of  amazement,  "  a  thoughtless,  idle  vaiiet,  that 
knoweth  not  so  much  as  the  coulter  from  the  furrow 
it  turns  over," 

f(  Not  so  fast,  good  Jasper,  I  prytbee  V*  said 
Tommy  Hart.  u  Ragged  Launce  will  not  now 
answer  to  his  title.  He  bath  since  been  ftjled 
c  Lazy  Launce ; '  but  methinks  he  shall  now  rejoice 
under  the  style  of  c  Bragging  Launce ; '  for  he  be 
ever  telling  you  the  wonderfullest  brags  concerning 
his  adventures  beyond  sea,  that  can  be  con- 
ceived." 

u  He  it  is,  then,  that  is  to  look  to  the  beasts  ?  " 
inquired  the  old  miller. 

"  By  the  bunghole  of  the  cask  of  Bacchus ! " 
exclaimed  young  Quiney,  "  he  cannot  look  to 
one  requiring  more  looking  to  than  himself." 

"  But  commend  me  to  the  varlet  whom  Master 
Shakspeare  hath  brought  with  him  as  his  steward," 
observed  Tommy  Hart,  with  a  chuckle.  "  When 
I  said  to  him,  *  Simon  Stockfish,'  quoth  I,  *  wilt  take 
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a  draught?'  he  fixed  on  me  a  wonderful  pene- 
trating look,  as  though  he  thought  my  civility 
intolerably  suspicious,  and,  with  a  grave  face,  in- 
formed me  he  would  think  of  it." 

<c  An  ass  of  a  notable  breed,  O'  my  life  !" 
added  Jonas  Tietape,  "  for  I  have  good  reason 
for  knowing  he  thinketh  himself  three  parts  fox. 
Nevertheless,  with  all  his  humour  of  sublety,  the 
plainest  trap  that  ever  was  set  shall  hold  him  fast, 
though  he  be  so  on  the  guard,  he  fancieth  snares 
in  every  body's  speech." 

"  We  will  take  the  fox  out  of  him  before  he  is 
many  days  older,  I  promise  you ;"  said  Joan 
laughingly.  "  I  am  no  woman,  if  I  fail  to  make 
him  stand  confessed  the  goodly  breed  he  is,  ere  our 
acquaintance  be  thoroughly  ripened." 

Affairs  of  such  importance  soon  began  to  be 
discussed,  and  of  such  interest  too,  that  even 
Jonas  Tietape  left  off  his  vagaries  to  take  his 
part  in  the  conversation.  Tommy  Hart  had  spoken 
to  the  aldermen  and  burgesses  about  holding  a  fes- 
tival, and  having  all  sorts  of  country  games  in  the 
town,  in  honour  of  their  worthy  Master  Shak- 
speare ;  and  as  they  determined  Stratford  should 
produce  all  that  was  most  attractive  in  the  way  of 
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revexs,  every  one  of  the  company  fieit  bovnd  to  do 
his  or  her  best  to  afford  amusement.  The  question 
was,  what  shape  should  this  amusement  assume. 
Various  sports  were  then  thought  o£  and  each  in 
torn  discussed;  every  one  giving  an  opininn  far 
some  favourite.  There  were  advocates  far  Co- 
ventry Plays;  for  mock  tournaments;  far  mam- 
mings ;  for  a  morrice ;  far  a  chase  after  a  soaped 
pig;  for  a  bear  baiting;  for  a  badger  hunt;  for 
chuck  farthing;  and  for  divers  other  approved 
sports  of  a  similar  sort. 

At  last  it  seemed  settled,  that  nothing  could 
be  chosen  so  likely  to  do  honour  to  their  distin- 
guished townsman  as  a  play;  and  although  to  other 
sports  they  might  also  have  recourse,  a  play  they 
determined  should  be  the  great  feature  of  the  day. 
On  this  decision  being  come  to,  Jonas  Tietape  put 
himself  forward  to  arrange  not  only  the  particular 
play,  but  the  particular  way  in  which  it  should  be 
played,  and  the  particular  persons  who  were  Id 
share  in  its  performance.  Considering  they  had 
got  neither  scenery  nor  wardrobe,  the  company 
appeared  less  doubtful  of  their  resources  than 
might  have  been  expected :  but  this  was  the  re- 
sult of  the  superlative  confidence  of  their  leader, 
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who  acted  the  part  of  each  in  turn,  showing  how 
marvellous  well  it  might  be  done,  after  a  fashion 
that  was  a  marvel  indeed. 

Jonas  took  immeasurable  pains  to  instruct  his 
associates,  who  were  not  all  of  them  so  apt  at  their 
lessons  as  they  might  have  been.  This,  let  it  be 
observed,  was  the  first  of  several  meetings  of  the 
same  kind,  when  the  same  lessons  were  repeated, 
and  the  assistance  of  other  worthies  procured  to 
help  out  the  personation  of  the  various  characters 
that  were  to  speak  on  this  momentous  occasion. 
But,  leaving  them  to  arrange  such  business  in  their 
own  way,  we  must  at  once  to  higher  game. 

As  the  reader  hath  already  learned,  Master 
Shakspeare  had  returned  to  his  native  town,  a 
prosperous  if  not  a  happy  man.  That  he  left 
London  with  some  reluctance  is  exceeding  pro- 
bable. There  he  had  achieved  his  first  triumphs  ; 
had  secured  his  best  friends;  there  he  had  ob- 
tained the  flattering  notice  of  one  of  the  noblest  of 
created  beings,  whose  attentions  were  regarded  by 
him  as  honours,  to  which  those  of  Czars  and 
Caesars  were  empty  and  puerile.  He  had  been 
driven  forth  out  into  the  wide  ocean  of  the  world 
without  chart  or  compass,  stores,  or  necessaries  of 
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any  sort  by  which  the  fearless  mariner  might  con- 
tend out  the  fiercest  storms,  and  had  found  there 
a  port  in  which  he  had  rode  at  anchor  for  many 
years  in  safety  and  honour,  whilst  others  seem- 
ingly better  provided  had  been  cast  away. 

London  and  her  multitudes,  therefore,  might 
well  be  dear  to  him.    He  was  grateful,  he  was 
proud,  he  was  happy  in  the  greatness  they  had 
brought  him;  and  it  was  with  a  sighing  breast 
and  dimmed  eyes,  he  left  the  crowds  of  warm 
friends  and  honest  admirers  its  numberless  streets 
contained.     But  with  one  individual,  the  parting 
was  more  difficult  than  with  all  the  others  put 
together,   or  even  a  thousand  times  their  sum; 
and,   such  are   the  marvellous  freaks  of  human 
nature,  this  one  was  no  other  than  his  quondam 
scholar,  my  Lord  of  Pembroke,  from  whom  he  had 
more  trouble  than  every  other  besides.     It  is  not 
in  the  art  of  poor  words  to  express  the  depth  of 
his  feelings  in  being  obliged  to  tear  himself  from 
an  object  that  had  lately  become  the  very  prin- 
ciple of  his  life.    He,  however,  knew  the  huge 
necessity  there  was  for  this  forced  separation,  and 
with  a  swelling  heart  schooled  himself  into  a  pro- 
per affectation  of  indifferency. 
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If  there  was  regret  in  leaving  a  place  in  which 
he  had  been  made  so  rich  in  friends,  there  was 
much  of  the  same  feeling  awaited  him  on  his  re- 
turn to  a  place  where  all  he  had  known  of  sorrow 
and  humiliation  had  visited  him.  The  wound 
may  have  healed,  which  the  death  of  his  sweet 
young  son  had  created ;  and  that  equally  painful 
blow  which  had  annihilated  his  domestic  happi- 
ness may  have  ceased  to  give  any  very  acute 
pain ;  but  there  were  times  when  they  would  not 
bear  touching,  and  these  times  the  scenes  that 
every  day  met  his  gaze  seemed  to  bring  before 
him.  But  if  he  had  his  discomforts  in  this  return 
to  a  spot  which,  whatever  of  pain  or  disappoint- 
ment there  was  with  it,  he  had  his  pleasures  also ; 
the  satisfaction  which  his  coming  to  dwell  among 
his  townsmen  gave  to  one  and  all,  filled  him  with  a 
peculiar  satisfaction.  For  the  rude  but  honest 
affection  of  the  company  that  assembled  in  the 
kitchen  of  Tommy  Hart,  he  had  a  deeper  sym- 
pathy than  for  his  popularity  with  the  gay  butter- 
flies of  the  court  of  King  James. 

But  the  great  source  of  his  gratification  was  his 
most  admirable  fair  daughter.  Susanna  had  be- 
come his  companion  and  friend.     With  her  he  was 
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wont  to  visit  the  old  familiar  faces  that  had  haunted 
him  so  often  in  his  dreams — the  favourite  walks, 
and  views,  and  resting-places  in  and  about  Stmt* 
ford,  where,  during  the  vernal  spring  of  his  fruitful 
life,  he  had  learned  so  many  lessons  of  beauty, 
purity,  and  love,  that  he  had  since  reproduced  in 
materials  as  indestructible  as  the  pyramids^  and  as 
intelligent  as  the  stars. 

She  gave  earnest  attentiveness  to  all  such  remi- 
niscences— they  were  to  her  as  the  revelations  of 
nn  oracle,  But  at  times  he  felt  somewhat  disap- 
pointed in  her  bearing.  It  was  kind,  considerate, 
soothing,  full  of  exquisite  comfort  and  consolation : 
but  a  sensible  change  seemed  lately  to  have  passed 
over  her.  She  was  no  longer  the  creature  of  life 
and  light  he  had  seen  her  at  the  French  Court. 
Perhaps,  thought  he,  she  cannot  reconcile  herself 
to  the  sudden  alteration  of  her  position — from  being 
one  of  the  brightest  ornaments  of  the  brilliant 
court  of  Henri  Quatre,  where  all  eyes  were  upon 
her  and  all  hearts  at  her  devotion,  to  be  the  repo- 
sitory of  melancholy  thoughts,  and  receive  no  other 
courtesies  than  might  fall  from  a  solitary  in  a  small 
provincial  town  in  England.  He  entertained  some 
hopes  that  this  gloom  might  be  removed  in  due 
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course  of  time.  He  would  take  care  to  secure  her 
amusements  and  society  more  worthy  of  her  time 
of  life. 

Poor  Susanna  !  There  was  indeed  a  change  in 
her.  Her  buoyant  nature,  that,  like  the  brighter 
glories  of  the  sky,  came  upon  your  vision  floating 
in  an  atmosphere  of  its  own  light,  had  received  so 
rude  a  shock,  that  nothing  but  the  possession  of 
that  steadfastness  of  spirit,  which,  in  persons  so 
excellently  disposed,  bears  up  against  the  rudest 
shock  of  evil,  could  have  enabled  her  to  keep  her 
proper  place,  and  retain  her  proper  part.  A  set- 
tled melancholy  had  possessed  her—the  light  and 
graceful  gaiety,  which  had  thrown  around  her 
.  natural  gentleness  and  modesty  so  winning  a 
charm,  had  given  way  to  a  gravity  almost  solemn. 
But  it  was  not  any  yearning  after  the  lost  splen- 
dours of  Paris  life,  that  had  created  in  her  so  pain- 
ful a  gravity.  Of  a  truth,  so  far  from  it,  she  was 
right  glad  she  was  well  quit  of  the  place,  and  all 
its  hollow  pleasures.  Nor  would  the  sunshine, 
which  her  courteous  admirer,  Sir  George  Carew, 
was  preparing  to  fling  across  her  path,  penetrate,  to 
the  slightest  extent,  the  deep  shadow  by  which,  in 
her  idea,  she  was  surrounded. 
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What  had  caused  this  shadow  to  fall  there  was 
no  telling — the  discreet  Susannakept  a  strict  silence. 
Her  father  asked  her  no  questions.  His  quick  eje 
perceived  the  change,  but  mistook  the  cause.  Yet, 
had  this  been  otherwise,  he  respected  her  too  much 
to  have  attempted  to  pry  into  a  secret  she  seemed 
inclined  to  preserve. 

On  her  part,  whatever  gloom  may  have  over- 
spread her  mind,  she  felt  bound  to  conceal  it  as 
much  as  possible  from  her  indulgent  parent,  and 
ofttimes  took  upon  herself  the  humour  of  plea- 
santry, as  if  she  had  not  a  care  she  need  trouble 
herself  about.  She  appeared  to  take  a  sensible 
interest  in  the  approaching  revels,  and  put  some 
touch  of  liveliness  upon  her  speech,  whilst  she 
descanted  on  the  infinite  pleasure  it  would  afford 
to  the  worthy  people  of  all  the  neighbouring  vil- 
lages. Nevertheless,  she  would  have  liked  nothing 
so  well  as  hearing  it  was  abandoned— or  that  she 
could  in  any  way  escape  appearing  there.  Yet,  of 
all  strange  matters,  this  seemed  the  most  unac- 
countable— for,  next  to  her  father,  whom  she  re- 
verenced above  all  human  creatures,  and  loved  with 
an  afFectionateness  akin  to  worship,  she  regarded 
the  gallant  Sir  George  Carew,  and   his  equally 
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kind  and  considerate  lady,  who  had  been  active  in 
planning  and  settling  all  the  necessary  arrange- 
ments. 

Far  and  near,  for  many  miles,  these  approaching 
revels  had  become  the  favourite  theme  of  every 
idle  tongue.  As  the  day  they  were  to  be  held  drew 
near,  there  was  no  subject  so  generally  discussed, 
and  every  one  seemed  to  be  making  extraordinary 
preparations  for  a  visit  to  Stratford. 

At  Shottery  this  was  especially  the  case ;  and,  at 
the  cottage,  the  three  aunts  seemed  to  be  talking 
themselves  into  a  fever.  Aunt  Gadabout  had  been 
to  Welford  Wake,  to  Bidford  Whitsun  Ale,  to  a 
hurling  at  Fulbrooke,  to  a  wedding  at  Charlcote, 
and  to  a  christening  at  Bidford ;  yet  she  looked 
forward  to  her  jaunt  to  Stratford  as  to  a  pleasure 
that  cometh  but  once  in  a  way.  Aunt  Prateapace 
had  heard  a  world  and  all  of  gossip  concerning 
Giles  of  Binton  and  the  parson's  maid ;  had  man- 
aged even  to  get  on  the  right  scent  respecting  the 
secret  visits  of  Tom  the  Piper,  to  the  widow  at 
Bardon  Hill ;  and  had  ferreted  out  the  reason  why 
the  young  squire  went  so  frequently  to  Welles- 
bourn  Wood  :  nevertheless,  her  talk  was  all  of 
Stratford,  of  what  was  doing,  and  what  was  to  be 
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done.     Aunt  Breedbate  ceased  to  inveigh  against 
the  horrible  tyranny  of  Batch,  the  baker,  to  his 
prentices,  though  she  had  succeeded  in  persuading 
the  latter  that  they  were  monstrously  ill-used,  be- 
cause they  had  puddings  no  more  than  thrice  a 
week ;  and  made  no  boast  of  having  caused  her 
neighbour,  Hunks,  the  carrier,  to  turn  his  only 
son  out  of  doors ;  she,  too,  could  find  no  other  mat- 
ter for  speech  than  all  that  she  knew  or  guessed  of 
Stratford  Revels,  in  which  she  quarrelled  with  her 
sisters  no  more  than  some  half  score  times  during 
the  hour. 

The  old  and  favourite  source  of  their  united  mis- 
chief-making and  bickerings,  hugely  to  their  dis- 
content, they  had  for  some  time  past  been  denied. 
Their  kinswoman  would  hear  no  more  of  their 
meddling  in  anything  that  related  either  to  her 
"  villanous  husband,"  or  her  "  horrible  infamous 
children."  Indeed  a  marvellous  change  had  taken 
place  in  her.  She  remained  at  home  from  morn 
till  eve — took  no  concern  in  the  affairs  of  those 
around  her,  and  cared  not  for  the  visits  of  any  of 
her  gossips ;  the  more  especially  for  those  of  her 
loving  aunts.  No  one  knew  but  herself  how  the 
weary  hours  were  employed ;   but  it  might  have 
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been  guessed  that  they  were  none  so  pleasant,  as 
her  looks  were  not  those  of  one  whose  privacy  was 
happiness.  She  would  not  be  induced  to  go  to 
Stratford,  but  let  her  kinswomen  depart  without 
her  ;  and  then  shut  herself  in  her  chamber,  in  the 
same  gloomy  humour  in  which,  of  late,  she  was 
commonly  to  be  found. 

Bright  gleamed  the  golden  sunshine  on  the  day 
of  the  Stratford  Revels,  and  from  every  village  and 
town  for  miles  round  —  not  only  from  Bidford, 
Wixford,  Exhall,  Alcester,  Great  Alne,  Aston- 
Cantlow,  Snitterfield,  Barford,  and  Wasperton — a 
distance  of  some  five  or  six  miles  or  so— but  even 
from  Evesham,  Warwick,  Coventry,  and  Worces- 
ter, from  ten  to  thirty  miles,  came  horsemen,  ay, 
and  divers  stout  footmen,  to  enjoy  the  sports  that 
had  so  long  been  talked  of  over  the  whole  country. 
They  came  pouring  into  the  town  in  every  acces- 
sible direction,  but  over  Clopton  Bridge  they 
pressed  like  an  invading  army.  They  passed 
under  the  famous  triumphal  arches  made  of  flowers 
and  evergreens,  which  had  been  erected  at  the  bid- 
ding of  the  corporation  across  the  principal  streets, 
where  as  famous  companies  of  musicians  as  all 
Warwickshire  could  produce  were  stationed,  making 
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than  had  been  for  a  full  twelve  months  passed :  so 
that  he  that  was  tired,  athirst,  or  ahungered,  had 
only  to  turn  into  the  first  open  door,  and  might  be 
sure  of  getting  all  he  desired. 

For  the  gentry,  other  arrangements  had  been 
made.  New  Place  had  been  so  rarely  garnished 
with  green  boughs  and  gay  flowers,  that  not  a  foot 
of  the  front  could  be  seen ;  and  within  was  the 
same  dainty  display  in  every  possible  direction : 
for  the  which  gay  work  the  humblest  poor  person, 
as  well  as  the  wealthiest  burgesses,  had  joyfully 
contributed.  But  there  was  store  of  other  things — 
tables  were  laid  out  in  the  hall,  and  over  them  was 
such  bountiful  store  of  good  eating  and  drinking, 
as,  so  it  seemed,  might  suffice  for  a  garrison  to 
sustain  a  seven  years'  siege.  The  high  bailiff  also 
kept  open  house — so  did  the  vicar— and  so  did  the 
chiefest  aldermen.  The  inns  were  as  admirably 
well  provided :  and  there  were  also  capacious  co- 
vered booths  erected  in  various  directions,  with 
flags  and  goodly  branches  at  top,  whereof  some 
showed  such  a  commodity  of  good  victual  as  the 
whole  town  could  not  have  supplied  at  another 
time  —  others  were  for  dancing ;  wherein  could  be 
had  wine,  or  ale,  or  cider,  in  such  plenty  as  it  was 
a  marvel  to  see. 
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The  fame  of  these  revels  had  brought  all  sorts  of 
mountebanks,  pedlars*  ballad -singers,  coojurors, 
masters  of  puppets,  exhibitors  of  monsters,  quack- 
doctors,  and  the  like  sort  of  folk,  who,  in  every 
street,  were  to  be  seen  pursuing  their  vocations,  in* 
finitely  to  the  amusement  of  the  rustics.  This  kept 
the  immense  multitude  from  crowding  too  much  in 
one  place,  which  the  corporation  had  likewise  en- 
deavoured to  avoid  by  causing  different  attractive 
sports  to  be  going  on  at  the  same  time  —  some 
within  the  town  and  some  without* 

On  the  road  to  Shottery  there  was  to  be  a  hurl- 
ing-match — on  that  to  Bidford,  a  bull-baiting  — 
close  to  the  chapel  of  the  Guild  was  to  be  a  game 
at  barley-break — near  the  church,  a  cudgel-play — 
provision  for  shooting  at  the  butts  in  one  field,  and 
for  running  at  the  quintain  in  another — a  badger- 
hunt  on  the  Avon  —  a  jumping- match  in  the 
meadows  —  by  the  elm,  at  the  Dove-house  Close 
end,  in  the  Henley  Road,  a  maypole  for  a  dance — 
and  at  the  opposite  boundary,  the  two  elms  in 
Mesham  highway,  a  bonfire.  There  was  also  to 
be  every  thing  as  at  a  May-day — Robin  Hood  and 
Maid  Marian  —  Hobby-horse  and  St.  George  and 
the  Dragon  —  and,  greatest  of  all  attractions,  in 
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the  most  open  place  in  all  the  town,  was  set  up  a 
stage,  in  which  was  to  he  represented  the  exceeding 
admirable,  most  moving,  and  very  delectable  choice 
pageant  of  "  The  Nine  Worthies." 

But  now  there  is  a  cheerful  sound  of  trumpets, 
and  it  is  made  known  that  the  corporation  are 
going  in  procession  from  the  Town  Hall  to  New 
Place,  and  presently  there  is  a  vast  show  of  run- 
ning and  scrambling.  The  high  bailiff,  in  the  garb 
of  his  office,  descends  from  his  horse,  and  enters 
Master  Shakspeare's  dwelling,  amid  a  flourish  of 
trumpets  and  a  great  shout  of  applause,  to  invite 
him  and  his  exquisite  fair  daughter,  in  the  name 
of  the  people  of  Stratford,  to  see  all  the  goodly 
sports  that  have  been  provided  for  their  especial 
honour  and  delectation  ;  and,  presently,  he  is  seen 
bringing  forth  Master  Shakspeare;  whereupon 
there  is  set  up  so  main  a  cry,  and  so  piercing  a 
flourish,  that  thousands  are  seen  hurrying  to  the 
spot  in  every  direction.  Master  Shakspeare  ac- 
knowledged the  applause  with  such  gracefulness 
and  nobleness  of  bearing  as  speedily  brought  it 
forth  with  double  strength.  The  whilst  he  was  so 
engaged,  there  was  brought  up  to  his  door  a  most 
stately  steed,  caparisoned  as  for  a  king,  which  had 
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been  provided  by  his  loving  friends  for  his  accom- 
modation. He  leaped  into  the  saddle,  and  held  his 
seat  with  so  commanding  an  air,  doffing  his  beaver 
courteously  to  all  around,  as  the  proud  beast  cur- 
veted and  pranced  his  best  paces,  as  though  knowing 
what  inestimable  honour  he  bore,  that  the  hurraing 
was  renewed  and  continued  as  if  never  to  end. 

Anon  there  appeared  at  the  door  the  figure  of 
the  gentle  Susanna,  looking,  from  the  flush  of  af- 
fection and  pride,  in  seeing  her  father  so  honoured, 
that  spread  over  her  delicate  features,  more  lovely 
than  ever  she  had  been.  She  seemed  for  a  mo- 
ment overpowered  by  the  tumultuous  greeting 
that  awaited  her ;  but  this  speedily  passed,  and, 
with  one  graceful  recognition,  assisted  by  the 
ever-gallant  Sir  George,  she  leaped  upon  the  noble 
steed  that  had  been  provided  for  her,  and,  by  her 
noble  horsemanship,  was  winning  the  hearts  of  the 
vast  masses  that  thronged  to  every  point,  window 
or  house-top,  that  could  command  a  view  of  what 
was  going  on. 

A  number  of  the  gentlefolks  of  the  neighbour- 
hood, of  both  sexes,  next  appeared ;  who,  having 
mounted  their  horses,  the  procession  started  from 
New  Place  in  the  following  order— 
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Constables  of  the  watch. 

Twenty-four  poor  men  of  Stratford,  belonging  to 
the  alms-houses,  in  blue  coats. 

Scholars  of  the  Free- School  —  where  Master 
Shakspeare  had  received  his  learning  — two  a- 
breast. 

Vicar  and  Schoolmaster. 

The  different  trades,  with  their  banners. 

Trumpeters  —  followed  by  the  great  banner  of 
St.  George  and  the  Dragon,  like  unto  that  famous 
representation  on  the  chapel  of  the  Guild. 

The  high  bailiff,  on  horseback. 

The  two  churchwardens,  a-foot.  Also  the  alder- 
men and  other  officers  of  the  corporation,  two  and 
two. 

Another  great  banner,  bearing  the  arms  of 
England  united  with  Scotland. 

A  company  of  musicians,  playing  joyful  tunes. 

Ma6Teb  Shakspeabe,  on  a  tall  horse,  richly 
caparisoned.  By  his  side,  Mistress  Susanna 
Shakspeabe,  riding  in  a  like  manner. 

Ladies  and  gentlewomen,  on  prancing  palfreys. 

Knights  and  gentlemen  of  the  neighbourhood, 
all  riding. 

Yeomen  of  Stratford  and  the  hamlets  of  Shottery, 
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house  in  Henley  Street,  that  his  feelings  seemed  to 
be  getting  the  mastery.  He  thought  of  the  esti- 
mable hearts  at  rest,  under  the  churchyard  turf, 
that  would  have  rejoiced  beyond  all  mortal  joy  to 
have  seen  that  day  :  and,  for  one,  what  a  day  of 
honour  it  would  have  been  held,  had  not  the  de- 
st&jer,  so  prematurely,  cut  him  off  from  the  world 
he  was  so  well  fitted  to  adorn  ! 

He  was  aroused  from  an  unhappy  reverie  by  a 
fresh  burst  of  plaudits,  which  brought  his  thoughts 
into  a  more  agreeable  channel. 

Susanna  rode  by  his  side  with  a  swelling  heart. 
She  seemed  entirely  oblivious  of  her  own  peculiar 
ideas  and  sensations — and  she  had  much  to  forget. 
She  thought  and  felt  only  for  her  father.  She  had 
always  been  proud  of  him,  but  now  her  pride  had 
in  it  something  so  reverential,  it  looked  like  an 
angelic  appreciation  of  immortal  excellence.  They 
passed  on,  viewing  with  infinite  contentation  the 
arrangements  that  had  been  made  for  the  enjoy- 
ment of  the  people  of  the  different  revels.  They 
beheld  several  in  full  operation.  Most,  however, 
had  suspended  their  operations  to  obtain  a  view  of 
the  approaching  procession,  but  they  saw  enough 
to  know  how' well  everything  had  been  managed. 
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They  now  drew  near  to  the  spot  where  the  stage 
had  been  erected,  and  were  soon  marshalled  within 
view  of  it ;  the  footmen  being  placed  in  front,  and 
the  horsemen  behind.  Here  they  had  been  but  a 
brief  space,  when  the  grand  and  wonderful  pageant 
commenced  with  the  appearance  on  the  stage  of 
three  marvellous  ill-visaged,  ill-shaped,  ill-clad  per- 
sonages, in  turbans  and  sandals,  with  monstrous 
long  beards,  who,  in  rare  ranting  speech,  proceeded 
to  proclaim  to  their  audience  that  they  were  the 
three  Hebrew  worthies,  Joshua,  David,  and  Judas 
Maccabaeus  —  they  spoke  some  exceeding  fine 
fustian  sentences,  and  made  no  small  exertions  to 
appear  to  perfection  the  heroes  of  Israel,  albeit  they 
were  but  indifferent  Christians,  that  answered  to 
the  names  of  Jasper  Broadfoot,  Cuthbert  Dredger, 
and  his  son. 

When  they  had  ranted  sufficiently  about  their 
distinguished  names  and  deeds,  they  made  off— 
and  presently  they  were  succeeded  by  three  as  odd- 
looking  varlets  as  ever  were  met  within  the  world,  in 
helmets,  having  naked  feet  with  sandals,  and  an  odd 
kind  of  drapery  thrown  over  their  naked  shoulders. 
Their  very  appearance  was  the  signal  for  a  burst  of 
mirth  that  seemed  to  shake  the  whole  town.     First 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  187 

came  the  mighty  Hector,  and  a  rare  hectoring 
blade  he  proved  himself.  He  swore  pretty  roundly 
there  was  not  so  fine  a  fellow  of  his  inches  any 
where,  and  that  he  had  just  come  from  the  walls 
of  Troy  at  the  rate  of  a  sheriff's  post,  to  show  the 
whole  world  what  matchless  choice  spirits  there 
were  in  the  old  times.  In  sooth,  he  talked  big 
enough ;  yet,  for  all  his  fine  feathers,  was  he  no 
other  than  the  reader's  politic  friend,  Simon  Stock- 
fish, who,  after  due  deliberation,  had,  at  a  pressing 
request,  lent  his  excellent  powers  to  secure  a  proper 
performance  of  the  pageant. 

Next  came  a  fellow  who  seemed  full  as  broad  as 
he  was  long ;  yet  his  length  was  little  better  than 
that  of  a  dwarf,  and  in  his  bullet  head  appeared  a 
brace  of  open  jaws,  that  looked  to  be  ready  to  devour 
any  one  of  the  company  inclined  to  test  his  powers 
of  swallow.  When  he  declared,  in  the  highest 
sounding  phrase,  that  he  was  Julius  Caesar,  there 
was  a  laugh  among  all  such  as  had  any  acquaint- 
ance with  that  worthy.  Nevertheless,  he  strutted, 
and  grimaced,  and  vapoured,  for  an  intolerable 
long  time,  concerning  his  valorous  doings;  few 
there  would  have  taken  him  for  Julius  Caesar,  but 
if  there  had  been  any  doubt  on  the  matter  amongst 
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the  townspeople,  it  must  have  ceased  when,  in  the 
midst  of  one  of  his  most  tearing  speeches,  from 
two  cavities  or  pockets  below  his  girdle,  sprang 
forth  the  heads  of  two  little  dogs,  who  set  up  such 
a  yelping,  that  Julius  Caesar  stopped  sudden  short 
in  his  heroics,  and  with  two  smart  pats  on  their 
heads,  the  voice  of  Jonas  Tietape  bade  them  "  get 
in,  and  be  hanged !" 

At  his  heels  came  a  like  sort  of  knave,  about 
the  same  height,  but  not  so  stout ;  albeit,  how- 
ever small  he  was  in  his  inches,  he,  too,  was  a 
famous  tall  fellow  with  his  tongue.  He  made  it 
out  that  he  had  conquered  the  world ;  and  by  his 
bearing  it  was  plain  to  be  seen,  in  his  own  conceit, 
he  could  do  it  again  as  easy  as  he  could  drink  off 
a  pint  of  small  ale.  But,  let  him  have  bragged 
till  domesday,  it  was  plain  enough,  Alexander  the 
Great  was  but  Tommy  Hart  the  Little. 

These  three  having  departed,  there  appeared 
another  lot  of  a  like  number,  to  make  up  the  nine ; 
and,  however  the  Jews  and  Infidels  had  bestirred 
themselves  in  this  business,  these  three,  who  came 
as  Christians,  in  full  suits  of  armour,  outcrowed 
them  all  to  nothing.  It  came  out  that  they  were 
no  other   than   King  Arthur,  Charlemagne,  and 
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Godfrey  of  Boulogne.  King  Arthur  had  got  a 
squint,  and  was  lame  of  a  leg,  that  marked  him 
for  the  constable  of  the  watch;  and  Godfrey  of 
Boulogne  was  high-shouldered,  and  spoke  with  a 
cracked  voice,  nobody  would  have  owned  but  the 
schoolmaster.  As  for  the  illustrious  and  very  abso- 
lute valiant  potentate,  the  great  Charlemagne,  by 
some  chance  or  other,  ere  he  had  spoke  many  lines, 
he  wanted  prompting.  Charlemagne  the  great,  it 
was  soon  observed,  was  gifted  with  a  wonderful 
little  memory.  He  hardly  knew  who  he  was— clean 
forgot  what  he  had  done,  and  could  not  for  the  life 
of  him  say  why  he  was  there.  The  spectators  made 
many  sharp  remarks  on  this  strange  failing  in  Char- 
lemagne— and  at  last,  things  growing  worse,  the 
great  man  was  so  badgered  that  he  scarce  knew 
which  way  to  turn. 

When  the  public  disapproval  of  him  began  at 
last  to  show  they  would  bear  with  him  no  longer, 
he  presently  opened  his  helmet  and  threw  it  aside, 
swearing  pretty  roundly  to  the  crowd  beneath  him, 
"  He  was  none  of  Charley  Main,  but  only  simple 
Launcelot  Curthose,  Master  Shakspeare's  boy,  and 
he  didn't  care  a  fico  for  the  nine  worthies,  or  any 
of  their  generation." 
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In  simple  truth,  Launce  had  been  too  busy  witl 
the  tankard,  and  had  become  pot-valiant.  Tbi 
burst  of  indignation  set  the  whole  audience  laugh 
ing,  and  in  this  merry  mood  concluded  H  the  ei 
ceeding,  admirable,  most  moving,  and  very  delec 
table  choice  pageant  of  the  Nine  Worthies," 

Gertes,  Master  Shakspeare  found  no  slight  degrc 
of  amusement  in  this  performance  ;  be  often  discc 
vered  himself  wishing  that  honest  Ned  Allen,  Die 
Burbage,  or  any  other  of  the  great  London  playei 
could  see  how  choicely  the  players  of  Stratfor 
employed  the  resources  of  their  art ;  and  he  coul 
have  laughed  right  earnestly  P  had  he  not  remeir 
bered  that,  however  burlesque  was  the  playinj 
the  players  were  honest  hearts,  whose  sole  aim  ws 
to  do  him  honour.  Thus  influenced,  it  was  i 
marvel  lie  expressed  himself  exceeding  gratifit 
with  every  part  of  it. 

After  this  the  procession  moved  on,  and  in  tui 
visited  the  scene  of  the  rest  of  the  Stratford  Revel 
with  the  which  he  was  equally  well  pleased. 

An  important  feature  in  the  day's  festivities,  wi 
a  grand  banquet  at  the  Guildhall,  mostly  at  tl 
expense  of  the  Corporation ;  where  they  feasti 
their  illustrious  townsman  and  his  friends  rig 
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sumptuously:  many  handsome  things  being  said 
of  him,  to  which  he  replied  in  a  tone  of  earnest 
thankfulness  that  'did  famously  express  his  sense 
of  the  honour  they  did  him.  When  this  was  over, 
Sir  George  Carew,  with  more  tender  gallantry  than 
any  of  his  juniors  could  have  used,  must  needs  lead 
off  the  first  dance  with  his  fair  favourite,  Mistress 
Susanna.  They  kept  it  up  till  a  late  hour,  having 
all  the  most  approved  dances,  and  every  admired 
tune ;  and  when  the  time  for  parting  could  no  lon- 
ger be  delayed,  it  was  said  of  all — both  such  as 
came  from  a  distance,  and  by  those  living  in  the 
neighbourhood — that,  in  their  memory,  there  had 
been  nothing  in  the  county  that  afforded  such 
excellent  desport  as  these  Stratford  Revels ;  and  it 
was  the  general  desire  that  on  the  twenty-third  of 
every  succeeding  April,  the  town  should  be  ren- 
dered attractive  by  a  similar  entertainment 
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And  then  thb  jc 
In  fair  round  belly \  with  good  capon  lined 
With  eyet  tevere,  and  beard  of  formal  cut 
Full  of  wise  taw*  and  modern  instance*; 
And  to  he  playt  hie  part. 

Shaksi 

Hark  hither,  reader !  wilt  thou  see 
Nature  her  own  physician  be? 
Wilt  see  a  man  all  his  own  wealth. 
His  own  music,  his  own  health ; 
A  man  whose  sober  soul  can  tell 
How  to  wear  her  garments  well  ? 

Crabbaw. 

Welcome,  pare  thoughts,  welcome,  ye  silent  gi 
These  guests,  these  courts,  my  ecu  I  most  dear! 
Now  the  winged  people  of  the  sky  shall  stag 
My  cheerful  anthems  to  the  gladsome  spring. 

Sir  Him et  ' 
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comforts  and  accommodations  as  he  most  liked. . 
There  was  his  library  full  of  choice  authors,  with 
here  and  there  a  rare  specimen  of  old  armour,  that 
recalled  the  glories  of  the  Black  Prince,  and  the 
triumphs  of  Henry  of  Monmouth.  There,  too, 
was  a  goodly  hall,  with  no  lack  of  helmets,  swords 
and  bucklers,  around  the  walls ;  a  dining  parlour, 
with  well-carved  furniture  and  handsome  panels, 
with  a  few  choice  old  portraits ;  a  "  blue  chamber," 
so  called  from  being  hung  with  arras  of  that 
colour ;  a  "  paradise,"  bearing  this  designation  in 
consequence  of  its  having  the  story  of  our  first 
parents,  to  their  expulsion  from  the  Garden  of  Eden, 
done  in  German  water-colours  on  the  walls ;  a  u  yel- 
low chamber,"  styled  so  from  its  yellow  hangings, 
and  divers  others,  distinguished  in  a  like  manner 
by  some  peculiarity  in  the  character  of  the  furni- 
ture. There  was  also  ample  accommodation  in  the 
way  of  buttery,  kitchen,  and  the  like  sort  of  places, 
with  stable,  and  a  choice  garden. 

The  chamber  he  most  affected  was  the  one  used 
as  a  common  refectory.  It  was  distinguished  by  a 
bay  window,  and  a  most  capacious  chimney- 
corner.  Here  in  his  high  chair  he  loved  to  sit, 
surrounded    by    admiring  friends,    who    affected 

VOL.  III.  k 
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nothing  so  well  in  the  long  winter  nights  as  to  get 
him  in  the  humour  of  telling  stories  ;  and  number- 
less narratives,  of  wonderful  interest,  did  he  narrate 
to  that  enviable  circle.     There  were  tales  of  all 
hues  and  complexions,  to  suit  all  manner  of  tastes 
and  inclinations ;   tales  of  all  countries  and  of  ail 
times ;  yet  each  marked  with  the  same  marvellous 
invention,  that  kept  the  rapt  hearers  in  a  very 
ecstasy  of  mingled  pleasure  and  wonder,  till  they 
had  deeply  encroached  into  their  ordinary  hours 
of  rest. 

When  he  chose  to  seek  relief  from  his  in-door 
amusements,  he  looked  after  his  lands  and  herds  as 
attentively  as  any  yeoman  in  Warwickshire.  If  it 
pleased  him  better,  he  would  mount  his  horse ;  and, 
with  the  fair  Susanna  riding  by  his  side,  each  with 
a  favourite  bird,  would  enjoy  the  delectable  sport 
of  hawking.  Or,  mayhap,  he  might  be  ready  for 
any  other  pastime  that  looked  to  be  most  ready 
for  him.  His  garden  and  his  farm  seemed  to  pos- 
sess for  him  inexhaustible  resources ;  and,  next  to 
them  in  interest,  he  regarded  a  cheerful  ride  or 
walk  into  any  of  the  most  pleasant  places  in  the 
neighbourhood. 

He  daily  grew  into  more  esteem  with  his  honest 
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townsmen  and  neighbours,  and  was  much  talked  of 
for  many  miles  round,  not  so  much  in  relation  to 
the  great  gifts  which  had  secured  him  his  great 
name,  but  rather  as  one  Squire  Shakspeare  of  Strat- 
ford. In  truth  the  character  of  squire  suited  him  as 
well  as  it  would  any  who  had  been  born  in  it ;  and 
so  it  is  palpable  would  any  other,  let  it  have  been 
of  whatsoever  rank  or  station  it  could  have  pos- 
sessed. 

He  had  been  appointed  to  the  honourable  office 
of  justice  of  peace ;  and,  having  had  his  hall  in 
New  Place  turned  into  a  justice-room,  it  was  his 
wont,  with  certain  assistants  of  his,  to  examine 
such  offenders  as  were  brought  before  him.  Fre- 
quently would  he  so  admonish  the  evil-doers  that 
they  straightway  abandoned  their  vile  courses,  and 
became  of  a  notable  honesty  ever  after.  He  saved 
many  from  the  commission  of  base  offences ;  and 
those  notorious  malefactors  he  was  obliged  to  con- 
demn,  he  did  so  in  so  impressive  a  fashion,  they 
presently  clean  repented  of  their  infamy,  and  took 
to  better  behaving  from  that  time  forth.  In  brief, 
the  fame  of  his  justice,  and  his  skill  in  finding  out 
the  intricatest  matters,  spread  so  every  day,  that  he 
became  looked  upon  as  the  chief  judge  of  such 
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to  put  him  on  such  office  alone.  To  these  were 
added  Jasper  Broadfoot,  and  old  Cuthbert  Dredger 
and  his  son,  who  were  then  grouped  together,  a 
short  way  from  where  Master  Shakspeare  and  his 
friend  were  discussing  some  favourite  subject  with 
marvellous  earnestness. 

At  this  period  the  reader's  familiar  acquaintance 
Launce,  the  crier  of  the  court,  who  looked  on  him- 
self as  little  less  in  dignity  than  his  worship,  shouted 
out  in  his  most  worshipful  tone,  "  One  to  speak 
with  his  worship ! "  and  immediately  afterwards 
there  appeared  at  the  door  a  female,  humbly  clad 
and  closely  veiled,  attended  by  Susanna  and  her 
sister  on  each  side  of  her. 

"A  plain  case  this,"  said  Master  Shakspeare, 
in  an  under-tone.  "  These  two  jades  of  mine  take 
under  their  protection  all  the  amiable  offenders 
and  interesting  criminals  they  can  hear  of;  and, 
forsooth,  I  am  to  stand  godfather  for  their  mis- 
demeanours/' 

u  None  so  well,  Will  —  none  so  well,"  replied 
Sir  George,  merrily.  "  There  are  so  many  of  thine 
own  to  answer  for,  that  a  few,  more  or  less,  need 
not  trouble  thee." 

"Let  her  not  come  any  nearer,  I  pray  you," 
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earnestly  whispered  Simon  Stockfish,  across  the 
table,  interposed  between  them.  "  She,  perchance, 
may  have  some  dangerous  weapon  hid  about  her ; 
if  she  be  made  to  stop  where  she  is,  there  need  be  no 
fear  of  her  using  it  to  any  fatal  purpose." 

Thereupon  he  made  a  particular  movement  with 
his  head  to  Launce,  who  appeared  to  understand 
its  import  on  the  instant,  for  he  repeated  it  to  cer- 
tain of  the  constables,  who,  quite  as  quickly  on  the 
alert,  presently  drew  nigher  to  the  prisoner,  or 
petitioner,  or  whatever  she  was ;  so  that,  had  she 
offered  any  violence,  they  could  have  pounced  upon 
her  before  she  could  have  done  mischief.  But  the 
person  who  had  thus  engrossed  their  regards 
seemed  in  no  case  for  any  deed  of  desperation.  If 
it  was  not  for  her  fair  supporters,  she  must  have 
fallen  to  the  ground,  her  steps  seemed  so  monstrous 
weak  and  irresolute.  She  trembled  violently,  and 
her  sobs  were  deep  and  frequent.  She  paused  a 
few  moments,  and  seemed  as  though  she  desired  to 
go  back,  but  a  few  words  from  her  kind  conductors 
appeared  to  give  her  additional  strength.  She  con- 
tinued advancing,  but  it  was  evident  that  her  emo- 
tion increased  wonderfully. 

"  Merit  reduced  to  beg ;  or,  misfortune  forcing 
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an  unwilling  petitioner/'  observed  Master  Shak- 
speare  to  his  friend,  as  he  began  to  regard  her  with 
considerable  interest 

"  Well,  well,  Master  Justice,"  said  the  other, 
who  also  looked  favourably  in  the  same  direction, 
"  in  such  cases,  it  is  easy  enough  to  see  to  which 
side  the  scale  leans ;  and,  she  being  a  woman,  she 
is  entitled  to  the  most  liberal  dealing  of  that 
most  worshipful  member  of  her  sex,  the  blind 
lady,  whose  office  you  have  been  called  upon  to 
fulfil." 

All  this  time,  Simon  Stockfish  was  fidgeting  on 
his  seat,  his  eyes  now  dwelling  with  no  small  de- 
gree of  alarm  upon  the  advancing  female — anon, 
winking  and  pointing  at  the  constables,  who  were 
all  close  at  hand,  in  a  remarkable  state  of  vi- 
gilance. 

«  Well,  dame  ! "  exclaimed  Master  Shakspeare, 
gently.  "  Whatever  may  be  your  cause,  you  have 
taken  care  to  provide  yourself  with  such  counsel  as 
the  judge  is  pretty  sure  to  listen  to  witli  some 
favourableness.1"' 

No  reply  was  given  to  this  assurance— unless  it 
was  offered  in  the  increasing  sobs,  which  came  from 
the  person  to  whom  it  was  directed.     The  gentle- 
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men  seemed  affected,    and  even  the  constables 
looked  somewhat  bewildered. 

"  Pry  thee,  come  nearer,  dame  I"  said  Master 
Shakspeare,  in  a  still  kinder  voice.  "  Perchance 
you  may  have  something  to  tell  me  in  confidence. 
Be  assured  you  will  find  me  anxious  to  afford  you 
any  reasonable  assistance,  and  all  proper  sym- 
pathy/' 

At  this  the  sobbing  increased  wonderfully ;  but 
never  a  word  was  spoke.  Master  Shakspeare  was 
almost  inclined  to  think  that  it  was  a  case  of  crime, 
followed  by  deep  remorse.  He  looked  steadily  at 
her;  but,  from  the  thickness  of  her  veil,  could 
make  out  nothing  but  a  drooping  head,  a  heaving 
breast,  and  a  trembling  form.  Both  Susanna  and 
Judith  had  occasionally  addressed  words  of  encou- 
ragement to  her  in  an  under-tone,  but  they  ceased 
to  produce  any  beneficial  results.  At  last  the 
elder  spoke. 

"  I  have  ventured,  sweet  sir,"  said  she,  "  to 
bring  hither,  at  her  most  urgent  prayer  and  solici- 
tation, one  who  is  deeply  sensible  of  certain  unwor- 
thinesses  by  her  committed,  when  her  heart  and 
mind  were  clean  innocent  of  any  knowledge  what- 
soever of  the  nature  and  extent  of  her  ill -doing.'* 
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lC  If  sincere  repentance  of  what  ill  she  hath 
done,"  added  the  younger  sister,  impressively,  "  for 
which  others  are  more  accountable  than  herself, 
may  be  considered  a  claim,  of  a  surety,  dear  father, 
she  hath  admirable  grounds  for  being  indulgently 
dealt  with  in  this  state." 

"  I  am  ever  right  glad,"  said  her  worthy  parent, 
"  to  hear  of  a  turning  back  to  the  right  path,  when 
any  deviation  hath  been  made  from  it  If  it  be  in 
my  power  to  set  your  mind  at  ease,  be  content,  I 
pray  you,  I  will  insure  you  every  consolation  your 
case  admits  of.  But,  an  it  so  please  you,  I  would 
fain  see  your  features.  In  a  business  of  this  sort, 
such  mystery  is  by  no  means  desirable." 

At  this  the  trembling  and  the  sobbing  became 
more  violent  than  ever.  The  party  had  approached 
close  to  Master  Shakspeare,  to  a  vast  increase  to 
the  fears  and  doubts  of  Simon  Stockfish,  who,  with 
his  mind  in  a  whirl  at  the  imminency  of  the  dan- 
ger, was  racking  his  brain,  to  discover  some  politic 
plan  of  removing  his  honoured  master  out  of  the 
way.  Sir  George  Carew  looked  on  the  group  with 
singular  interest — so  gallant  a  heart  as  was  his 
was  alive  in  a  moment  to  the  distresses  of  a  wo- 
man ;  and  he  felt  the  more  sympathy  from  seeing 
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the  amiable  part  played  in  it  by  his  fair  friends, 
Susanna  and  Judith. 

Master  Shakspeare  gently  attempted  to  lift  up 
the  veil—to  which  no  resistance  was  made ;  and  as 
he  did  so,  the  wearer  of  it  fell  on  her  knees  before 
him,  in  an  agony  of  tears  and  sobs.  He  started 
back,  overcome,  as  it  were,  with  extreme  astonish- 
ment. There  knelt  before  him,  as  a  suppliant 
and  a  penitent,  the  creator  of  his  earliest  and 
sweetest  pleasures— -the  originator  of  hie  early 
griefs  and  miseries.  She  knelt  not  alone;  her 
two  daughters  knelt  on  each  side  of  her,  and  ail, 
in  the  mute  eloquence  of  tears,  prayed  for  for- 
giveness. 

Sir  George  Carew  could  look  .on  no  longer;  on 
pretence  of  brushing  back  the  hair  from  his  fore- 
head, he  removed  from  his  eyes  the  abundant  mois- 
ture that  there  suddenly  started  forth.  Simon 
Stockfish,  in  despair  of  devising  any  stroke  of 
policy  to  meet  the  occasion,  was  on  the  point  of 
rushing  forward  to  seize  upon  the  suspected  assas- 
sin, when  he  became  transfixed  with  wonderment — 
staring  with  open  mouth  like  one  beholding  a 
ghost.  Not  less  of  marvelling  was  seen  in  the 
countenances  of  the  constables;  and  one  or  two 
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turned  aside  their  heads,  and  drew  their  sleeves 
across  their  eyes. 

What  a  flood  of  subduing  recollections  rushed 
upon  the  mind  of  Master  Shakspeare,  at  the  sight 
of  that  still  lovely  face!  The  exquisite  sweet 
pleasure  of  early  love,  and  all  the  bewildering 
trances  of  passion  and  romance  it  brings  in  its 
train — the  admirable  influence  of  a  faith  strong  as 
life,  in  the  existence  of  the  most  complete  perfect* 
ness  in  womankind — the  deep  and  ennobling  sym- 
pathy which,  whilst  it  exalts  the  object  of  preference 
to  the  dignity  of  a  saint,  places  the  admirer  in  the 
privileged  position  of  a  devotee — all  pressed  upon 
him  at  one  and  the  same  moment.  He  thought  not 
of  things  evil,  as  arising  out  of  this  overgrowth  of 
grateful  feeling,  like  fungi  spreading  at  the  base  of 
the  noblest  plants  of  the  verdant  forest — he  saw  be- 
fore him  the  Anne  Hathaway  of  his  happiest  hours, 
the  wife  of  his  bosom,  the  mother  of  his  children, 
and  the  partner  of  his  cares  and  sorrows,  ere  both 
had  become  intolerably  familiar  to  him,  and  caught 
the  trembling  penitent  in  his  arms  to  hush  her 
tears  and  terrors,  on  the  breast  from  which  she  had 
too  long,  by  her  own  sentence,  been  banished. 

This  blessed  event  had  been  brought  about  by  the 
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judicious  and  affectionate  management  of  Susanna 
and  Judith — though  the  former  had  much  the  largest 
share  in  it.  Scarcely  had  she  returned  to  Stratford, 
when,  unknown  to  any  one,  she  made  for  the  cottage 
at  Shottery,  where,  if  a  rough  reception  awaited 
her,  she  contrived,  by  good  management,  to  get  it 
passed  over  without  any  ill  consequences;  and, 
taking  advantage  of  the  absence  of  the  three  har- 
pies, who  were  as  usual  jaunting  it  together  some 
few  miles  off,  she  commenced  her  advances  towards 
the  object  nearest  her  heart.  They  were  less  ill  re- 
ceived than  she  had  expected;  and,  at  her  next 
visit,  which  she  so  timed  as  to  avoid  her  aunts,  she 
pushed  forward  more  boldly,  with  such  satisfactory 
results,  that,  on  the  next  occasion  of  her  coming,  she 
took  Judith  with  her,  and  their  united  represen- 
tations and  entreaties  effected  every  thing  that  was 
desired. 

Aunt  Prateapace  managed  to  gain  intelligence 
of  the  reconciliation,  and  hastened  with  her  two 
allies  to  their  kinswoman  to  use  all  their  influence 
to  prevent  it ;  but,  when  they  arrived  at  the  cottage, 
there  were  persons  there  they  little  expected  meet- 
ing. Master  Shakspeare  had  gladly  proceeded  to 
the  dwelling,  which  had  so  often  rose  up  in  his  re- 
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veries  to  bring  him  pleasant  remembrances  of  the 
pleasant  hours  he  had  once  known  in  it,  and  a 
large  party  of  humble  friends  had  been  collected  to 
welcome  him  back  to  his  old  threshold.  When  the 
three  mischief-makers  made  their  appearance,  they 
were  horribly  astonished  at  seeing  the  room  filled 
with  company,  over  whom  the  object  of  their  bitter 
calumnies  was  presiding  like  a  host,  with  both 
power  and  wish  to  make  his  guests  happy  around 
him.  Prominent  amongst  these  were  Tommy  Hart 
and  his  merry  helpmate ;  Cuthbert  Dredger  and 
his  son  3  Jasper  Broadfoot ;  Peg  o*  the  Twiggen 
Bottle,  and  her  old  acquaintance  with  the  triple 
chin ;  Quiney  and  his  affectionate  partner ;  Susanna 
and  Jonas  Tietape. 

After  a  stare  of  intolerable  astonishment  at  the 
company,  the  three  worthies  stared  as  fixedly  at 
each  other.  The  company  looked  as  though  they 
enjoyed  their  confusion ;  one  or  two  wore  a  grave 
aspect,  a  few  seemed  inclined  for  sport ;  and,  when 
the  old  Jezabels  looked  at  young  Quiney,  or  Tommy 
Hart,  or  Jonas  Tietape,  they  found  faces  so  dis- 
guised by  the  extravagant  grimaces  with  which 
each  strove  to  rival  the  other,  that  they  knew  not 
what  strange  animals  they  had  got  amongst. 
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"  O'  the  dickens  P  exclaimed  Aunt  Prateapaoe, 
who  was  not  easily  abashed.  "  Who  would  ha?e 
thought  of  meeting  here  so  pleasant  a  company  ? 
There  is  Tom  Quiney,  as  I  live  !"  At  this  recog- 
nition, the  aforesaid  Tom  put  his  visage  into  a  hor- 
rible squint.  "How  fare  you,  Tommy  Hart?" 
continued  she,  whereupon  little  Tommy  set  up  a 
squint  more  horrible  still.  "  And  my  merry  gossip, 
Jonas  Tietape  1  how  goes  all  with  you  ?"  Jonas 
answered  only  with  so  unnatural  a  contortion  of 
eyes,  nose,  and  mouth,  that  such  as  had  with  great 
difficulty  kept  a  serious  aspect  could  restrain  them- 
selves no  longer,  and  there  was  a  general  laugh. 

"  Let  us  off  to  the  church-ale  at  Wilmecote," 
said  Aunt  Gadabout ;  "  I  warrant  you  we  shall  be 
more  welcome  there  than  here." 

44  Go  hang  thyself  for  an  old  fool !"  exclaimed 
Aunt  Breedbate,  evidently  bursting  with  rage  and 
spite.  "  What  care  I  for  their  welcome  ?  Anne 
hath  not  the  spirit  of  a  woman,  that's  plain." 
Here  young  Quiney  set  up  a  caterwauling.  "  But, 
if  she  fancyeth  being  trampled  on,  I  doubt  not 
she'll  have  enough  of  it,  poor  wretch  !"  At  this 
Tommy  Hart  addeth  an  exquisite  attempt  at  ca- 
terwauling in  a  higher  key.  "  She's  an  unthankful, 
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false,  worthless,  vile,  treacherous  jade  as  ever  was 
born ;  her  fine  husband  will  find  that  out,  I  can 
tell  him.  God  give  her  grace  to  mend  her  ways, 
say  I !  for  the  villany  I  have  known  of  her..."  She 
was  interrupted  by  such  a  terrible  burst  of  cat- 
music  from  Jonas  Tietape,  as  though  a  fight  of 
tabbies  had  broken  out  more  general  than  had  ever 
been  known.  Thereupon  young  Quiney  and  Tommy 
Hart  joined  in  full  chorus,  which  made  so  intole- 
rable a  din,  Talbot,  who  had  hitherto  regarded  the 
whole  scene  in  silent  wonder,  rose  up  and  com* 
menced  howling  with  all  his  might,  and  some  of 
the  company  were  glad  to  put  their  hands  to  their 
ears,  the  rest  having  enough  to  do  holding  their 
sides. 

The  three  worthies  waited  not  for  any  thing  else. 
They  bounced  out  of  the  house  like  very  furies ; 
but,  ere  they  had  well  got  into  the  road,  commenced 
so  fierce  a  quarrel  amongst  themselves,  as  to  who 
was  to  blame  for  this  misbehaving  of  their  kinswo- 
man, that  for  the  first  time  since  they  had  been  to- 
gether, they  would  have  none  of  each  other's  com- 
pany. It  may  be  here  added,  that  soon  after  this 
they  found  themselves  so  ill  received  wherever  they 
went,  that  they  thought  it  best  to  leave  Shuttery. 
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Each  proceeded  in  fe  different  direction,  and  for  the 
rest  of  their  lives  never  again  entered  into  that 
neighbourhood. 

Perchance  the  reader  will  not  object  in  this 
place  to  diverge  a  little  from  the  current  of  the 
narrative,  to  follow  the  fortunes  of  one  of  his  espe- 
cial acquaintances  —  the  young  physician.  It  has 
been  shown  how  he  went  to  the  French  king's  city 
of  Paris,  to  be  physician  to  the  embassador.  When 
Sir  George  Carew  returned  home.  Dr.  John  Hall 
was  recommended  to  a  great  nobleman  of  France, 
with  whom  he  travelled  into  the  Low  Countries. 
He  ultimately  left  Flanders  for  England.  On  his 
landing  he  made  directly  for  London,  where,  as  he 
approached,  he  was  sensible  of  some  unpleasant 
feelings.  What  further  annoyances  might  be  in 
store  for  him  he  had  yet  to  learn,  but  the  subject 
was  one  he  could  not  think  of  without  many  dis- 
cordant associations.  It  chanced,  as  he  entered 
London  by  the  Oxford  road  early  in  the  morning, 
he  descried  a  great  assemblage  of  persons  pushing 
towards  him  with  a  horrid  yelling  and  screaming : 
— "Prythee,  good  friend,"  said  he,  to  one  of  a 
group  wh©  were  passing  close  to  him,  "  what 
meaneth  this  commotion  ?" 
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"  Know  you  not,  valiant  sir,"  replied  the  other, 
seemingly  in  some  astonishment,  "  that  this  is  the 
morning  of  the  execution  ?" 

"  A  morning  which  all  London  have  been  think- 
ing of  this  last  fortnight,  or  more,"  added  a  middle- 
aged  flauntingly-dresssd  female  beside  him.  Dr. 
Hall  recognised  the  voice.  It  was  one  he  had  often 
heard.  It  was  that  of  Tabitha  Thatchpole,  of 
Golden  Lane.  He,  however,  stood  in  no  fear  of 
being  recognised,  as  in  the  last  few  years  he  had 
greatly  altered.  He  briefly  mentioned  that  he  had 
been  but  scarcely  a  day  in  England.  This  made 
the  other  communicative. 

He  stated  that  in  the  midst  of  the  approaching 
crowd  two  of  the  horriblest  criminals  ever  heard  of 
were  being  conducted  to  Tyburn. 

"I  would  not  have  believed  it,"  said  Mistress 
Thatchpole;  "had  it  not  been  so  clearly  proved 
against  them.  They  were  among  my  most  familiar 
gossips.  Alack,  who  would  have  thought,  after 
such  pleasant  hours  passed  with  them,  that  I  should 
go  so  far  to  see  them  hanged  !  In  sooth,  'tis  a 
strange  world,  excellent  sir.  This  noble  soldier, 
Captain  Swashbuckler,  is  my  husband." 

"  A  liiaster  of  fence  to  the  Czar  of  Muscovy,  and 
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to  the  Emperor  of  China,  at  your  service,  valiant 
sir,"  whispered  the  cast  captain. 

"  And  we  have  known  these  villanous  wretches 
as  familiarly  as  we  have  known  each  other,*  added 
the  female.  "  But  it  was  clean  impossible  any  one 
could  have  dreamt  of  the  villany  they  practised. 
As  for  Mistress  Millicent " 

"  Millicent  who  ?"  demanded  the  young  physi- 
cian earnestly. 

"  Why  the  intolerable  base  wretch  who,  with  her 
horribly  infamous  father,  Doctor  Posset,  as  he  was 
styled,  are  now  about  to  suffer  the  punishment  dun 
to  such  abominable  wickedness  as  they  have  been 
guilty  of  during  a  long  course  of  secret  poisonings, 
by  which  it  has  been  proved  they  got  great  gains." 

On  hearing  this,  Doctor  Hall  strove  to  put  his 
horse  in  another  direction,  but  he  was  encompassed 
by  the  crowd,  and  he  was  obliged  to  wait  till  it  had 
passed.  The  intelligence  he  had  heard  was  but  too 
true.  An  inquiry  into  the  mysterious  death  of  a 
nobleman  excited  suspicion,  a  connexion  having 
been  proved  between  the  widow  and  the  physician's 
daughter.  Sufficient  came  out  in  the  examination 
to  warrant  the  committal  to  prison  of  both  father 
and  daughter.     Evidences  of  their  guilt  were  dis- 
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covered  in  the  little  back  chamber  in  the  house  in 
Golden  Lane,  which  contained,  in  a  secret  press,  a 
collection  of  the  most  subtle  poisons,  with  every  ap- 
paratus for  weighing,  measuring,  and  mixing ;  and 
it  was  proved  in  the  trial  that,  under  cover  of  being 
a  physician,  the  self-styled  doctor  had  for  many 
years  securely  carried  on  the  trade  of  a  secret  poi- 
soner, in  which  his  daughter  had  actively  assisted, 
among  others  having  been  employed  for  that  pur- 
pose by  the  infamous  Countess  of  Rochester. 

It  was  in  vain  Doctor  Hall  strove  to  keep  his 
horse  out  of  the  press ;  the  yelling  and  shouting  so 
increased,  the  animal  became  almost  unmanage- 
able ;  and,  in  a  state  of  horror  not  to  be  conceived, 
he  found  himself  so  close  to  the  sledge  on  which  the 
criminals  were  being  dragged  to  the  gallows,  that 
he  could  distinguish  their  haggard,  ghastly  features. 
He  closed  his  eyes,  a  sense  of  suffocation  seemed  to 
overwhelm  him,  and  he  knew  not  how  he  got  out 
of  the  crowd,  or  completed  his  journey  to  his  inn  in 
Smithfield,  for  afterwards  all  seemed  a  blank. 

It  may  here  be  added,  that  these  villanous 
wretches  were  hanged  at  Tyburn,  according  to 
their  sentence,  after  having  confessed  to  a  series  of 
murders  by  secret  poisoning  that  made  the  very 
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blood  run  cold  to  hear.  Such  was  the  detestation  felt 
by  the  citizens  for  their  hellish  practices,  that  the 
house  in  which  they  dwelt  was  presently  razed  to  the 
ground ;  and,  for  many  years  afterwards,  many  an 
awful  tale  was  told  of  the  dark  practices  of  the 
secret  poisoners  of  Barbican.  The  rest  of  the 
family  disappeared,  and  were  never  more  heard  of. 
It  was  not  till  he  found  himself  in  the  genial 
society  of  his  fast  friend,  Master  Shakspeare,  a 
welcome  visiter  at  New  Place,  that  Doctor  Hall 
could  get  out  of  his  mind  the  terrible  end  of  the 
base  wretch,  whose  villanous  arts  had  cast  such 
a  blight  upon  his  youth.  There,  however,  he 
speedily  regained  his  wonted  composure.  Cheerful 
society,  continued  intercourse  with  minds  of  a  pure 
and  lofty  character,  could  not  fail  to  elevate  his 
own.  He  soon  found  himself  taking  a  deep  inte- 
rest in  matters  that  entirely  led  him  away  from  the 
past ;  and,  as  this  grew  more  engrossing,  the  influ- 
ence of  the  latter  entirely  disappeared.  But  the 
restoration  of  his  mind  to  its  native  tranquillity  he 
owed  rather  to  the  daughter  than  to  the  father. 
Ever  since  their  mutual  attendance  at  the  sick  bed 
of  the  honoured  inmate  of  the  dwelling  in  the  Clink 
Liberty,  they  had  entertained  a  most  favourable 
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opinion  of  each  other  from  the  amiable  qualities 
they  exhibited. 

Many  a  miserable  hour  had  been  brightened  by 
a  recollection  of  the  gentle,  self-denying  creature 
with  whom  the  young  physician  had  shared  so 
many  anxious  vigils  at  the  bedside  of  Master  Shak- 
speare :  and  it  may  also  be  said  that,  in  the  bril- 
liant scenes  in  which  she  afterwards  moved,  Su- 
sanna did  not  forget  the  grave,  pure-minded  youth, 
whose  devotion  to  her  parent  had  so  entirely  won 
her  esteem.  On  their  meeting  under  happier  au- 
spices, these  favourable  estimates  of  each  were  much 
strengthened.  They  now  possessed  ample  oppor- 
tunities of  studying  each  other's  disposition,  and 
every  day  they  gave  to  the  task  increased  their 
admiration. 

They  were  necessarily  thrown  much  into  each 
other's  society  under  circumstances  which  allowed 
the  cultivation  of  the  most  agreeable  impressions. 
Master  Shakspeare  was  ever  intent  on  setting  afoot 
some  pleasant  pastime  in  which  all  those  around 
him  might  join.  One  day,  a  party  went  a-bird- 
ing  to  Tiddington,  another  a- hunting  in  Drayton 
Bushes,  a  third  a-fishing  by  the  meadows  near 
Welford,  a  fourth  they  would  proceed  to  fly  their 


£14  THE  SCC&HT  FA&SIOV. 

hawks  along  the  river  by  Ludiagton  ;  then  they 
would  take  rambles,  perchance,  to  Hampton  Lucy, 
or  Lower  Clapton,  or  Bardon  Hill,  a  summer-day's 
stroll  iti  the  woods,  or  a  moonlit  walk  on  the  batiks 
of  the  Avon.  In  all  such  cases,  Master  Doctor 
Hall  and  Mistress  Susanna  Shakspe&re  frequently 
found  themselves  together,  taking  exceeding  delight 
in  each  other's  observations.  Although  since  hi* 
appearance  she  was  observed  to  be  a  shad*  less 
grave  than  shs  had  been  for  some  months,  she  was 
far  from  being  the  same  careless* hearted  being  she 
had  seemed  during  her  appearance  at  the  court  of 
France. 

The  young  physician  seemed  to  possess  unusual 
buoyancy.  The  vast  stores  of  learning  he  had  ac- 
cumulated he  gave  out  with  liberal  hand,  and  took 
his  share  in  the  conversation  with  the  many  noble 
spirits  continually  appearing  at  Master  Shakspeare's 
hospitable  board,  in  a  way  that  shewed  he  was  not 
unworthy  of  such  fellowship. 

Their  mutual  liking  had  been  of  long  standing, 
but  it  appeared  as  though  warmer  feelings  were 
now  exercising  their  influence.  This  was  not  so 
plainly  visible  in  their  conversation  as  in  their  ge- 
neral bearing  towards  each  other.     There  was  a 
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constant  attention  paid  by  the  one  to  the  other's 
feelings  and  sentiments.  Neither  expressed  the 
emotions  the  other  had  inspired,  but  a  thousand 
graceful  attentions  gave  evidence  of  their  existence. 
They  were,  however,  becoming  much  too  strong  to 
remain  longer  undeclared. 

It  chanced  that,  in  one  of  their  customary  moon* 
lit  rambles,  which  had  been  prolonged  somewhat 
beyond  the  usual  time,  they  conversed  in  that  low, 
earnest  tone  used  only  where  the  speaker  speaketh 
to  the  heart  rather  than  to  the  ear.  The  subject, 
either  by  accident  or  design,  was  the  possibility  of 
the  existence  of  a  second  attachment,  after  the  first 
had  ended  in  horrible  disappointment  The  young 
physician,  with  deep  earnestness,  and  a  tremor  in 
his  voice  that  bespoke  the  powerful  interest  he  felt 
in  his  subject,  was  expressing  his  arguments  in 
favour  of  the  mind  and  heart  recovering  themselves 
even  after  the  terriblest  shock. 

Susanna  listened  with  unusual  attention.  Her 
eyes  were  directed  to  the  ground,  and  her  com- 
plexion seemed  a  shade  paler  than  ordinary. 
There  was  a  balmy  freshness  in  the  air,  peculiarly 
welcome  after  a  sultry  day ;  and  the  stars  shone 
in  the  clear  heavens  with  a  brightness  that  seemed 
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truly  magical.  The  mill  and  the  mill-stream 
looked  bathed  in  an  atmosphere  of  liquid  silver, 
that  gleamed  over  the  river,  and  on  the  neighbour- 
ing barn,  the  trees,  and  the  town  and  church 
spreading  out  in  the  near  distance*  In  brief,  it 
was  a  landscape,  which  lacked  nothing  but  a  paii 
of  lovers  to  appear  a  very  paradise  upon  earth,  It 
can  hardly  be  said  that  there  was  any  thing  of 
such  a  sort  wanted  here.  If  the  two  who  walked 
so  quietly  through  this  unfrequented  path  were 
not  lovers,  they  were  in  a  state  as  near  to  loving 
as  it  was  possible  for  them  to  be  in. 

"  Methinks,"  continued  he,  "  nature  would  be 
losing  sight  of  justice,  were  the  heart,  that  hath 
already  been  once  strongly  acted  upon  to  no  end 
but  its  own  deep  unhappiness,  never  to  know  the 
genuine  taste  of  that  extreme  bliss  of  the  which  it 
hath  been  wilfully  cheated.  That  it  doth  so  hap- 
pen cannot  be  denied;  for,  in  some,  the  shock 
which  misused  affection  endureth  is  of  that  ter- 
rible sort  that  it  bringeth  all  to  one  confused 
ruin ;  but  as,  in  the  physical  world,  we  see  after 
the  fiercest  tempests  the  landscape  look  more 
lovely  than  ever,  so  in  the  moral  world  these  rude 
tornadoes  may  spend  their  fury,  yet  in  time  there 
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shall  arise  sensations,  hopes,  and  wishes,  of  that 
goodlier  sort  no  appreciation  can  fully  appraise. 
The  clouds  have  passed  off;  the  atmosphere  hath 
become  clear ;  the  mind  rebounds  from  the  severe 
pressure  that  had  fallen  on  it  to  an  elevation  far 
above  its  ordinary  level ;  and  the  sense  of  enjoy- 
ment becomes  the  more  active,  it  being,  as  it  were, 
a  rebound  from  the  sense  of  misery  which  pre- 
ceded it." 

Susanna  still  listened  with  downcast  eyes. 

"  If  any  one  look  carefully  to  the  laws  which 
govern  the  great  sphere  we  inhabit,  there  will  be 
found  to  be  a  carefully  adjusted  system  of  com- 
pensation. No  injury  is  done  for  which  a  recom- 
pense is  not  offered.  No  loss  is  sustained  which 
is  not  followed  by  a  gain.  The  leaves  that  the 
autumnal  blast  tears  from  the  boughs,  form,  during 
winter,  a  source  of  nourishment  and  warmth  to  the 
roots.  The  fire  that  destroyed  an  impassable  tan- 
gled thicket,  where  there  grows  nothing  wholesome, 
creates  a  soil  that  will  speedily  produce  the  richest 
verdure.  Wherever  there  is  evil,  be  sure  there 
is  some  good  at  hand  to  neutralise  it.  It  is  not 
enough  to  know,  that  the  bee  that  stingeth  you 
can  sting  you  no  more ;  the  true  satisfaction  lieth 

VOL.  III.  L 
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in  learning  he  possesses  a  honey-bag,  that  is  at 
once  the  best  remedy  for  the  wound,  and  the  ex- 
quisitest  gratification  to  the  taste.  When  you  are 
tossed  in  a  storm  that  mingleth  sea  and  sky  toge- 
ther, you  may  draw  comfort  from  the  conviction 
that  the  same  mighty  force  which  plungeth  your 
ship  into  the  trough  of  the  sea,  sends  her  careering 
over  the  next  mountainous  billow,  a  good  step 
towards  a  secure  port." 

The  speaker  paused,  but  he  heard  neither  reply 
nor  comment. 

"  And  touching  our  inward  natures,"  said  he. 
"  It  standeth  to  reason  that  the  same  beneficence 
should  equally  preside  there.  Surely  there  is  a 
fund  to  draw  upon  in  case  of  reverses :  and  that 
he  who  is  a  bankrupt  in  heart  shall  find  means  to 
begin  the  world  again  with  fairer  hopes  than  ever. 
Perchance  I  shall  be  better  understood,  if  I  put 
the  case  in  this  sort."  At  this  part  his  voice 
began  to  falter  somewhat  '*  I  will  say  that  I 
have  loved — loved  wholly  and  most  passionately ; 
but  have  been  made  the  victim  of  the  most  con- 
summate craft  and  treachery.  My  affections  have 
suffered  shipwreck,  but  Time,  the  consoler,  hath  at 
last  enabled  me  to  put  to  see  again,  far  away  from 
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any  such  breakers  as  hath  done  me  such  ill  ser- 
vice. Suppose  it  should  chance  to  be  my  good 
fortune  to  meet  with  a  person  so  admirably  dis- 
posed as  yourself,  and,  under  the  influence  of  your 
numberless  sweet  virtues,  I  should  surrender  up 
my  faith,  my  hope,  my  pleasures,  unto  your 
honourable  custody.  Let  it  not  be  conceived  that, 
having  been  robbed  of  my  happiness,  I  am  so 
thorough  a  pauper  in  that  commodity,  I  am  in  the 
state  of  him  who  seeketh  a  provision  out  of  the 
abundance  of  another,  on  the  cluim  of  destitution. 
So  far  from  the  sweet  well  of  human  comfort 
being  exhausted  in  me,  it  is  only  in  that  state 
which  requires  a  touch  of  genuine  sympathy  to 
bring  it  out  in  more  freshness  and  abundance,  than 
followed  the  smiting  of  the  rock  by  the  great 
law-giver  of  ancient  time.  Well  then,  excellent 
Susanna;  in  this  case  I  present  myself  before 
you — I  look  to  you  for  the  happiness  I  should 
have  found  elsewhere.  I  require  of  you  to  answer 
whether,  knowing  my  misadventure,  you  can 
assure  yourself  of  the  same  perfectness  of  conten- 
tation,  you  might  have  looked  for  from  one  who 
hath  had  no  experience  in  such  matters.19 

These  words  were  not  expressed  without  some 
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hesitation  on  the  part  of  the  speaker,  and  on 
the  part  of  the  listener,  with  very  evident  embar- 
rassment. At  the  conclusion  of  his  speech,  there 
remained  a  pause  for  some  few  minutes:  the 
silence  was  at  last  broken,  but,  as  it  seemed,  with 
no  small  difficulty. 

"  The  case  you  have  put,"  answered  she,  "  of 
a  surety,  is  well  worthy  of  attention,  and  de- 
mandeth  some  consideration  in  the  answering. 
Before  I  attempt  this,  I  have  much  to  say,  that 
must  be  said.  I  do  not  feel  equal  to  enter  into 
such  a  matter  at  this  moment  Permit  me  some 
sufficient  time  to  think  of  it.  To-morrow,  if  it 
please  y.ou,  we  will  resume  our  walk  in  this  direc- 
tion, when  I  will  unburthen  my  heart  of  a  misery 
which  I  thought  to  have  left  there  undisturbed  for 
the  rest  of  my  days.  Till  then,  bear  with  me, 
1  pray  you." 

The  walk  was  concluded  in  silence,  but  this 
silence  was  more  eloquent  to  the  hearts  of  both, 
than  could  have  been  an  age  of  ordinary  talking. 
Soon  afterwards  they  separated.  Dr.  Hall  pressed 
an  uneasy  pillow  that  night.  There  was  some- 
thing in  the  parting  words  of  Mistress  Susanna, 
that  seemed  pregnant  with  unpleasant  mystery, 
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and  he  thought  it  boded  him  and  his  hopes  of 
happiness  no  good.  She  had  impressed  on  him 
so  firm  a  conviction  of  her  being  essential  to  his 
felicity,  if  ever  that  was  to  be  attained  by  him, 
that  any  thing  that  tended  to  disturb  it  filled  him 
with  intolerable  uneasiness. 

He  waited  all  the  next  day  with  a  sort  of  creep- 
ing dread  upon  him,  and  thought  time  never  hung 
so  heavy  as  in  the  hour  that  interposed  between 
their  meeting.  He  saw  her  not  all  that  day.  As 
the  time  drew  near,  his  uneasiness  increased.  He 
imagined  all  sorts  of  unaccountable  strange  things 
that  were  to  affect  his  hopes.  Doubts  and  mis- 
givings followed  each  other  in  apparently  endless 
succession.  The  hour  at  last  arrived  for  the  cus- 
tomary evening  walk,  but  to  his  exceeding  asto- 
nishment, instead  of  Mistress  Susanna,  came  a 
letter  from  her.  He  opened  it  with  infinite  in- 
quietude, and  read  as  follows  : 

"  I  thought  I  could  have  schooled  myself  into 
the  doing  of  a  task,  which  your  late  advertisement 
to  me  hath  rendered  too  absolute  to  be  avoided ; 
and  finding  I  am  quite  unable  to  the  due  perform- 
ance of  it,  I  must  throw  myself  on  your  indulgence, 
whilst,  with  whatever  humble  craft  of  pen  I  possess, 
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tunate  as  to  declare  itself  a  Providence  protecting 
a  helpless  and  almost  fallen  creature,  I  escaped 
from  a  villany  as  deeply  laid  as  it  was  basely  put 
in  practice.  I  held  my  peace,  for  I  saw  full  well 
my  speaking  might  do  much  mischief,  but  could  do 
no  good.  Of  him  it  is  only  necessary  to  say  that 
he  had  the  grace  to  seem  repentant ;  yet  the  out- 
rage was  too  gross  to  be  so  readily  overlooked  as 
he  expected.  I  bade  him  avoid  me — I  would  have 
none  of  him  from  that  time  forth.  My  heart  ached 
for  it  for  many  a  weary  day  and  sleepless  night, 
but  I  felt  it  was  due  to  myself  to  show  such  a  per- 
son I  possessed  that  sense  of  self-respect  which 
is  the  true  armour  of  proof  to  innocence  and 
purity. 

"  I  will  not  deny  that  you,  sweet  sir,  have  medi- 
cined  most  welcomely  to  the  devouring  misery, 
which,  for  no  inconsiderable  time,  looked  to  have 
marked  me  for  its  prey.  The  influence  of  your 
worthiness  has  fallen  on  my  path  like  a  sunshine, 
and  the  shadow  that  seemed  impenetrable  is  now 
dispersing  rapidly  away.  I  deeply  regret  that  the 
heart  you  have  done  me  the  honour  to  desire  is  too 
battered  and  bruised  to  be  worthy  of  your  pos- 
sessing ;    but,  if  you  be  in  the  same  mood  after  the 
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perusal  of  what  is  here  writ  down,  be  i 
as  far  as  your  happiness  can  be  secured  by  so 
a  source  of  enjoyment,  there  shall  be  nothing  w 
ing  to  hold  it  as  securely  as  ever  happiness 
held  in  this  world.  And  so  fere  you  well,  s 
sir,  till  we  meet  on  the  morrow  !" 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

Ease  and  wine 
Have  bred  these  bold  tales  r  Poets,  when  they  rage, 
Tarn  gods  to  men,  and  make  an  hoar  an  age ; 
Bat  I  will  give  a  greater  state  and  glory, 
And  raise  to  time  a  noble  memory. 

Bbadmont  and  Flbtchbr. 

How  was  this 
Contrived?    Who  helped  thee  in  the  plot?    Discover. 

Massinobr. 

Thou  shalt 
Along  with  me,  and  as  a  Queen  be  honoured. 

Ibid. 

Id  the  long  winter  evenings,  it  became  the  cus- 
tom at  New  Place  to  cheer  away  the  hours  with 
all  manner  of  pleasant  sports,  Master  Shakspeare 
being  ever  ready  to  set  an  example  of  such  plea- 
santry, and  a  jovial  time  it  was  sure  to  be  when  he 
set  the  game  afoot.  Barley-break,  hunt-the- 
slipper,  blind-man's-buff,  hot-cockles,  and  I  know 
not  what  exquisite  pastimes,  were  going  on  in  the 
hall ;  and  of  the  merry  company  who  enjoyed  them- 

l5 


226  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

selves  equally  with  their  host,  be  sure  there  was 
Sir  George  Carew,  our  young  physician,  Susanna 
and  Judith,  Tommy  Hart,   Jonas  Tietape,  and 
Dick  Quiney;    and  the  prodigal  heaps  of  mirth 
with  which  they  garnished  this  pleasantry,  no  pen 
can  sufficiently  express.     When   they  had  tired 
themselves  of  these  several  honest  sports,  they 
would  each  to  his  stool  or  a  corner  of  the  settle, 
and  sit  round  the  hearth,  bantering,  and  jesting, 
and  relating  such  things  worth  the  telling  as  bad 
come  within  their  several  observations.     But  the 
chief  enjoyment  to  the  greater  number  was  the  tel- 
ling of  stories,  as  hath  been  said,  which,  when  they 
got  in  the  humour,  all  were  obliged  to  do  in  turn, 
and  the  listening  to  such  was  found  to  be  as  exqui- 
site pleasure  as  ever  was  known.     Now,  there  was 
some  marvellous  thrilling  narrative  from  the  host 
which   sent  them  to  their    beds  brimming  with 
wonder,  pleasure,  and  admiration ;    anon  came  a 
strange  eventful  adventure  among  the  wild  Irish, 
or  some  glance  into  court  life  by  Sir  George  Carew. 
Next  followed  some  touching  tale  of  love  by  Judith 
or  Susanna;    Jonas  Tietape,  Dick  Quiney,  and 
Tommy  Hart,  would  be  content  only  with  tales  of 
mirth  ;    and  such  mirth  was  put  forth  in  them  as 
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would  have  stirred  a  bed- ridden  weaver  out  of  his 

melancholy.     Joan,  too,  could  not  choose  to  be  in 

as  merry  a  key  as  her  husband ;    and  our  young 

physician  threw  variety  into  the  series  by  narrating 

scenes  of  sorrow  and  suffering  he  had  had  notice  of 

whilst  practising  the  art  of  healing  in  England 

and  France. 

Of  the  stories  that  formed  the  entertainment  of 

this  merry  circle,  it  so  chances  that  the  reader 

cannot,  at  this  present,  have  a  choicer  sample  of 

them  than  can  be  found  in  the  one  here  given, 

which  was  one  night  related  by  the  fireside  by  no 

less  a  person  than  Sir  George  Carew,  and  called  by 

him 

THE  COURT  FOOL. 

In  a  goodly  chamber,  well  hung  with  costly  arras 
that  was  in  the  palace  of  Hatfield,  there  sat  a  lady 
of  a  very  commendable  aspect,  though  it  wore  an 
expression  somewhat  serious  withal.  She  was  young 
— that  is  to  say,  nigh  unto  five -and -twenty  years  of 
age,  and  looked  to  be  of  a  fair  stature.  Her  hair, 
of  a  light  red  tint,  whereof  the  greater  portion  was 
concealed  under  a  small  caul  of  gold  thread,  was 
combed  up  from  the  forehead,  showing  a  right  deli- 
cate complexion,  and  a  brow  of  a  famous  thought. 
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fulness.     Her  dress  was  a  close-vested  robe  of  8 
sober  colour,  and  without  ornament,  that  had  no- 
thing noticeable  about  it,  save  its  extreme  sim- 
plicity;   indeed,  in    her    whole  attiring,   seemly 
though  it  was,  there  was  evidence  of  a  wonderful 
modesty  in  the  wearer,  and  a  marvellous  freedom 
from  that  common  vanity  of  the  sex  that  delighteth 
in  the  wearing  of  gaudy  apparel.     She  sat  in  a 
cushioned  arm-chair  of  carved  oak,  close  upon  the 
hearth,  seemingly  as  if  gazing  upon  the  log  that  was 
burning  on  the  fire-dogs — for  it  was  the  17th  No- 
vember — holding  in  her  lap  what  looked  to  be  a 
missal,  or  other  work  of  the  like  kind,  used  by  Ca- 
tholics in  their  devotions  ;    and  she  wore  a  rosary 
round  her  neck,  to  the  which  there  was  affixed  an 
ivory  cross.    This  was  no  other  than  the  Lady  Eliza- 
beth, at  that  time  residing  in  a  sort  of  honourable 
durance  at  the  royal  palace  of  Hatfield,  by  com- 
mand of  her  sister,  Queen  Mary,  who,  out  of  fear 
that  the  Protestants   of  the  kingdom   would,  in 
consequence  of  her  highness's  persecution  of  them, 
rise  in  rebellion,  and  drive  her  from  the  throne,  to 
place  the  Lady  Elizabeth  thereon,  did  treat  her 
with  a  monstrous  lack  of  sisterly  affection,  kept  her 
a  prisoner,  and  sought  always  to  make  her  disavow 
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any  participation  in  the  principles  of  the  Reformed 
faith ;  of  which  the  end  was,  that  the  poor  lady 
did  lead  a  roost  unhappy  life. 

Doubtless  was  she  reflecting  upon  her  distressed 
condition  at  that  time,  and  imagining  of  some 
means  whereby  she  might  escape  the  snares  with 
which  her  enemies  did  encompass  her  all  around. 
Presently  she  pulled  from  her  bodice  a  letter,  which, 
first  taking  of  a  hasty  glance  around  the  room  to 
see  that  she  was  watched  of  none,  she  opened,  and 
quickly  began  to  read.     It  was  to  this  effect : — 

"  Count  me  not  a  laggard,  or  one  unmindful  of 
your  interests,  I  pray  you  ;  for,  though  I  have  not 
writ  to  you  so  long  a  time,  it  hath  been  entirely 
because  of  my  poor  wit  not  being  able  to  discover 
such  conveyance  as  would  warrant  me  risking  a 
letter.  Methinks  now  I  have  hit  upon  such  a  plan 
as  must  be  the  very  safest  of  all  under  the  circum- 
stances of  the  case.  The  bearer  hereof  is  trust- 
worthy, and  is  not  like  to  be  suspected.  You  may 
say  to  him  what  your  necessities  require  of  you, 
the  which  he  will,  with  a  proper  cunning,  and  with 
all  convenient  speed,  transmit  to  me ;  and  at  the 
next  favourable  opportunity  count  upon  having  my 
answer  at  his  hands." 
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At  the  perusal  of  this  passage,  the  Lady  Eli- 
zabeth  brake  off,  and  looked  to  be  considering  of 
the  matter  for  a  minute  or  so;  anon  she  read 
on: — 

"  To  my  certain  knowledge,  you  will  be  placed  in 
great  jeopardy,  mind  you  not  how  you  carry  your- 
self. My  lord  cardinal  appeareth  to  be  sick  of  the 
slaughter  that  hath  been  going  on  among  the  suf- 
fering Protestants  of  this  now  unhappy  country ; 
but  Bonner  only  getteth  to  be  more  sanguinary, 
the  more  Christian  blood  he  is  allowed  to  shed. 
Her  highness,  as  I  think,  affects  the  counsels  of 
this  recreant  bishop,  more  than  she  does  those  of 
Pole ;  and  I  oft-times  tremble  for  your  safety,  for 
the  loss  of  Calais  hath  made  her  temper  most  inhu- 
man and  bearish.  Doubtless  they  will  strive  for 
the  making  a  convert  of  you.  Regard  not  their 
efforts  with  too  great  an  indifference  ;  rather  seek 
to  make  them  believe  that  you  are  ready  to  be 
convinced,  should  they  afford  you  proper  argument 
for  it.  In  this  way  shall  you  gain  time,  which  is 
of  vital  moment,  and  keep  them  from  all  excuse  of 
violent  measures.  Remember  how  many  look  to 
you  for  the  rescuing  of  unhappy  England  from  the 
Philistines,  by  whom  she  is  oppressed,  and  be  not 
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regardless  of  a  life  so  dear  to  so  vast  a  multi- 
tude. 

"  From  your  humble,  poor  servant 
"  at  commandment, 

"  W.  C." 

The  Lady  Elizabeth,  after  carefully  reading  of 
this  epistle  some  two  or  three  times,  with  a  counte- 
nance which  showed  she  was  pondering  on  its  con- 
tents, stood  up  and  dropped  it  into  the  fire  ;  then, 
after  watching  it  till  it  burned  out,  and,  re-seating 
of  herself,  she  appeared  to  be  intent  upon  perusing 
the  little  book  she  had  a  while  since  held  in  her 
lap. 

"  I  pry  thee  hold  thy  prate  !"  exclaimed  a  gen- 
tleman of  a  pleasant  cheerful  countenance,  and 
somewhat  worshipful  presence,  as  he  entered  at 
the  door.  He  was  closely  followed  by  as  merry- 
looking  an  object  as  eye  could  desire  to  gaze  on. 
He  wore  a  parti-coloured  coat,  fastened  round  the 
body  with  a  girdle,  having  a  hood  to  it,  partly 
covering  the  head,  and  surmounted  with  ass's 
ears  ;  below  his  coat  he  had  on  close  breeches, 
with  hose  of  different  colours  on  each  leg ;  and  in 
his  hand  he  carried  a  short  stick,  with  an  inflated 
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bladder  at  one  end,  and  a  carving  like  unto  a  fool's 
head  at  the  other.  He  came  into  the  room,  whirling 
of  his  stick,  making  strange  grimaces  and  ridicu- 
lous antics  behind  the  person  he  followed. 

"I  prythee  hold  thy  prate,"' repeated  the  gen- 
tleman, but  not  as  if  in  any  way  out  of  humour. 

"  That  will  I,  master,"  replied  the  other,  with  a 
famous  grave  countenance  ;  "  be  you  so  civil  as  to 
show  me  at  which  end  I  be  to  hold  it ;"  and  then 
he  suddenly  brake  out  into  singing  : — 

"  My  leman  and  I  fell  out,  perdie ! 

With  my  hey  nonnie,  nonnie,  O  ! 
For  love  will  not  last  every  day, 
And  the  summer  grass  soon  tarns  to  hay, 

With  my  hey  nonnie — n 

"  Hast  no  better  singing  than  that  in  a  lady's 
hearing  ?"  exclaimed  his  master,  turning  round 
upon  him  rather  sharply. 

"  Ay,  marry  have  I  —  brave  singing,  I  warrant 
you,  if  it  please  her  ladyship  to  be  in  a  brave  hu- 
mour," answered  he;  "I  have  songs  of  every 
colour  in  the  rainbow,  for  all  the  several  sorts  of 
fancies ;  and  some  that  be  parti-coloured,  for  such 
as  God  hath  blessed  with  an  infinite  proper  dispo- 
sition after  motley." 
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"How  canst  talk  of  the  colours  of  songs,  fool?" 
asked  the  gentleman.  "  That  must  needs  be  out 
of  all  reasonable  conceit,  seeing  that  songs  are 
made  up  of  sounds  that  cannot  be  judged  by  the 
eye.  "  Please  you,  my  lady,"  added  he,  as  he  ad- 
vanced courteously  to  the  Lady  Elizabeth,  who, 
undisturbed  by  the  entrance  of  her  visiters,  seemed 
still  to  be  perusing  of  the  book  she  held  in  her 
hand,  u  seeing  that  your  ladyship  hath  grown  ex- 
ceeding melancholy  of  late,  I  have  taken  into  my 
service  this  varlet,  at  a  friend's  recommendation, 
hoping  he  may  afford  you  such  entertainment  as 
may  render  your  way  of  life  somewhat  the  more 
agreeable  to  you,  than  I  am  fearful  it  hath  been 
for  this  several  weeks  past/' 

u  Truly,  Sir  Thomas  Pope,  I  am  much  beholden 
to  you,"  answered  the  lady,  graciously.  "  It  is 
long  since  my  poor  condition  hath  seemed  to  be 
regarded  of  any  in  this  land ;  yet  happy  am  I  that, 
with  an  untroubled  conscience,  I  can  resign  myself 
to  what  may  come  of  it.  Certes,  methinks  there 
must  be  no  offence  so  great  as  that  of  being  inno- 
cent of  all ;  nevertheless,  it  is  not  in  my  nature  to 
be  altogether  indifferent  to  the  many  great  kind- 
nesses I  have  received  at  your  hands,  the  which, 
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weary  of  my  life  as  I  am,  I  do  hope,  with  God's 
good  help,  I  may  live  to  requite." 

"  Well,  Heaven  hath  been  wonderfully  bountiful 
to  me,  that  be  a  sure  thing!"  cried  the  fool,  with 
a  monstrous  urgency,  as  he  looked  to  be  examining 
of  some  books  upon  a  table  in  the  middle  of  the 
chamber. 

44  How  now,  fool  !"  exclaimed  Sir  Thomas. 

"A  grace  of  God,  lady!"  added  the  other,  in 
the  same  tone  and  manner,  as  be  brought  a  volume 
in  his  hand  for  her  to  look  at.  u  I  pray  you  say 
of  what  this  book  may  be  about,  and  in  what 
tongue  it  be  writ  ?" 

"  It  containeth  divers  select  orations  of  lac- 
erates," replied  she,  "  written  in  very  choice  Greek." 

"  And  this  V  asked  he,  taking  up  another  book. 

"That  is  Sophocles  his  tragedies,  writ  in  the 
same  tongue." 

"  And  this,  and  this  ?"  continued  he,  showing  a 
new  volume,  when  the  last  one  had  been  named. 

"  The  one  is  no  other  than  the  Holy  Evangelists; 
the  other  those  masterpieces  of  eloquence,  the  ora- 
tions of  Demosthenes;  both  also  writ  in  Greek, 
and  very  delectable  reading  for  all  scholar-like  and 
Christian  people." 
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"  And,  I  pray  you,  tell  me  what  be  these  others  ?" 
inquired  the  fool,  pointing  to  many  more  that  were 
upon  the  table. 

"  The  one  nighest  unto  you  is  a  volume  of  Titus 
Livius  his  histories,  in  excellent  good  Latin/'  an- 
swered the  Lady  Elizabeth,  as  courteously  as  if  she 
was  holding  converse  with  some  ripe  scholar  or 
person  of  worship,  instead  of  being  so  close  ques- 
tioned of  an  ignorant  poor  fool,  who  possessed  not 
so  much  learning  as  would  master  a  horn-book. 
"  That  beside  it  is  the  very  moving  and  truly  ad- 
mirable story  of  Amadis  de  Gaul,  writ  in  French  ; 
and  the  two  that  lie  further  off  are  the  pleasant 
tales  of  Boccaccio  and  Bandello,  writ  in  the  Italian 
tongue ;  beside  which  there  are  sundry  right  esti- 
mable volumes  treating  of  religion,  philosophy, 
and  such  other  grave  matters  it  be  necessary  for 
the  wise  and  good  to  know  of ;  and  these  be  writ 
in  the  same  several  languages,  as  well  as  some  that 
be  in  English." 

"  Doubtless,  to  know  all  these  strange  tongues 
requireth  a  wonderful  deal  of  painstaking  and  pa- 
tience ?"  asked  the  other. 

"  They  cannot  be  well  learned  without,  nor  can 
any  be  accounted  truly  wise  that  knoweth  them 
not,"  replied  the  lady. 
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"  Then  they  that  be  fools  have  much  to  be  thank- 
ful for  P  exclaimed  he,  very  heartily. 

"  How  so,  knave  ? "  exclaimed  his  master. 
"  What  have  fools  to  be  thankful  for,  more  than 
wiser  folk?  that  be  clean  contrary  to  common 
sense." 

"  Nay,  by  your  leave,  master,  I  will  prove  it  be- 
yond all  denying,"  replied  the  other,  with  an  ex- 
quisite, solemn,  foolish  face. 

"  Do  so,  then,  and  quickly,  or  I  will  have  thee 
whipped  over  thy  fool's  pate  with  thine  own  bau- 
ble P  added  Sir  Thomas. 

"  Now,  it  be  on  the  face  of  it,  no  man  can  be 
wise  without  he  endure  a  monstrous  deal  of  trouble 
to  make  himself  so." 

"  Well,  varlet !"  exclaimed  his  master. 

"  Now,  this  trouble,  I  take  it,  is  a  thing  that 
they  be  best  off  who  know  least  of;  in  honest  truth, 
it  seemeth  to  be  a  very  pestilent  sort  of  thing,  and 
to  be  eschewed  of  all  men." 

"  What  then,  knave  ?" 

"  This  much,  master.  Methinks  it  be  no  way 
difficult  to  prove  that  a  man  may  beeome  a  fool, 
and  know  not  a  jot  of  trouble  in  the  becoming." 

"  I  doubt  it  not,"  said  the  other,  smiling  at  the 
varlef s  exceeding  gravity. 
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"  It  cometh  naturally,  as  peascods  come  upon 
their  stalks,  or  as  a  calf  seeketh  its  dam — by  a  sort 
of  instinct  as  it  were,  or  disposition  which  a  man 
hath  to  be  a  fool.  Therefore,  not  being  put  to  the 
infinite  trouble  which  waiteth  upon  they  that  seek 
to  be  wise,  they  that  be  fools  have  much  to  be 
thankful  for!" 

"  Truly,  a  fooFs  argument !"  cried  Sir  Thomas, 
laughingly.  "  Dost  not  think,  my  lady,  that  the 
knave  hath  some  shrewdness?"  asked  he,  turning 
to  the  Lady  Elizabeth. 

"  Methinks,  for  a  fool,  he  is  well  enough/'  an- 
swered the  lady,  carelessly,  as  if  she  took  not  much 
interest  in  the  matter.  At  this  the  fool  began  to 
sing,  with  great  earnestness— 

"  Hush  thee,  poor  babe ! — cold  blows  the  wind, 
Thick  falls  the  rain  upon  the  tree ; 
Bat  more  regardless — more  unkind, 
Hath  been  thy  father's  heart  to  me!" 

"  If  thou  canst  not  sing  better  matter  than  that, 
and  be  hanged  to  thee,  thou  hadst  best  come  to  a 
quick  halt  in  thy  singing,"  exclaimed  his  master. 
"  Be  such  miserable  cot-quean  ballads  as  that  the 
properest  sort  of  minstrelsy  for  a  lady's  bower — 
to  say  nought  of  its  unfitness  for  one  of  a  melan- 
choly humour?" 


*  $u*n  thing*  hare  been,  mad  m 
«we  of  it,'*  fflothiiiwi  the  loci,  with 
know.  "  Xow,  there  be  two  kinds  of  ] 
to  wit  jour  fool  bmfcand,  mud  toot  ' 

band ;  of  the  which  roar  fooi  husband  is  ever  in 
wonderful  estimation  of  all  women." 

"  He  must  needs  be  a  fool  who  would  be  »>»kiiig 
me  on  such  an  errand  as  marriage,"  observed  the 
Lady  Elizabeth,  with  a  smile. 

"  But  how  shall  we  distinguish  jour  fool  from 
your  wise  man  ?'  asked  his  master,  evidently  in  a 
most  cheerful  humour. 

"  Hearken  to  their  wives !"  answered  the  other, 
knowingly.  "  If  you  hear  a  wife  call  her  husband 
'  a  brute/  be  sure  she  hath  some  particular  reason 
fort,  there  be  no  gainsaying.  He  is  one  of  your 
wise  men,  out  of  all  doubt,  who  are  ever  at  their 
wives'  kirtles ;  whilst '  the  dear  good  man/  who  is 
*o  cuddled  and  praised  of  his  loving  partner,  is,  be- 
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yond  all  contradiction,  some  estimable  famous  fool 
or  another,  who  heedeth  no  more  his  helpmate's 
goings-on  than  he  does  which  side  of  a  Shrovetide 
pancake  getteth  first  into  his  mouth." 

"  Of  my  life !  Sir  Thomas,  methinks  your  fool 
speaketh  but  uncivilly  of  us  poor  women,*  exclaimed 
the  lady,  yet  not  in  any  way  ungraciously. 

"  Nay,  he  meaneth  no  harm,  be  assured,"  replied 
his  master.  Here  the  fool,  looking  pathetically  on 
the  head  carved  on  his  bauble,  burst  out  a-singing— 

•'  Oh,  torn  away  those  orbs  of  light, 

Else,  as  the  sun,  where  fires  are  blazing, 
Their  brighter  splendour  dim  my  sight, 
And  I  grow  blind  by  rashly  gazing." 

"  I'  faith,  that  would  be  a  pitiful  mishap,  in- 
deed!" cried  the  knight,  with  a  merry  chuckle; 
"  but  I  like  not  the  humour  of  thy  singing  —  it 
soundeth  as  melancholy  as  a  hoarse  cuckoo :  per- 
adventure,  thou  wilt  now  explain  thy  conceit  of 
having  songs  of  all  colours,  affirmed  by  thee  as  we 
entered  my  lady's  chamber.  Thou  hast  some  ex- 
quisite ridiculous  reason  for  it,  Til  be  bound." 

"  Dear  heart !  I  have  reason  enough,  and  to 
spare,  for  any  honest  man,"  replied  the  fool ;  "  and 
yet,  master,  I  make  no  boast  of  it    Forsooth,  there 


tw 


be  ixk  who  think  *tk  a 
aow-o~day?  to  be  a  fool;  bat  be  who  fottn  to 
nj  I  am  prouder  of  it  than  I  oagbt  to  be,  m  a 
thorough  slanderer,  and  a  shallow  poor  kasre,  who 
deaerveth  do  better  bap  tfaaa  Id  hare  his  bains 
beat  out  with  a  fool's  bladder  f* 

a  Well,  knave;  but  to  the  matter ! "  exdaimed 
Sir  Thomas. 

'*  And  was  1117  mother  of  a  very  excellent,  fine 
virtue?"  continued  the  other,  with  increasing  ear- 
nestness. "  Ay,  that  was  she— and  every  one  had 
a  wonderful  appreciation  of  her  exceeding  virtuous- 
new.  Indeed,  it  be  well  known  she  was  sought 
after  by  so  many  husbands,  she  never  had  time  to 
marry  one  of  'era." 

"  That  showeth  the  respect  her  virtue  was  held 
in,  of  a  surety,"  observed  the  knight,  merrily. 
"  But  to  thy  conceit  of  the  colours  !w 

"  Ay,  master,  and  hugely  to  her  credit;  she 
brought  up  a  large  family — and  one  of  'em  is  a 
fool,"  added  he,  assuming  of  some  dignity.  "  Nay, 
it  hath  been  said  by  divers  persons  of  worship,  that 
you  shall  find  him  to  be  as  pretty  a  fool  as  any 
that  live;  but  he  hath  not  the  presumption  to 
think  himself  a  greater  fool  than  his  betters." 
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"  To  thy  reason  of  the  songs,  and  be  hanged  to 
thee !"  cried  Sir  Thomas,  catching  up  the  bauble, 
and  hitting  the  fool  two  or  three  sharp  thumps  over 
the  pate  with  the  bladder,  and  yet  as  if  he  was  in 
a  humour  of  laughing  all  the  time ;  whilst  the 
Lady  Elizabeth,  as  was  evident,  could  not  forbear 
smiling. 

"  Nay,  master,"  exclaimed  the  fool,  ducking  his 
head  here  and  there  to  avoid  the  blows,  **  if  you 
kill  me,  I  doubt  you  will  have  it  a  bit  the  quicker. 
I  will  about  it  o'  the  instant,  please  you  to  stay 
your  thumping ! " 

"  O*  my  word,  I  will  send  thee  to  the  grooms  to 
be  well  cudgelled  of  them,  hear  I  any  more  of 
such  prating,"  said  his  master,  desisting  from  his 
exertions. 

u  I  pray  you  do  not,"  cried  the  other,  with  much 
seriousness.  "  Believe  me,  cudgelling  hath  not 
agreed  with  me  at  any  time.  I  never  took  to 
it  kindly.  But  concerning  of  the  songs  I  will 
speak." 

"  Thou  hadst  best,"  observed  the  knight. 

"  There  be  songs  of  divers  colours,  out  of  all 
doubt,"  continued  the  fool.  <c  In  the  first  place, 
there  is  your  sad- coloured  song,  which  be  no  other 

VOL.  III.  '  M 
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than  a  ballad  that  weareth  a  perpetual  suit  of 
mourning.  It  always  cometfa  close  opoo  the  hseb 
of  a  tragedy,  or  other  doleful  orrasinn,  and  is  ss 
apt  at  a  funeral  as  an  undertaker.  Now  those  tint 
do  most  affect  your  sad-coloured  song  are,  per- 
chance, a  maid  who  hath  lost  her  lover,  or  any  other 
small  matter  there  be  no  likelihood  of  her  recover- 
ing— a  thief  that  hath  his  neck  being  fitted  with 
a  rope's-end — and  a  debtor  that  findeth  himself 
within  four  stone  walls,  and  no  chance  of  getting 
out.  And  thus  sing  they/'  Thereupon,  in  an 
infinite  melancholy  voice,  and  with  a  very  pathetic 
countenance,  he  sung  these  lines : 

"  Ob,  woe  is  me !  oh,  doleful  strait ! 

Now  mine  is  sorrow's  piercing  thorn ; 
Oh,  luckless  boor !— oh,  cruel  fate ! 
Alack  that  erer  I  was  born ! " 

"  In  honest  truth,  there  can  be  no  doubting  of 
what  colour  such  a  song  should  be,"  observed  Sir 
Thomas. 

"  By  my  troth,  it  be  a  very  sad  colour,  indeed,* 
added  the  Lady  Elizabeth,  in  a  like  humour. 

"  An  it  please  you,  my  lady,  so  it  is,"  said  the 
fool.     "  Now  your  flame-coloured  song  is  of  a  clean 
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contrary  sort.  It  be  full  of  heat.  It  burns,  as  it 
were.  In  fact,  its  complexion  be  much  the  same 
as  though  it  were  taken  out  of  the  fire,  red-hot ; 
and  I  doubt  not,  were  it  well  hammered  on  a  black- 
smith's anvil,  there  would  be  sparks  fly  from  it 
presently.  The  matter  of  this  song  be  ever  of  love ; 
therefore,  it  is  no  marvel  that  it  is  in  wonderful 
great  request  of  all  your  young,  your  middle-aged ; 
ay,  and  your  old  oft  affect  it  in  no  small  measure — 
after  such  a  fashion  as  this.'9  Then,  putting  his 
hand  to  his  heart,  he,  with  a  look  of  famous  af- 
feotionateness,  commenced  the  singing  of  these 
words: 

"  As  burning  coal, 

I  find  my  soul 
Doth  glow  with  Love's  divine  desires : 

Bat  in  the  blaze 

Thine  image  plays, — 
A  phoenix  rising  from  its  fires ! " 

*'  Methinks  the  singing  of  such  a  song  should 
save  coal  and  candle  all  the  winter/'  remarked  the 
knight. 

u  V  faith,  the  flame  of  it  seemeth  so  apparent, 
I  marvel  it  burn  not  the  house  over  our  heads  f 
cried  the  lady,  with  a  manner  as  though  quite  for- 
getting of  her  melancholy. 
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"  Certes,  if  the  timbers  be  dry  enough,  lady, 
such  should  be  the  case,"  observed  the  fool,  very 
seriously.     "  Of  other  songs,  that  shall  easily  be 
known  by  their  colours,   there  is  your  watchet- 
coloured   song,   which   cometh   also    of  a   lover's 
fantasy.      In  it  you  may  expect  to  find   all  the 
flowers  of  speech  culled  to  form  a  posy  of  compli- 
ments. Then  cometh  your  yellow  song,  which  hath 
ever  a  very  jaundiced  look  with  it,  and  is  in  huge 
request  with  your  outrageous,  combustious  jealous 
pates,  and  thorough -going  cuckoldy  knaves.    After 
this,  there  is  your  green  song,  which  shall  be  known 
by  its  conceit  of  vegetation,  as— 

"  O,  the  green  willow  ! 
I'll  have  for  my  pillow ; " 

or,  with  a  like  wofulness — 

"  The  green,  green  grass  shall  form  my  bed, 
Alack  and  well-a-day,  O ! 
And  the  cold,  cold  stone  shall  hold  my  head, 
Whilst  worms  ou  me  shall  prey,  O  !  " 

These  be  such  pitiful  ballads  as  are  chosen  of  those 
who  oft-times  take  to  an  ugly  fashion  of  tying  their 
garters  higher  than  need  be ;  or,  like  new-hatched 
ducklings,  rush  to  the  nighest  pond  as  their  proper- 
est  place.     Then,  look  to  encounter  your  orange- 
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tawny  song,  an  exceeding  brave-hearted  ditty — 
free  as  air — with  an  amorous  countenance,  well 
embrowned  with  tropical  sunshine.  Close  upon 
which  cometh  your  nut-brown  song,  which  is  sure 
to  smack  of  a  tankard,  and  is  like  to  be  in  more 
estimation  of  a  tapster,  than  the  whole  Book  of 
Psalms.  They  do  say  it  giveth  more  provocation 
to  drink  than  a  pickled  herring ;  therefore,  will  I 
not  essay  the  singing  of  it,  an  it  please  you,  master, 
else  shall  it  chance  to  make  me  dry,  and  a  dry  fool 
cannot  help  being  as  sorry  a  commodity  as  heart 
could  desire." 

"Gad  a  mercy,  fellow,  thou  sayest  true!"  ex- 
claimed Sir  Thomas,  evidently  amused,  as  seemed 
the  Lady  Elizabeth  also,  with  the  famous  droll  seri- 
ousness with  which  the  fool  spoke  the  last  sentence, 
as  he  appeared  intent  upon  the  examination  of  his 
fingers.  "  But  here  is  a  groat  for  thee,  and,  if  that 
will  not  stay  thy  drought,  get  thee  to  the  buttery, 
and  say  I  sent  thee  for  a  drink  of  good  ale." 

As  the  fool  was  making  his  acknowledgments  for 
his  largess,  which  he  did  in  very  prodigal  fashion, 
there  entered  a  groom  of  the  chambers,  announcing 
the  arrival  of  some  person  who  would  have  instant 
speech  with  Sir  Thomas  Pope  on  a  matter  of  ex- 
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treme  urgency,  whereupon  Sir  Thomas  bade  the 
fool  stay  where  he  was  awhile,  and,  with  a  cour- 
teous speech  to  the  lady,  hoping  the  varlet  might 
afford  her  some  entertainment,  he  presently  took 
his  leave.  No  sooner  was  he  out  of  the  chamber, 
and  the  fool  left  alone  with  the  lady,  than  the  for- 
mer, on  a  sudden  dropping  of  his  appearance  of 
foolishness,  seemed  listening  to  the  retreating  foot- 
steps with  a  countenance  of  intense  interest;  then 
went  he  and  opened  the  door  and  looked  out,  and 
after  that  kept  spying  about  the  arras  hangings 
very  curiously,  the  lady  all  the  while  regarding  him 
with  a  wonderful  earnestness.  In  a  few  minutes 
he  approached  his  companion,  in  a  manner  marvel- 
lous respectful,  and,  going  close  up,  said,  in  a  low 
voice,  "  I  pray  you,  my  lady,  tell  me,  have  you  read 
Sir  William  Cecil's  letter  ? — the  which,  though  it 
hath  been  in  my  hands  ten  days,  could  I  find  no 
opportunity  for  its  safe  deliverance  till  noonday 
yesterday,  when,  as  Sir  Thomas  was  in  close  con- 
verse with  the  priest  in  the  park,  I  slipped  it  in  the 
posy  of  dandelions  and  daisies,  and  such  poor  weeds 
I  was  then  gathering,  and  gave  unto  you." 

"  In  truth,  yes,"  said  the  lady,  still  regarding 
him  closely,  and  speaking  in  an  under-tone;  "I 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  247 

have  read  it,  but  I  marvel  greatly  Sir  William  Cecil 
should  show  such  an  infinite  lack  of  discretion  as 
to  make  choice  of  such  a  messenger.  That  busi- 
ness must  needs  come  to  a  foolish  ending  that  hath 
a  fool  to  meddle  with  it." 

"  I  beseech  you,  my  lady,  take  me  not  for  what 
I  have  appeared/'  replied  the  other,  earnestly. 
?'  This  is  nothing  but  a  device  put  on  for  the  better 
carrying  on  of  our  purposes,  and  watching  over 
your  safety.  Think  not  that  my  worthy  and  ap- 
proved friend,  Sir  William,  would  have  set  me  on 
such  service,  had  he  not  first  looked  narrowly  into 
my  fitness.  I  hope  to  prove  myself  your  assured 
good  servant  and  poor  bondsman ;  hinder  you  not 
my  service.  It  is  an  excellent  fine  plot,  my  lady ; 
and  I  doubt  not  to  carry  it  on  with  such  singular 
cunning,  that  you  shall  reap  by  it  much  benefit, 
and  with  God's  good  help  be  rescued  from  your 
present  toubles." 

C<I  would  your  hope  could  be  accomplished," 
replied  the  Lady  Elizabeth ;  "  but,  I  pray  you,  tell 
me  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  such  ready  zeal  in 
my  behalf/' 

"  My  name  is  Thomas  Challoner,"  answered  he ; 
"  a  poor  gentleman  of  some  small  credit  with  his 
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fellows,  and  not  altogether  deficient  of  that  experi- 
ence— at  least  so  it  hath  been  thought  —  necessary 
to  one  who  is  ambitious  of  devoting  his  life  in  the 
cause  of  the  very  fairest  and  most  excellent  princess 
in  Christendom." 

"  I  heartily  thank  you,  Master  Challoner,"  said 
his  companion,  very  graciously ;  "  I  would  it  were 
in  my  power  to  recompense  you  as  your  great  pains- 
taking, and  ready-thrusting  yourself  into  danger 
for  my  sake,  merit ;  but,  assure  yourself,  I  will  ever 
hold  in  my  heart  a  grateful  remembrance  of  your 
infinite  goodness  towards  me,  and  that  I  live  in  the 
extreme  hope  of  one  day  or  other  making  you  such 
poor  amends  as  my  ability  may  allow." 

"Talk  not  of  it,  I  pray  you,  my  lady,"  ex- 
claimed Master  Challoner,  respectfully.  "  Believe 
me,  the  honour  I  find  in  what  I  have  undertook 
exceedeth  all  that  the  proudest  monarch  could 
bestow  ;  but  rather,  if  it  so  please  you,  for  the  time 
is  precious,  give  me  some  answer  to  the  letter  of 
Sir  William  Cecil." 

"  Tell  him,  then,  from  me,  worthy  sir,  I  have 
done  all  that  he  would  have  me  do,  ere  his  letter  came 
into  my  hands,"  replied  the  Lady  Elizabeth.  '«  This 
same  meddlesome  and  violent  priest,  Master  Dr. 
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Crosier,  whom  I  suspect  Bonner  hath  sent  here  to 
worry  me  into  my  grave,  hath  essayed  all  the  hot- 
test zeal  and  furious  bigotry  could  do  for  my  con- 
version: he  hath  persecuted  me  night  and  morn 
with  the  horriblest  threatenings  and  terriblest  de- 
nunciations, giving  me  reason  to  believe  that  her 
Highness  is  thirsting  for  my  blood,  and  that  nought 
could  ensure  my  safety  but  the  complete  renuncia- 
tion of  my  Protestant  errors,  and  the  declaring  of 
myself  a  member  of  his  infallible  church  :  where- 
upon, weary  of  his  persecutions,  and,  in  truth, 
almost  weary  of  my  life,  and,  scarce  knowing  which 
way  to  turn  in  my  extremity,  I  heard  mass,  and 
confessed  to  him,  and  in  all  things  outwardly  ap- 
peared as  he  would  have  me,  though  in  heart,  as 
God  is  my  judge,  I  am  as  true  a  Protestant  as  ever 
lived." 

Master  Challoner  listened  to  this  avowal  with  a 
countenance  of  much  anxiousness,  but  at  its  ending 
brightening  up  somewhat,  he  added — 

"  Methinks  'tis  well  it  is  no  worse.  I  grieve 
from  my  heart  that  your  sufferings  should  have 
been  so  great ;  but,  knowing  the  nature  of  those 
who  have  greatest  influence  in  your  fate,  I  know 
they  are  in  a  manner  natural,  and  to  be  expected. 

m5 
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I  beseech  you,  my  lady,  think  me  not  over-bold  if 
1  offer  to  advise  you  in  this  strait,  for  I  know  better 
than  yourself  the  many  dangers  that  encompass  you. 
From  what  I  have  lately  learned  from  a  creditable 
source,  I  believe  this  to  be  the  criticallest  time  of 
all  your  life  ;  and  therefore  I  pray  you,  in  company 
with  all  your  assured  friends,  take  good  heed  of 
what  you  do;  appear  what  you  like,  but  pledge 
yourself  to  nothing  ;  stir  not  your  tyrants  against 
you,  if  you  can  help  it  5  but  sign  no  papers  that 
shall  bind  you  to  be  their  servitor  in  aftertimes; 
delay,  and  keep  delaying,  should  they  press  you 
upon  any  such  matters,  for  you  shall  find  such 
policy  of  the  very  utmost  consequence  to  your  pre- 
sent safety  and  future  welfare." 

Whilst  this  conversation  was  proceeding,  three 
persons  had  been  in  secret  debate  in  another  cham- 
ber of  the  palace.  One  seemed  to  have  rode  hard 
and  fast  upon  a  journey,  for  he  sat  wiping  of  his 
face  with  a  napkin,  though  he  talked  earnestly  all 
the  while ;  beside  which,  the  rowels  of  his  spurs  were 
of  a  sanguine  tinge,  showing  he  had  spared  not  his 
horse  as  he  came  ;  and  his  apparel  was  so  covered 
with  dirt  and  dust,  that  it  was  hard  to  tell  of  what 
colour  or  material  it  might  be.     He  was  stoutly 
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built,  and  his  features  had  somewhat  of  a  stern  and 
unpleasant  cast  with  them.  Close  upon  him  stood 
one  of  a  spare  body,  tall,  with  a  sharp,  thin  face, 
of  a  dark  complexion,  beetling  eyebrows,  hooked 
nose,  and  thick  bushy  black  beard,  dressed  in  the 
habit  of  an  ecclesiastic,  who  seemed  to  be  listening 
to  the  other  with  so  severe  an  earnestness,  it  was 
evident  that  the  matter  they  talked  of  was  of  huge 
importance;  and  occasionally  he  would  interrupt 
the  speaker  with  questions,  to  which  the  other  gave 
answers  that  appeared  only  the  more  to  increase 
the  number  of  such  inquiries.  Opposite  to  him, 
leaning  against  a  table,  on  which  was  a  hat,  whip, 
and  gloves,  as  if  carelessly  thrown  there,  stood  the 
more  courtly  figure  of  Sir  Thomas  Pope,  with  a 
countenance  full  of  anxiety  and  interest,  as  he  lis- 
tened or  took  part  in  the  discourse. 

"  Then  there  must  be  no  time  lost,"  observed 
the  ecclesiastic,  as  the  other  came  to  a  pause  in  his 
speech.  "  Hast  got  the  papers  that  honourable 
and  truly  Christian  prelate,  my  lord  bishop,  gave 
you,  worthy  sir  ?" 

. "  Here  are  they,  safe  enough,  I  warrant  you, 
master  doctor,"  replied  the  other,  producing  some 
papers  from  his  vest 


£52  THE  SECRET  PASSIOK. 

•  "  Then  come  you  with  me,  Sir  Topas  ;  we  will 
to  her  on  the  instant !"  added  he,  who  had  been 
styled  doctor,  as  he  took  the  papers  into  his  own 
hands. 

"  I  trust  you  will  use  no  violence,  Dr.  Crosier?" 
said  Sir  Thomas  Pope,  as  the  other  two  seemed 
about  to  leave  him.  "This  is  an  affair  of  great 
peril,  nor  am  I  sure  Bishop  Bonner  hath  proper 
warrant  for  setting  you  upon  it.'* 

"  It  is  for  her  soul's  comfort,  and  the  good  of  the 
true  church  !"  exclaimed  the  ecclesiastic,  regarding 
Sir  Thomas  with  some  severity.  "  Methinks  that 
be  proper  warrant  enough ;  and  I  marvel  that  any 
of  our  holy  faith  should  say  aught  against  it  I 
charge  you,  as  you  value  your  souFs  welfare,  see 
that  none  enter  at  these  gates  till  we  return  to  this 
chamber.  This  is  God's  own  work  we  are  about, 
and  I  doubt  not  to  make  it  the  greatest  victory  ever 
achieved  over  the  accursed  heresy  that  plagues  this 
unhappy  land." 

At  hearing  this,  Sir  Thomas  reverently  bowed 
his  head,  though  in  his  countenance  it  was  evident 
he  was  exceeding  anxious  for  the  issue  j  and  then 
Dr.  Crosier  and  his  companion,  all  dusty  as  he  was, 
took  themselves  out  of  the   chamber.      As  they 
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walked  along,  they  conversed  with  each  other  in 
Latin  ;  and  so  intent  were  they  on  what  they  were 
saying,  that  they  noticed  not  one  close  upon  their 
footsteps. 

"  How  now,  fool?;'  cried  Dr.  Crosier,  sharply, 
as  he  all  at  once  discovered  he  was  followed. 

"  Forsooth,  and  may  it  please  your  reverence," 
said  Master  Challoner,  in  as  foolish  a  manner  as 
was  ever  seen,  "  I  have  heard  it  said  that  the 
ways  of  holy  men  were  in  the  paths  of  righteous- 
ness, and  wishing  to  get  as  nigh  heaven  as  a  fool 
can,  I  thought  it  good  to  bring  my  toes  and  your 
reverence's  heels  in  as  close  acquaintance  as  pos- 
sible, that  I  might  be  all  the  more  sure  of  the 
right  path." 

"  Begone,  fellow,  or  your  bones  shall  ache  for 
it !"  exclaimed  master  doctor. 

"  Nay,  O1  my  life,  I  will  tread  on  your  heels  as 
little  as  maybe!"  added  the  assumed  fool,  very 
movingly. 

"  Get  you  not  gone  this  instant,  I  will  see  you 
have  such  a  cudgelling,  as  you  shall  bear  in  re- 
membrance to  your  life's  end." 

At  this  the  other  began  to  whimper,  and,  rubbing 
his  eyes  with  his  sleeve,  turned  himself  round,  and 
proceeded  slowly  the  way  he  came. 


!* 
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"  Thinkest  thou,  he  heard  aught  of  our  speeehr 
inquired  he  who  was  styled  Sir  Topes,  as  they 
continued  their  walk  and  their  discourse. 

"  It  matters  not,*'  replied  Dr.  Crosier;  "  hei 
a  very  fool,  without  learning  of  any  kind." 

Soon  afterwards  they  arrived  at  that  part  of  the 
palace  where  the  Lady  Elizabeth  had  her  lodging, 
and,  gaining  admittance  to  her  chamber,  found  her 
seated  in  a  recess,  where  the  window  looked  out 
upon  the  park  and  grounds,  a*  if  seriously  intent 
upon  the  perusal  of  the  same  little  volume  of 
prayers  she  had  in  hand  awhile  since. 

"  Glad  am  I  to  find  you  so  well  disposed,"  said 
Dr.  Crosier,  after  some  civil  greeting  betwixt  him 
and  the  lady.  "  Doubtless  your  ladyship  findeth 
excellent  comfort  from  the  contemplation  of  such 
true  piety  and  marvellous  fine  wisdom  as  may  be 
found  in  those  homilies  ?" 
j  "Indeed,  I  do  find  in  them  exceeding  comfort !" 

answered  the  Lady  Elizabeth. 

"  Surely,  you  had  no  such  satisfaction  from 
aught  appertaining  to  that  pestilent  heresy  in 
which  you  had  the  ill-hap  to  get  instructed?"  in- 
quired the  divine. 

"  Methinks,  no,"  responded  his  apparent  con- 
vert. 
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€t  Believe  me,  there  can  be  no  comparison," 
added  Dr.  Crosier  3  "  and  I  doubt  not,  ere  long, 
you  shall  receive  such  delight— 6eek  you  with  all 
your  heart  and  soul  to  be  a  good  Catholic— as, 
before,  you  have  had  no  knowledge." 

"  I  humbly  trust  I  may  become  so  deserving," 
answered  the  lady. 

Thus  went  they  on  for  some  time,  he  with  great 
persuasiveness  assuring  her  of  the  wonderful  con- 
tent she  must  find  in  the  doctrines  of  what  he 
styled  the  only  church  in  which  rested  the  saving 
of  souls;  and  she,  with  a  wonderful  resignation, 
seeming  to  assent  to  every  thing,  yet  pledging  her- 
self to  nought. 

u  Methinks,  now,  I  cannot  doubt  of  your  conver- 
sion/1 said  this  ecclesiastic  at  last ;  "  with  the 
which  I  am  the  more  pleased,  as  her  Highness,  at 
my  report  of  your  complete  casting  away  the 
wretched  schism  with  which  you  had  been  affected, 
hath  sent  one  of  her  chaplains,  my  estimable  and 
very  learned  friend,  here,  Sir  Topas  Fletcher,  to 
see  that  you  have  truly  done  what  I  have  re- 
ported." 

"  Truly,  honourable  lady,"  exclaimed  his  com- 
panion, now  addressing  the  Lady  Elizabeth  for  the 
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firat  time,  **  what  Dr.  Cr 
whit  from  the  truth." 

"  Aod  moreover,  he  hath 
Highness,"  continued  master  doctor,  prodi 
and  opening  a  paper,  "  a  written  reran  tatit 
your  errors,  which,  it  is  expected,  jdo  will 
without  any  demur  or  delay." 

The  Lady  Elizabeth,  without  expressing 
objection,  took  the  paper  into  her  hand  and  re 
carefully,  the  two  priests  regarding  her  all 
whilst  with  a  serere  scrutiny.  She  discovered 
it  contained  not  only  a  solemn  declaration  oi 
true  and  steadfast  participation  of  the  doctrin 
the  Church  of  Rome,  but  promised,  on  tie  * 
of  her  attaining  the  English  crown,  to  do 
utmost  to  extirpate  heresy  out  of  the  land  ;  ai 
case  of  any  remissness  on  her  part  in  such  £ 
and  laudable  endeavours,  renounced  all  nai 
right  and  claim  to  the  throne,  now  and  for 
after/1 

*'  There  is  matter  in  this  that  required] 
consideration,"  observed  she,  assuming  an  indi 
once  she  felt  not  at  all. 

"  And  moreover/'  continued  master  doctor, 
i luting  another  paper,  rt  her  Highness  hath 
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here  a  warrant  for  your  committal  to  the  Tower, 
in  case  you  hesitate  in  the  immediate  signing  of 
what  is  required  of  you." 

The  Lady  Elizabeth  then  examined  the  second 
paper,  and  finding  it  to  be  a  warrant,  as  had  been 
stated,  for  her  imprisonment,  and  that  it  bore 
Queen  Mary's  signature,  her  heart  was  smote  with 
a  sudden  fear,  for  she  knew  full  well,  went  she  to 
the  Tower,  her  enemies  would  grant  her  no  peace 
till  they  had  taken  her  life.  It  was  well  remem- 
bered of  her,  at  that  moment,  that  she  had  been 
advised  to  seek,  by  every  means  she  could,  to  gain 
time  if  pressed  on  any  such  matter ;  but  the  hap- 
less lady  felt  a  presentiment  that,  in  such  an  ex- 
tremity, all  such  endeavour  would  be  fruitless. 

"  I  pray  you  lose  no  time,  if  it  please  you,  my 
lady,"  here  observed  master  chaplain,  with  some 
eagerness ;  "  for  I  promised  her  Highness  I  would 
not  stay  an  hour  at  Hatfield  without  your  signa- 
ture, or  yourself  in  my  custody." 

"  Here  is  pen  and  ink  ready  at  hand,"  said  the 
other,  as  he  brought  them  from  the  table  where 
the  books  were, 

"  Surely  there  be  no  need  of  such  extreme 
haste,"   remarked  the  Lady  Elizabeth.     "  There 
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yet  remain  many  matters  of  doctrine  of  the  which 
I  have  no  certain  knowledge ;  and  my  conscience 
will  not  allow  me  to  attest  my  conviction  of  the 
truth  of  that  I  am  ignorant." 

"  I  doubt  not  you  are  a  sufficient  Catholic  for 
the  purpose  required  of  you,"  answered  Dr.  Cro- 
sier ;  "  and,  as  there  can  be  no  delaying  now,  her 
Highness's  orders  are  so  strict,  I  promise  you,  on 
your  dismissing  master  chaplain  with  the  neces- 
sary document,  without  more  words  said,  I  will 
make  it  my  business  to  give  you  daily  instruction 
in  every  minutest  point  of  faith  professed  by  all 
true  Catholics,  till  you  shall  be  as  learned  in  them 
as  is  my  Lord  of  London  himself." 

"  But  grant  me  some  preparation/'  exclaimed 
she,  as  one  held  out  the  pen  for  her,  and  the  other 
unfolded  the  paper.  "  Surely,  on  a  matter  so  vital, 
1  may  have  time  afforded  for  proper  reflection  ?" 

€t  Nay,  it  cannot  be,"  said  Sir  Topas.  "  I  my- 
self heard  her  Highness  say,  the  signing  of  such  a 
declaration  would  be  a  test  of  your  sincerity  and 
affectionateness  towards  her." 

"The  which,  if  you  made  any  to  do  about," 
added  master  doctor,  "  her  Highness  would  judge 
your  late  behaviour  as  hypocritical,  and  put  on 
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the  better  to  hide  some  treasonable  practices  you 
are  privately  engaged  in,  of  which  she  hath  con- 
stant intelligence ;    and,   moreover,  I  heard   her 
Highness  affirm/'  continued  the  chaplain,  with  in- 
creasing earnestness,  "  should  you  attempt  to  evade 
the  signing  of  that  paper,  no  punishment  should  be 
severe  enough  for  you ;   for  it  was  plain,  whatever 
appearance  you  put  on,  you  were  in  heart  a  plot- 
ter of  treason,  a  black  heretic,  and  a  false  woman.19 
In  vain  the  poor  lady  tried  all  sorts  of  excuses, 
and  brought  forward  all  manner  of  pretexts,  for 
delay.    She  wished  first  to  write  to  her  Highness ; 
she  would  rather  defer  the  signing  for  a  week,  till 
to-morrow  at  noon :  in  vain  she  prayed  to  be  left 
alone  for  a  single  hour  —  the  two  priests  were  in- 
flexible ;   it  was  more  than  their  lives  were  worth 
to  allow  of  any  such  thing.     Her  Highness  was 
imperative,  and  the  signing  must  be  without  the 
delay  of  a  single  moment.     Bewildered,   and   in 
great  perplexity  of  mind,  seeing  no  help  for  it,  and 
fearful  of  the  consequences  if  she  refused  what  was 
required,  the  Lady  Elizabeth  was  about  to  take 
the  pen  in  her  hand,  when  she  spied  a  company  of 
horsemen  riding   post-haste  towards  the   palace, 
which,  the  other  two  seeing,  they  regarded  each 
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other  with  some  uneasiness,  and  their  brows  grew 
black  of  a  sudden. 

"  I  can  tarry  here  no  longer !"  cried  the  chap- 
lain, with  more  severity  than  he  had  yet  used. 
"  Hither  come  the  escort  to  convey  you  to  the 
Tower.'  * 

"  Surely  never  was  woman  so  much  her  own 
enemy  before  !"  exclaimed  master  doctor,  with  an 
exceeding  stern  aspect.  "  You  are  hurrying  your 
head  to  the  block/' 

"  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  but  I  like  not  being  in 
such  monstrous  speed,"  observed  the  Lady  Eliza- 
beth, at  last  taking  the  pen  into  her  hand.  At 
this  the  two  ecclesiastics  looked  with  a  sort  of 
smile.  "  At  least  I  will  again  peruse  what  is 
here  writ,  that  1  may  not  be  in  ignorance  of  what 
I  am  signing,"  added  she. 

"  Nay,  by  the  mass,  but  once  reading  must  serve 
your  turn  this  time !"  exclaimed  Sir  Topas,  some- 
what rudely. 

u  O"  my  word,  lady,  this  is  but  trifling  with 
us !"  cried  Dr.  Crosier,  in  a  like  uncivil  manner. 

"  By  your  leave,  worthy  master  doctor,  I  must 
needs  re-peruse  this  paper  ere  I  sign,"  answered 
the  lady ;  and,  despite  all  they  could  say  or  do,  she 
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not  only  commenced  reading  of  it  slowly,  sentence 
by  sentence,  but  made  remarks  on  such  passages 
as  seemed  to  demand  observation ;  wherein  she 
was  constantly  interrupted  by  the  impatience  of  her 
companions,  who,  at  last,  got  to  be  so  desperate  to 
have  her  do  their  bidding  without  further  hin- 
drance or  loss  of  time,  that  they  lost  all  respect  in 
their  behaviour,  and  they  looked  to  have  more  of 
the  restless  eagerness  of  lunatics  than  the  sobriety 
of  doctors  of  the  church.  Nevertheless,  she  dipped 
not  her  pen  in  the  ink  till  she  had  come  to  the  end 
of  the  paper.  At  this  moment  there  was  a  loud 
outcry  heard,  mingled  with  a  great  knocking. 

'*  What  noise  is  that?"  asked  she,  eagerly, 
doubtless  glad  to  avail  herself  of  any  thing  that 
gave  her  a  delay,  was  it  of  a  single  moment  Her 
two  companions  appeared  more  alarmed  than  she 
ot  fUAse  sounds ;  for  their  hands  trembled  as  the 
one  1  eld  the  paper  and  the  other  the  ink. 

"  The  noise  matters  not !"  cried  master  doctor, 
vehei  lently.  "  Sign  the  paper  on  the  instant,  or 
be  ac  udged  a  confirmed  and  obstinate  heretic,  ac- 
curse  I  in  the  sight  of  God  and  man  !" 

"  I  ay,  but  so  huge  an  uproar  putteth  me  in 
some  ear  of  my  life,"  added  the  lady,  with  more 
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urgency,  as  the  noise  increased.  "  Mayhap  there 
is  mischief  in  it  for  one  or  all  of  us  —  the  house  is 
on  fire,  or  there  be  thieves  broke  in?  Indeed, 
I  know  not  what  great  evil  it  may  not  be  the 
herald  of." 

"Pish!"  exclaimed  master  chaplain.  "'lis 
nought  but  the  escort,  impatient  of  being  kept  so 
long  awaiting.  Sign— or,  without  more  ado,  I 
must  off  with  you  to  the  Tower." 

"  Indeed,  it  be  but  uncivil  of  them  to  be  so  soon 
impatient,"  cried  she  again ;  "  for,  methinks,  they 
have  scarce  had  time  to  get  to  the  palace  gates." 
At  this  moment  the  noise  was  heard  more  distinctly, 
as  if  it  was  approaching  nearer,  and  seemed  to  be 
the  hurraing  of  many  voices. 

"All's  lost !"  exclaimed  master  doctor, furiously 
dashing  down  the  ink-horn,  and  hurrying  himself 
out  of  the  chamber ;  and,  at  the  same  moment, 
master  chaplain  snatched  away  the  papers,  and 
disappeared  with  the  like  celerity  :  but,  just  as  the 
Lady  Elizabeth  had  got  well  quit  of  them,  a  com- 
pany of  stately  gentlemen  entered  her  chamber  by 
another  door,  followed  by  a  multitude  of  meaner 
sort,  and,  with  every  demonstration  of  respect,  the 
foremost  of  them  all  did  kneel  before  her  on  one 
knee. 
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"  What  meaneth  this,  Sir  William  Cecil  ?"  ex- 
claimed the  lady,  in  exceeding  astonishment,  to 
him. 

"It  meaneth,  an  it  please  you,  my  gracious 
mistress,"  replied  he,  with  much  reverence,  "that 
your  troubles  are  at  an  end.  Your  sister  hath  been 
overtaken  by  the  hand  of  death,  and  by  all  the 
proper  authorities  your  Highness,  without  oppo- 
sition or  let  of  any  kind,  hath  been  proclaimed 
Queen  of  these  realms." 

"  God  save  Queen  Elizabeth  !"  eagerly  exclaimed 
the  assumed  fool,  throwing  his  cap  and  bells,  with 
a  monstrous  zeal,  far  above  his  head ;  and  every 
one  of  that  assembly  thereupon,  with  the  same 
heartiness,  joined  in  the  cry. 
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Despiteful  Flora  !  Is't  not  enough  of  grief, 
That  Cynthia's  robbed,  but  thou  must  grace  1 
Or  didst  thou  hear  Night's  sovereign  queen  c 
Hymen  had  stolen  a  nymph  out  of  her  train, 
And  matched  her  here,  plighted  henceforth  t 
Love's  friend,  and  stranger  to  virginity. 
And  mak'st  thou  sport  for  this? 

B 

There  was  a  cloud  resting  upon  tl 
roof-tree  of  New  Place — a  cloud  that  i 
dows  over  all  Stratford,  and  even  over 
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unto  death's  door,  that  it  had  more  than  once  been 
feared  he  had  crossed  the  gloomy  threshold. 

Master  Doctor  Hall,  with  no  less  craft  of  love 
than  of  medicine,  had  held  a  desperate  conflict 
with  his  malady,  day  after  day,  and  week  after 
week,  assailing  it  in  so  many  divers  ways,  as  though 
his  resources  were  out  of  all  number;  and  when- 
ever it  seemed  to  be  getting  the  mastery,  bringing 
forth  some  new  sort  of  artillery,  and  some  secret 
stratagem  of  physic,  that  made  his  enemy  fain  to 
give  up  what  ground  of  vantage  he  had  gained. 
The  skill  of  other  physicians  had  been  required — 
so  ill  looked  the  case ;  but  they  so  approved  what 
he  had  done,  and  were  so  favourably  impressed 
with  his  marvellous  knowledge  of  all  that  related 
to  their  art,  that  one  and  all  decided  the  patient 
could  not  be  in  better  hands,  and  thereupon  left 
him  to  his  entire  care. 

Of  a  surety,  he  could  not  have  been  better  pro- 
vided for.  The  young  physician  acted  as  though 
he  had  in  his  power  not  only  the  existence  of  an 
individual,  but  the  fame  of  a  nation ;  nay,  the  very 
glory  and  boast  of  humankind.  Another  could 
not  have  had  that  stake  in  his  preservation  he  had ; 
he  must  have  experienced  the  common  effects  of 
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prolonged  watchfulness,  over-anxiety,  absence  of 
necessary  rest  and  food,  and  continual  strain  upon 
tlie  mind  when  taxing  all  its  powers  upon  an  issue 
that  looked  to  tremble  upon  a  hair ;  but  he  who 
presided  over  that  sick  chamber  appeared  to  claim 
immunity  from  the  pains  and  penalties  following 
a  deviation  from  natural  habits — he  lost  all  sense  of 
self — moved,  breathed,  lived,  only  in  the  contest  he 
was  carrying  on.  He  watched  every  symptom, 
considered  every  remedy,  traced  every  effect  to  its 
cause,  brought  the  experience  of  the  sages  of  his 
craft  to  act  in  alliance  with  the  result  of  his  own 
observations,  and  maintained  what  seemed  a  hope- 
less struggle,  inch  by  inch— in  sooth,  not  giving  up 
so  much  as  a  hair's  breadth  till  the  conviction 
forced  itself  upon  him  that  it  might  be  recovered 
at  a  future  time. 

Though  amiable  and  gentle  as  a  woman,  it  was 
marvellous  to  note  how  entirely  *he  put  on  the 
despot,  when  his  patient's  safety  seemed  to  demand 
it  of  him.  He  would  have  no  intrusion  into  the 
sick-room — not  even  from  the  best  and  dearest 
of  his  friends — shutting  his  heart  as  closely  against 
the  pleadings  of  the  fond  Susanna,  save  whfen  the 
occasion  better  warranted  her  appearance  there,  as 
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against  the  arguments  of  the  faithful  Simon,  who 
tried  many  a  master-stroke  of  policy  in  vain  to 
plant  himself  within  its  hallowed  walls.     He  would 
have  help  from  none  at  such  times,  save  only  from 
an  ancient  dame  he  had  hired  as  a  nurse,  whose 
watchfulness,  devotion,  and  freedom  from  weari- 
ness, thirst,  or  hunger,  rivalled  his  own.     She  was 
truly  a  most  venerable  object.     Her  form  looked 
much  too  feeble  for  the  proper  fulfilment  of  the 
labour  she  had  undertaken ;  but  the  strange  bril- 
liancy of  her  eyes  gave  evidence  of  a  vigorous 
spirit,  such  as  the  most  youthful  frame  rarely  pos- 
sesses.     By  such   attendants  was  the  sick  man, 
during  the  critical  time  his  disorder  maintained  the 
ascendant,  nursed  and  tended ;  and  in  this  period, 
his  loving  friends  were  fain  to  content  themselves 
with  such  intelligence  of  his  condition  as  they  could 
by  chance  obtain  from  them,  or  from  some  in  the 
house,  who  were  enabled,  at  rare  intervals,  to  hold 
with  them  a  brief  communication. 

Every  where  throughout  the  neighbourhood  the 
inquiry  was,  "  How  fareth  Master  Shakspeare?" 
and  one  and  all  were  as  interested  in  him  as  though 
he  was  of  their  flesh  and  blood.  In  some,  the 
knowledge  of  his  danger  wrought  strange  effects. 

n2 
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Tommy  Hart  and  his  merry  bedfellow 
lost  that  ready  pleasantry  which  had  mad* 
a  proverb  throughout  Stratford,  but  wore  th« 
tures  in  so  sad  a  fashion,  their  most  familiar  | 
hardly  knew  them.  Young  Quiney  and  h 
had  taken  up  their  abode  at  New  Place,  and 
no  small  difficulty  to  say  which  was  the  me 
consoiate  of  the  two.  Both  Judith  and  S 
were  however  fain  to  repress  their  own  s 
whilst  endeavouring  to  comfort  their  mother 
grief  touched  all  hearts, 

Sir  George  Carew  came  frequently  to  Str 
as  though  with  a  view  to  console  the  fa 
whom  lie  was  so  greatly  attached,  but  it  was 
see  he  needed  consolation  as  much  as  any 
strangest  effects  were  observable  in  Jonas  T 
who  grew  as  serious  as  a  Puritan,  when  1 
heard  that  Master  Shakspeare  kept  his  ehi 
but  when  it  was  bruited  he  was  hourly  expe 
give  up  the  ghost,  he  shut  himself  up  in  1 
tage,  allowing  none  to  have  sight  or  speech  ■ 
and,  as  it  was  verily  believed,  tnok  no  1: 
himEjelf  whatever. 

But,  in  ail  conditions,  age  or  sex,  the  sam 
prevailed — for  the  patient  had  wou  all  hear 
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poor  by  his  charities— the  rich  by  his  excellences- 
children  by  his  graciousness — women  by  his  cour- 
tesies, and  men  of  every  sort  by  his  interest  in 
their  pursuits  and  apparent  knowledge  of  every 
thing  that  related  to  them;  and  there  was  scarcely 
a  minute  of  the  day  in  which  some  fervent  prayer 
was  not  put  up  to  the  threshold  of  the  Most  High, 
for  his  restoration  to  health,  and  to  the  society  of 
his  so  numerous  lovers. 

These  prayers  were  heard,  and  answered.  As 
soon  as  it  became  known,  as  it  shortly  did,  that  a 
change  for  the  better  had  taken  place  in  the  object 
of  their  constant  good  wishes,  then  was  there 
a  change  for  the  better  in  the  aspect  of  the  whole 
town.  Tommy  Hart  took  his  helpmate  by  the 
hand,  and  repaired  to  the  now  melancholy-looking 
habitation  of  their  good  gossip,  the  woman's  tailor, 
where  they  made  such  an  outcry,  shouting  the 
good  news,  that  presently  the  door  was  thrown 
open,  and  out  bounded  the  rejoicing  Jonas  with  a 
summerset  that  pitched  his  friend  on  his  back  in  the 
middle  of  the  road,  which  he  not  attending  to, 
flew  down  the  street,  to  the  huge  astonishment  of 
his  honest  neighbours,  whirling  round  and  round, 
now  on  his  hands  and  now  on  his  feet,  after  the 
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posset  for  him.  He  seemed  to  marvel  a  little,  but 
in  a  moment  continued  to  jest  on  his  condition,  as 
he  proceeded  in  his  walk. 

"Methinks  Death  hath  spared  me,"  continued 
he ;  "  because  he  began  to  be  ashamed  of  taking 
such  poor  prey,  so,  out  of  pity,  and,  doubtless, 
not  without  some  contempt,  he  allows  me  to  find 
rest  for  my  bones  on  the  earth,  instead  of  under  it. 
r  faith,  he  bath  left  me  much  to  thank  his  worship 
for :  item,  a  voice  as  pleasant  to  hear  as  the  tuning 
of  a  viol-de-gamba ;  item,  a  pair  of  sticks  by  way  of 
legs ;  two  of  a  like  pattern  for  arms ;  item,  a  quan- 
tity of  ribs  —  might  make  pegs  to  hang  caps  on  at 
small  cost ;  and  item,  a  skull  that  needs  no  polish- 
ing to  grace  an  anchorite's  cell  for  the  nonce." 

This  pitiful  state  of  things,  however,  gradually 
disappeared,  to  the  huge  contentation  of  his  friends, 
under  careful  nursing.  Among  the  most  powerful 
agents  that  ministered  to  his  recovery,  was  the 
general  desire  to  assist  in  some  way  or  other  in 
making  it  as  speedy  as  possible.  With  this  feeling, 
all  sorts  of  things  were  daily  sent  that  might  tempt 
his  palate,  or  strengthen  his  frame,  and  Simon  and 
Launce  had  a  sufficiency  of  work  in  taking  in  the 
delicate  chickens  and  dainty  capons,  and  exquisite 
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that  he  was  ever  listened  to  with  any  sort  of  pa- 
tience or  respect,  and  among  the  bearers  of  the 
different  gifts  that  came  to  his  master's  dwelling 
he  found  many  such. 

It  was  rare  to  see  with  what  skill  he  led  the  in- 
quirer after  the  health  of  Master  Shakspeare,  with 
as  little  loss  of  time  as  might  be,  right  to  the  deck 
of  the  good  ship,  "The  Little  Wolf,"  and  this 
having  attained,  how  rapidly  he  led  her  into  the 
terriblest  battles,  mutinies,  storms,  and  shipwrecks, 
in  all  of  which  he  made  himself  out,  if  not  exactly 
the  captain  of  the  ship,  at  least,  a  person  to 
whom  the  command  might  have  been  given  with 
great  advantage  to  all  concerned.  But,  enough  of 
this  braggart.  Nevertheless,  a  little  more  will 
finish  his  history.  His  big  words  imposed  upon 
Peg  of  the  Twiggen  Bottle,  who  overlooked  his 
mean  estate,  in  favour  of  his  being  a  hero — a  cha- 
racter she  much  affected  —  but  on  the  wedding- 
night  he  showed  himself  such  a  craven  to  one  of 
her  former  lovers  who  was  present,  and  made  a 
butt  of  him,  that  she  drubbed  him  in  the  bridal 
chamber,  so  that  he  did  not  feel  himself  comfortable 
for  a  week  after. 

All  this  time  the  sick  man  was  mending  rapidly, 

n5 


274  THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

so  that  he  received  visiters  as  usual,  and  the 
chimney-nook  in  the  hall  was  again  the  comfortable 
resting-place  of  the  favoured  few,  who  were  wont 
to  assemble  there  ;  and  the  jest  and  the  tale  went 
round  as  briskly  as  of  old.  Sometimes  an  acquaint- 
ance or  two  would  join  the  circle  with  news  of 
what  strange  things  were  doing  in  London  or 
elsewhere,  and  often  was  there  much  to  marvel  at, 
often  much  to  lament,  and  almost  as  frequently 
much  to  doubt. 

The  news  least  liked  and  most  talked  of  was 
the  mysterious  death  of  that  darling  of  the  nation, 
Prince  Henry.  Various  were  the  rumours  afloat 
concerning  the  cause  of  this  sudden  and  fatal  sick- 
ness ;  some  talked  confidently  of  poison  ;  and  the 
bolder  sort  plainly  alluded  to  the  king  as  having 
been  jealous  of  the  general  favour  in  which  his  ad- 
mirable young  son  was  held  by  the  people ;  and,  if 
not  instigating,  certainly  having  a  guilty  know- 
ledge of  the  deed.  But  these  horrible  surmises 
were  not  canvassed  at  New  Place.  Master  Shak- 
speare  was  deeply  moved  at  learning  of  so  truly 
national  a  loss.  He  knew  it  to  be  a  loss  never  to 
be  repaired. 

He  had  news  also  of  more  than  one  friend,  for 
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whom  he  cherished  the  liveliest  remembrances. 
There  were  divers  his  good  gossips  and  fellows  at 
the  Globe,  of  whom  and  from  whom  he  had  occa- 
sional intelligence.  Of  worthy  Master  Alleyn,  too, 
still  the  most  thriving  of  players,  and  the  most  ho- 
nest of  men,  whether  among  his  bears,  or  his 
nobler  animals,  he  had  especial  advices.  And  a 
like  sort  of  familiar  knowledge  he  had  of  the  city 
came  to  him  from  the  court,  where  he  was  well 
pleased  to  hear  his  much-loved  scholar,  the  young 
Earl  of  Pembroke,  was  rapidly  advancing  into  fa- 
vour. But  there  was  one  to  whom  his  best  feelings 
clung  with  the  like  fixedness  the  devotee  regards 
the  emblem  of  his  faith,  and  never  did  a  thought 
rise  in  that  direction  that  was  not  made  yokefellow 
with  a  blessing.  Need  it  be  said  that  this  was  the 
noble  lady,  from  whom  he  had  separated  himself 
so  completely — as  it  seemed — yet  with  whom,  while 
he  lived,  he  would  be  joined  in  no  common  bonds. 
It  was  while  gradually  recovering  his  health  that 
he  became  aware  of  the  attachment  existing  betwixt 
his  admirable  young  physician  and  his  most  esti- 
mable gentle  daughter.  At  this  he  was  especially 
pleased.  There  was  no  man  living  he  should  so  soon 
have  wished  for  a  son.  He  felt  he  owed  him  no  tri- 
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fling  amount  of  obligation,  in  the  first  place  for  the 
excessive  devotion  he  had  shown  for  him  during  more 
than  one  critical  period  of  his  life  ;  and  in  the  next 
his  high  talents  in  his  art  and  thorough  amiable- 
ness  of  disposition    pointed  him  out  as  likely  to 
make  happy  his  excellent  Susanna.  He  was  rarely 
pleased  that  they  should  have  come  to  so  good  an 
understanding  —  albeit  he  more  than  once  found 
himself  comparing  in  some  astonishment  the  stately 
creature  that  had  no  long  time  before  received  so 
complacently  the  adulation  of  the  gayest  and  no- 
blest of  the  gayest  court  in  Europe,  with  the  quiet 
blushing  maid  fixing  her  heart  and  mind  upon  the 
thoughtful  aspect  and  unassuming  bearing  of  the 
young  physican. 

All  this  time  these  two  were  enjoying  a  species 
of  happiness  peculiarly  their  own.  It  looked  as 
though  the  deep  trouble  they  had  endured  had 
given  them  a  keener  relish  for  the  exquisite  rare 
pleasure  that  seemed  in  store  for  them.  Quiet, 
grave,  and  unimpassioned,  as  both  had  appeared, 
they  entered  into  the  condition  of  lovers  with  a  depth 
and  intensity  of  feeling  less  experienced  hearts 
could  have  no  knowledge  of.  Each  seemed  to  have 
dispersed  from  around  the  other  the  cloud  which 
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had  thrown  into  blackest  shadow  all  the  fairest 
hopes  and  dreams  of  life.  And,  with  a  delicate 
sympathy  in  the  other's  past  sufferings,  each  strove 
to  show  a  brimming  measure  of  that  felicity  they 
had  previously  looked  for  in  vain. 

Whilst  his  patient  demanded  his  utmost  vigi- 
lance, Doctor  Hall  would  be  nothing  but  the  atten- 
tive physician ;  but,  when  it  became  evident  he 
might  be  left  to  the  care  of  others,  he  put  on  the 
devoted  lover  with  no  less  singleness  of  purpose. 
Many  were  the  pleasant  walks  he  and  his  fair  mis- 
tress had  through  the  shady  lanes,  or  the  fields  of 
waving  corn,  and  long  and  earnest  the  discourse 
which  then  and  there  passed  betwixt  them.  Now 
came  the  reign  of  arms  interlinked,  clasped  hands, 
and  waists  encircled,  low-breathed  aspirations, 
blushing  replies,  an  over-brimming  joyousness  in 
the  present,  and  daintily  conceited  plans  for  the 
future. 

For  our  young  physician  this  period  brought  a 
harvest  of  sweet  thoughts,  of  such  abundance 
withal,  he  who  reaped  it  could  scarce  conceal  his 
astonishment  at  its  excess.  It  looked  as  though 
the  goodly  qualities  of  the  soil,  during  the  time 
their  development  had  been  checked,    had   been 
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came  animated  by  the  eloquence  of  his  own 
thoughts ;  he  spoke,  looked,  and  moved,  as  a  being 
gifted  with  all  the  finer  properties  of  manhood  — 
manhood  in  its  worth,  its  grace,  its  nobleness,  and 
its  purity. 

And  our  gentle  Susanna,  was  she  not  moved  by 
a  similar  agency  ?  Did  not  the  bread  of  her  kindly 
heart  she  had  cast  upon  the  waters,  return  to  her 
after  many  days  ?  Did  not  her  mind,  so  long  thrust 
into  shadow,  beam  out  as  a  cynosure  in  the  deep 
night,  making  her  fair  neighbourhood  an  atmo- 
sphere of  light  and  beauty  ?  To  this  no  more  need 
be  said  than  that  she  was  absolutely  and  perfectly 
happy ;  happy  in  her  own  thoughts,  and  in  the 
thoughts  of  those  nearest  and  dearest  to  her ;  happy 
in  her  choice,  happy  in  her  hopes,  happy  in  her 
dreams,  happy  in  the  present,  and  exquisitely 
happy  in  the  future.  Day  after  day  passed  by, 
and,  the  more  intimately  she  became  acquainted 
with  the  virtues  of  the  man  whose  finer  qualities 
she  had  perceived  and  done  justice  to  in  her  earliest 
acquaintance  with  him,  the  more  did  she  congra- 
tulate herself  on  finding,  whatever  storm  might 
come,  she  had  so  famous  an  anchor  to  trust  to. 

Thus  this  estimable  pair,  in  the  days  of  their 
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honeyed  courtship,  seemed  to  live  in  and  for  each 
other ;  their  rambles  became  longer,  their  attach- 
ment to  eaeh  other's  society  more  intense-  Their 
senses  seemed  to  become  more  exquisitely  alive  to 
the  attractions  of  external  nature.  The  flowers, 
the  sunshine,  the  shady  lane,  the  green  retreat,  the 
intelligent  aspect  of  the  mute  stars,  and  the  mur- 
muring music  of  the  gentle  river,  were  to  thetn 
features  of  a  landscape  of  such  ravishing  beauty, 
that  its  only  type  could  have  been  found  in  thai 
unrivalled  landscape  in  which  the  first  lovers  ex- 
perienced a  happiness  direct  from  Heaven. 

It  shortly  became  publicly  known  that  they 
were  betrothed — in  sooth,  some  who  pretended  to 
be  better  informed  than  their  neighbours  went  so 
far  as  to  say  they  knew  the  very  day  they  were  to 
be  married ;  but  it  was  every  where  understood 
that,  in  a  short  time,  there  would  be  a  famous 
wedding,  and  they  were  so  well  liked  that  no  allu- 
sion was  ever  made  to  the  match  without  its  being 
followed  by  a  blessing.  In  honest  truth,  the  ap- 
proaching event  was  so  universally  known,  and  the 
persons  so  intimately  connected  with  it  so  greatly 
respected,  that  did  any  of  their  well-wishers  get 
sight  of  the  happy  pair  in  one  of  their  rambles,  he 
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would  make  a  circuit  so  as  to  avoid  disturbing  their 
privacy. 

The  ceremony  so  much  talked  of  awaited  only 
the  complete  recovery  of  Master  Shakspeare  ;  but 
he  seemed  in  no  hurry  to  bring  it  about.  For  this 
there  were  divers  reasons  —  first,  he  saw  that  they 
were  happy,  and  much  of  his  happiness  depending  on 
seeing  theirs,  he  was  desirous  this  golden  state  of 
things  should  continue  as  long  as  possible.  Next, 
he  liked  not  parting  with  them  ;  they  had  become, 
through  the  influence  of  their  own  virtues,  the 
chief  objects  of  his  regard,  and  he  could  not  readily 
bring  himself  to  lose  either.  The  matter  was  ulti- 
mately settled  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties,  they 
agreeing  to  remain  under  his  roof  as  long  as  might 
be  agreeable  to  him. 

He  frequently  held  long  and  interesting  consul- 
tations with  his  fast  friend  Sir  George  Carew,  who 
took  a  warm  interest  in  their  expected  nuptials; 
and  there  could  be  no  manner  of  doubt  he  intended 
performing  some  liberal  act  of  kindness  ;  doing 
something  for  his  fair  favourite  on  this  particular 
occasion. 

There  was  one  person,  however,  who  regarded 
the  approaching  union  with  ill-concealed  ill  feeling 
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— this  was  no  other  than  Sir  Hugh  Clopton,  by 
this  time  transformed  into  a  court-gallant  of  the 
first  pretensions.     Possibly  the  praise  of  the  gentle 
Susanna,  so  frequently  heard  from  his  guardian, 
Sir  George  Carew,  influenced  him  but  little  —  pos- 
sibly the  interest  shown  by  all  the  community  in 
her  happiness  he  regarded  with  a  like  indifferency ; 
but  he  liked  not  that  some  one  should  come  and 
bear  away  from  him  what  he  seemed  to  think  could 
easily  have  been  his  own,  and  what  he  now  felt 
satisfied  ought  to  have   been  his  own.     He  held 
long  and  serious  debates  with  himself  as  to  the  line 
of  conduct  he  should  pursue,  and  ultimately  he 
came  to  the  wise  determination  of  honouring  the 
subject  of  his  thoughts  with  a  visit. 

Taking  marvellous  pains  that  every  article  of  his 
toilet  should  be  impressed  into  his  service  in  some 
such  a  manner  as  to  assist  in  producing  the  desired 
impression,  and,  after  carefully  examining  the  re- 
sult, and,  satisfying  himself  that  there  could  be  no 
doubt  of  his  perfect  success  in  the  experiment  lie 
was  about  to  make,  he  ordered  his  horse,  and  took 
the  road  from  Clopton  to  Stratford.  When  he 
arrived  at  New  Place,  Susanna  was  in  attendance 
upon  her  father  in  his  chamber.     She  did  not  hear 
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the  name  of  Sir  Hugh  Clopton  without  some  emo- 
tion ;  but  it  passed  away  as  rapidly  as  it  went,  and 
the  expression  by  which  it  was  followed  was  of  a 
much  less  pleasant  character. 

u  Speed  thee,  wench  I"  cried  her  father,  merrily, 
"  Sir  Hugh  asketh  for  thee.  Doubtless  he  is  come 
to  offer  his  congratulations,  like  a  courteous  gen- 
tleman. Hie  thee  to  the  blue-room,  then,  at 
once,  and  prythee  use  him  in  thy  most  gracious 
fashion/' 

Susanna  made  a  pleasant  reply  in  the  same  spirit 
as  she  tripped  out  of  the  chamber,  but  she  was  far 
from  being  as  indifferent  as  she  seemed.  She  would 
have  avoided  the  interview,  had  it  been  possible, 
without  creating  comment,  but  she  nerved  herself 
with  a  woman's  proudest  spirit  to  appear  in  it  as 
became  her  father's  daughter.  On  her  entrance, 
she  found  the  young  knight  examining,  with  much 
intentness,  as  it  seemed,  the  pattern  of  the  siege  of 
Troy  on  the  arras — albeit,  he  was  giving  his  entire 
thoughts  to  the  consideration  of  what  he  should 
say,  and  how  he  should  say  the  business  he  had  come 
upon. 

"God  save  you,  Sir  Hugh!"  exclaimed  the 
damsel,  courteously.     "  My  father  bids  me  express 
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his  acknowledgments  for  the  honour  you  have  done 
him  in  visiting  his  poor  dwelling.  He  trusts  all 
are  well  at  Clopton." 

There  was  a  dignity  as  well  as  an  indifferency 
in  this  speech  that  was  far  from  setting  the  young 
knight  at  his  ease.    He  replied,  in  the  best  cour- 
tier fashion,  touching  his  profound  respect  for  Mas- 
ter Shakspeare,  and   gave   his  assurance  that  at 
Clopton  every  one  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  in 
excellent  health.    Hereupon  he  endeavoured  to  get 
a  point  towards  his  errand,  but  he  was  stopped  by 
an  earnest  inquiry  after  his  kinsfolk.     Having  in- 
formed his  companion  that  Sir  George  Carew  and 
his  estimable  lady  were  gone  to  Kenilworth,  he  once 
more  strove  to  bring  the  discourse  towards  himself 
and  his  intentions ;  but,  at  his  first  step,  he  was  in- 
terrupted by  a  string  of  questions  as  to  divers  per- 
sons and  scenes  in  and  about  the  neighbourhood  of 
the  family-mansion;   and,  as  soon  as  these  were 
replied  to,  there  came  a  long  catechism  respecting 
his  ancestors,   their    characters   and   monuments. 
Thus  it  continued  for  a  period  much  beyond  what 
was  wont  to  be  given  to  a  visit  of  compliment. 

Sir  Hugh  Clopton  was  getting  more  and  more  dis- 
composed.   He  was  wondrously  anxious  to  address 
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himself  at  once  to  the  object  he  had  in  hand,  but  he 
knew  not  how  to  commence  such  a  business.  He 
felt  a  strange  awkwardness  in  the  first  step,  which 
seemed  to  throw  a  terrible  stumbling-block  in  his 
way;  and,  when  he  called  to  mind  how  studiously  of 
late  she  had  avoided  him,  and  that,  when  thrown  in 
his  company,  with  what  ceremonious  respect  she  had 
behaved  herself  towards  him,  his  chance  of  a  favour- 
able hearing  appeared  to  become  more  desperate 
every  minute.  The  fair  Susanna  all  this  while 
looked  as  though  she  had  met  this  monstrous  fine 
gentleman  for  the  first  time,  to  whom  she  accorded 
the  graceful  courtesy  of  a  gentlewoman,  out  of  re- 
spect for  his  excellent  worthy  kinsman,  her  sworn 
servant,  Sir  George  Carew. 

"  Perchance  you  are  off  to  some  hunting  party 
or  another  ?"  said  she,  at  last,  "  and  I  am,  out  of 
all  doubt,  much  to  blame  for  keeping  you  from  such 
delectable  sport ;  so  I  will  at  once  take  my  leave  of 
you,  thanking  you,  in  the  name  of  my  most  dear 
father,  for  your  courteous  visit." 

"  Nay,  I  pray  you,  Mistress  Susanna,  leave  me 
not  in  this  way !"  exclaimed  the  young  knight,  the 
fine  gentleman  evidently  breaking  down  under  a 
pressure  of  natural  feelings.    "  I  have  much  to  say 
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it  would  be  such  infinite  satisfaction  to  me  as  my 
poor  words  cannot  express.  Fare  you  well,  Sir 
Hugh,  and  much  happiness  attend  you  !" 

Methinks  it  need  hardly  be  said  that,  by  such  a 
speech  so  delivered,  "  the  monstrous  fine  gentle- 
man "  was  completely  silenced,  and  before  he  could 
recover  from  the  stunning  blow,  that  gentle  and 
graceful  rebuke  gave  to  his  vanity,  he  found  his 
fair  companion  had  left  the  chamber.  He  was  not 
long  in  doing  the  same,  but  as  he  rode  back  to 
Clopton  he  thought  over  every  word  of  those  golden 
sentences  he  had  just  heard,  and  in  so  proper  a 
mood,  that  from  that  time  forth  he  became  so  swayed 
by  their  spirit  as  to  cast  from  him  all  discreditable 
tendencies  and  foolish  humours,  and  take  upon 
himself  the  nobler  characteristics  of  an  honourable 
gentleman. 

Now  that  it  had  become  well  known  throughout 
Stratford  and  its  neighbourhood,  Mistress  Susanna 
Shakspeare  was  to  be  married  at  such  a  date  to 
that  famous  physician,  Master  Doctor  Hall,  there 
was  a  wonderful  deal  of  rejoicing  in  all  quarters. 
Of  all  places  in  the  world,  be  sure  the  matter  was 
properly  discussed  in  Tommy  Hart's  kitchen — in 
sooth,  there  had  been  divers  consultations  on  this 
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the  common  stock,  which  he  did  after  his  fashion, 
whereupon  much  debating  followed,  of  which  the 
object  was  to  mark  the  day  appointed  for  the 
wedding  with  appropriate  revels.  Every  pleasant 
pastime  was  learnedly  discussed,  and  the  best  ways 
of  having  them  with  due  effect  set  forth  in  the 
goodliest  manner  possible. 

As  the  appointed  day  approached  the  ever  ho- 
noured first  of  May  so  closely,  it  was  at  last  deci- 
ded that  May  Games  should  be  performed  with  all 
due  solemnity  —  unusual  care  being  taken  that 
every  character  therein  should  find  the  very  fittest 
representative  —  besides  which,  provision  should 
be  made  for  minstrelsy  5  the  resources  of  the  town 
consisting  only  of  one  bagpipe,  a  blind  harper,  and 
a  lame  fiddler,  it  was  resolved  that  the  neighbouring 
villages  and  towns  should  be  called  upon  to  assist 
with  whatever  of  a  musical  sort  they  had  at  their 
commandment.  As  the  decisions  of  this  council, 
though  not  expressed  with  so  much  dignity  as  those 
of  the  High  Bailiff  and  his  coadjutors,  were  scarcely 
less  influential,  there  could  be  no  fear  that  the 
eventful  day  would  pass  by  unnoticed. 

Scarce  had  the  sun  rose  on  the  memorable  morn- 
ing of  the  twenty-third  of  April,  when  the  bells 
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began  a  merry  peal,  which  called  up  all  who  were 
not  getting  themselves  ready  to  play  their  part  in 
the  day's  revels.  In  every  part  of  merry  Strat- 
ford— and  well  did  it  deserve  that  name — there 
was  rare  bustling  about,  and  running  hither  and 
thither,  and  such  a  prodigality  of  jests  expended 
as  might  have  sufficed  the  small  wits  of  the  court 
from  then  till  doomsday ;  and  yet  have  had  abun- 
dance to  spare. 

The  first  commencement  of  the  day's  sports  was 
seen  in  the  bringing  in  of  the  tall  tree  that  had 
been  cut  down  for  a  Maypole,  and  the  setting  it 
up  in  a  fair  open  space,  where  its  fine  colours  and 
finer  garlands  and  streamers  could  be  seen  to  some 
advantage.  Rare  was  the  display  of  ribbons  and 
other  finery  in  the  youths  and  maidens  who  assisted 
in  the  dance  round  the  lofty  maypole,  that  followed 
its  first  planting,  but  their  universal  mirth  and 
well-disposedness  made  them  still  more  attractive. 

It  wal  while  this  pleasant  sport  was  going  on  in 
full  force,  that  those  whom  it  most  concerned  were 
preparing  for  the  grand  proceedings  of  the  day. 
With  no  slight  satisfaction  they  hailed  the  arrival 
of  the  hour  that  was  to  realise  their  most  cherished 
wishes.     In  especial,  the  feelings  of  Master  Shak- 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  291 

speare  were  of  the  most  intense  gratification.  He 
had  long  studied  the  character  of  his  young  friend, 
and  had  perceived  in  him,  under  his  manifold 
coverings  of  shyness  and  reserve,  a  nature  replete 
with  honourable  feelings,  virtuous  resolves,  and 
manly  sentiments.  He  saw  it  was  scarce  possible 
for  him  to  find  any  man  to  whom  he  could  confide 
his  excellent  Susanna,  with  so  perfect  a  confidence 
in  her  future  happiness.  Nothing  delighted  him 
so  much  as  the  evidences  he  had  met  with  of  their 
attachment  to  each  other,  and  so  great  was  his  con- 
tent in  their  marriage,  that  it  is  not  going  too  far 
to  affirm  that  on  this  particular  morning  he  was 
infinitely  the  most  pleasant  humoured  of  the  three. 
Though  it  could  scarcely  be  said  he  had  reco- 
vered his  wonted  strength  and  appearance,  he  was 
sufficiently  full  of  health  and  spirits  to  enjoy  him- 
self  as  absolutely  as  man  could  on  so  choice  an  oc- 
casion. 

As  for  the  happy  lovers,  sedate  though  they 
looked,  and,  as  some  thought,  more  grave  than  such 
a  time  warranted,  they  had  as  full  hearts  as  they 
could  well  have,  and  minds  brimming  with  the 
same  overflowing  measure.  In  brief,  they  were  as 
absolutely  happy  as  poor  humanity  hath  any  chance 
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was  well  said  of  the  wiser  sort,  that  there  had  not 
been  in  the  remembrance  of  any  Stratford  man  a 
day  of  such  entire  pleasantness  as  that  which  had 
been  appointed  for  the  marriage  of  Master  Doctor 
Hall  and  Mistress  Susanna  Shakspeare. 
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on  whom  he  had  exerted  much  exquisite  policy  in 
vain  to  discover  who  the  stout,  bluff,  free  spoken 
stranger  was,  or  what  his  business. 

«<  Ffaith,  if  it  be  not  the  great  Ben  himself," 
replied  the  other  joyously,  u  'tis  so  fine  a  copy,  it 
may  pass  for  the  original  amongst  the  best  judges.* 

The  stranger  was  no  other  than  Benjamin  Jon- 
son,  of  whom  the  understanding  reader  hath  already 
some  acquaintance.  He  was  looking  more  like 
a  hearty  yeoman  than  a  London  playwright, 
having  under  his  belt  a  waist  of  no  ordinary 
breadth ;  but  the  excess  of  revenue  necessary  for 
its  subsistence  seemed  to  have  kept  the  outer 
coverings  of  his  person  of  less  richness  than  he 
might  have  aimed  at 

He  had  had  a  long  journey,  out  of  all  doubt,  and 
possibly  he  had  clad  himself  more  roughly  than 
was  usual  with  him ;  but  in  whatever  fashion  he 
was  clad,  he  received  a  most  warm  and  absolute 
welcome.  He  was  soon  made  to  feel  himself  at 
home  ;  a  state  of  feeling,  by  the  way,  in  which  he 
could  enter  with  even  much  less  encouragement 
than  he  now  received.  His  friend  played  the  host 
towards  him  with  equal  kindness  and  courtesy, 
partly  because,  putting  some  faults  out  of  sight, 
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he  liked  his  society  and  admired  his  talent*,  and 
a  great  measure  because  his  arrival  seemed  to  pr 
mise  news  of  many  of  his  friends  of  whom  he  h 
been  a  considerable  time  without  intelligence. 

A  substantial  meal,  the  principal  feature 
which  was  a  goodly  sirloin,  was  plated  before  h 
on  the  very  whitest  napery,  flanked  with  a  rich 
chased  silver  tankard  containing  excellent  Cana 
Ben  carefully  tucked  a  napkin  within  his  falli 
bands,  and  began  an  attack  on  the  viands  with 
the  vigour  of  an  old  campaigner.  Master  Sh: 
speare  sat  at  a  little  distance  from  him,  in 
small  measure  pleased  at  the  evident  enjoynu 
his  friend  took  in  his  labour;  occasionally  risi 
tu  place  at  his  commandment  something  he  thou* 
would  add  to  his  satisfaction,  or  laughing  at  ' 
jests  in  which  his  guest  indulged,  with  a  heart  in 
that  showed  how  completely  he  understood  e 
appreciated  their  humour,  and  when  an  occas 
served,  relating  one  from  his  own  prodigal 
sources  that  so  diverted  the  hungry  traveller,  tl 
be  was  nigh  being  choked  in  the  excess  of 
mirth. 

The    satisfaction  of  these   two    old    friends 
meeting  after  so  long  a  separation  was  of  the  v« 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  £97 

heartiest  sort.  Anecdotes  followed  on  the  heels  of 
each  other ;  and  jest  succeeded  jest  with  a  pro- 
digality that  was  truly  marvellous.  Some  remark 
on  a  play  would  bring  forth  an  account  of  some 
player,  that  both  had  known — and  then  came  a 
goodly  history  of  all  the  ups  and  downs,  the  whims 
and  vagaries,  the  strange  sayings,  the  odd  ways, 
the  singular  ideas,  the  wild  adventures  of  divers  of 
their  acquaintance,  connected  in  some  way  or  other 
with  the  stage.  In  a  little  while,  the  mention  of 
something  done  at  court  would  produce  a  whole 
chapterof  amusing  gossip,  respecting  the  different 
personages  therein  to  be  found.  It  was  as  good  as 
a  gallery,  they  were  so  hit  off  to  the  very  life ;  for 
if  one  was  at  a  loss  for  any  part  of  the  picture,  it 
was  sure  to  be  happily  finished  from  the  expe- 
rience of  the  other. 

"  And  so  Raleigh  is  still  a  prisoner,"  observed 
Master  Shakspeare. 

"  More  shame  to  those  who  made  him  one  !" 
was  the  indignant  reply.  "  'Sdeath !  my  blood 
boils,  when  I  think  of  this  noble  gentleman,  cooped 
up  in  stone  walls  to  gratify  the  mean  revenge  of 
that  poor  Scotch  animal,  who  hates  this  noble 
gentleman    for    towering    so    high    above    him. 

o5 
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Nevertheless,  as  I  can  fully  testify,  he  keepeth  up 
his  great  spirit.  I  managed  to  get  admission  to 
him  in  the  Tower,  and  there  I  paid  him  a  visit, 
which  I  shall  not  very  readily  forget.  Never  saw 
I  a  man  so  truly  the  philosopher,  or  one  while 
possessed  of  such  a  high  Roman  soul,  with  such 
store  of  learning  at  his  commandment,  as  was 
only  owned  by  the  most  famous  worthies  of 
Greece." 

"  You  saw  him  then  ;  how  fareth  he  in  this  im- 
prisonment ?" 

"  Only  so  far  the  worse,  as  the  blade  led  to 
rust  in  the  scabbard.  There  was  with  him  a  mar- 
vellous deep  and  learned  man,  my  Lord  of  Nor- 
thumberland, with  whom  he  pursueth  all  manner 
of  strange  studies  in  chemistry;  my  assured 
friend,  Master  Sergeant  Hoskins,  an  excellent 
poet,  Thomas  Hariot,  an  estimable  philosopher, 
and  a  certain  parson,  Master  Doctor  Burrell,  a 
most  ripe  scholar ;  and  amongst  these,  I  had  such 
discourse,  as  I  could  have  found,  methinks,  in  no 
other  place  in  the  whole  world.  Such  famous 
speeches,  worthy  to  be  called  orations ;  such  pro- 
found knowledge ;  such  deep  and  comprehensive 
learning;  such  marvellous  wisdom,  it  hath  never 
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been  my  lot  to  listen  to.  We  had,  as  well  as  the 
Greek  and  Roman,  fragments  of  Hebrew  sages, 
and  snatches  of  the  lore  of  Arabian  poets  and 
philosophers,  that  made  the  wisdom  of  the  wes- 
tern world  appear  as  very  foolishness." 

"  Of  a  truth,  I  envy  you  that  visit — methinks 
'twas  as  rare  a  treat  as  man  could  wish  for.11 

"  Ay,  was  it,  Will.  But  there  was  one  bitter 
reflection  that  robbed  it  of  the  better  part  of  its 
sweetness.  Who  could  think,  unmoved,  of  such 
choice  spirits  made  to  be  partakers  of  a  dungeon, 
who  should  have  had  the  first  place  of  honour 
nearest  the  throne,  whilst  such  honourable  places 
were  filled  by  the  vilest  scum  and  dregs  of  hu- 
manity, who  would  have  but  disgraced  the  prison 
they  deserved?" 

"  A  lamentable  truth !  But,  think  you  not  Sir 
Walter  will  be  given  his  freedom?" 

"  Never  1  His  fame  as  a  hero  galls  one  who  is 
a  noted  coward ;  his  reputation  as  a  scholar  hurts 
his  vanity  who  hath  scarcely  the  knowledge  of  a 
pedagogue ;  and  his  worth,  as  a  man,  confounds 
him  who,  even  in  his  vices,  is  ever  grovelling  and 
contemptible.  What  sympathy  can  a  feeble,  vain- 
glorious, mud-witted,  besotted  wretch  have  for  one 
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who  is  at  once  gallant,  high-spirited,  learned,  and 
,  virtuous  ? — The  sympathy  of  the  wolf  for  the  deer 
—  of  the  mouse  for  the  lion  —  of  the  owl  for  the 
linnet.  I  tell  thee,  Will,  he  hates  the  noble  Ra- 
leigh, and  will  not  rest  till  he  has  his  blood  — 
which  he  will  at  last  take,  on  some  frivolous  pre- 
tence that  will  damn  him  to  all  posterity ,n 

"  Raleigh  hath  lost  a  powerful  friend  in  Prince 
Henry — had  he  lived  much  longer,  I  think  he  would 
have  got  Sir  Walter  his  liberty." 

"  At  least,  he  would  have  tried  —  but,  now  that 
sweet  youth  is  dead,  Raleigh  hath  lost  his  only 
safeguard  against  the  murder  which  hath  been  so 
long  meditated.  But  it  is  useless  lamenting,'1 
added  Ben  Jonson,  as  he  raised  a  full  cup  of  wine 
to  his  lips.  "  We  are  powerless  to  serve  liim ;  but 
we  can  have  at  least  the  comfort  of  drinking  con- 
fusion to  his  enemies,  which  I  now  do  with  all  my 
heart — more  especially  referring  to  one  who  is  a 
hypocrite  in  religion,  a  pretender  to  learning,  a 
bad  husband,  a  vile  father,  a  false  friend,  a  dis- 
honour to  his  lineage,  and  a  disgrace  to  his  coun- 
try/' 

Thereupon  Ben  quaffed  off  his  glass  with  the 
satisfaction  of  one  convinced  he  hath  done  virtu- 
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ously.  If  thus  indignant  of  the  undeserved  treat- 
ment of  so  great  and  good  a  man  as  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh,  how  would  he  have  expressed  himself,  a 
few  years  later,  when  that  noble  gentleman,  after 
venturing  with  great  risk  to  his  newly-discovered 
country  of  Guiana,  in  hope  of  satisfying  the  cupidity 
of  his  royal  jailor,  who  hankered  after  a  gold  mine 
there  existing,  on  his  return  was  infamously  brought 
to  the  block  and  made  the  victim  to  his  cowardice ! 

"  But  I  will  tell  you  a  stranger  matter,"  said 
Ben,  replenishing  his  empty  platter.  "  Ned  Alleyn 
hath  grown  as  serious  as  an  undertaker's  dog.  His 
talk  is  of  nothing  but  building  hospitals,  or  colleges 
for  decayed  folk.  He  is  determined  to  set  up  for  a 
Samaritan,  and  will  take  care  there  shall  be  plenty 
of  oil  and  wine  provided  for  such  wayfarers  as  may 
chance  to  fall  among  thieves  and  get  spoiled. 
None  can  doubt  his  heart  to  be  of  the  best,  but  his 
speech  hath  become  the  strangest  medley  spoken 
by  human  tongue.  If  he  talk  of  the  Fathers,  you 
would  be  rarely  puzzled  with  the  bear-garden  eu- 
logium  directed  towards  them — instead  of  St.  Chry- 
sostom,  you  will  hear  him  speak  of  St.  Bruno. 
Polycarp  will  have  to  give  way  to  Ponto  — and 
Taurus  will  take  the  place  of  Thomas  Aquinas." 
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"  This  is  a  new  humour,"  said  Master  Shak- 
speare,  laughing  heartily.  " I  have  marked  my- 
self a  singular  confusion  in  his  speech :  but  then 
it  has  been  between  the  heroes  of  bis  bear-garden 
and  those  of  his  playhouse." 

"  I'faith,  Will,  such  confusion  is  none  so  extra- 
ordinary on  an  occasion/'  added  the  other,  with  a 
sly  humour  working  in  his  eyes.  "  I  have  known  as 
many  well-played  brutes  as  brutal  players,  ere  now." 

"  Prythee  tell  me  what  fortune  you  have  had  of 
late  with  your  excellent  writings." 

"  Fortune,  the  jade  !"  exclaimed  he,  in  a  more 
serious  tone  — 4*  She  go  hang  !     She  hath  been  a 
damnable  stepdame  to  me  as  ever  worthy  heart 
was  plagued  withal.      Could  it  ever  be  believed 
j  that  one  who  hath  writ  the  best  comedies,  all  as 

?  well  flavoured  with  the  true  attic  salt  as  Aristo- 

phanes had  writ  them  in  his  best  days,  is  forced 
aside  to  make  room  for  some  unlearned  ass,  who 
hath  no  more  art  than  wit  ?  There  is  my  '  Vol- 
pone,'  now  :  with  no  ill-judged  pride  did  I  dedi- 
cate such  a  masterpiece  to  the  two  learned  univer- 
sities. I  will  swear  it  is  a  very  phoenix  among 
plays — that  its  like  hath  not  been  seen  in  England, 
nor  never  will.     Yet  I  know  of  a  sort  of  fellows, 


THE  SECRET  PASSION.  SOS 

with  scarce  brains  enough  to  hatch  a  ballad,  who 
have  thrust  their  crude  inventions  before  it,  and, 
by  means  of  some  tickling  sauce  for  the  palate  of 
the  vulgar,  have  got  them  to  be  preferred.  Let 
them  lick  their  chaps  over  this  savoury  garbage, 
say  I.  If  they  can  stomach  such  trash,  I  would 
have  them  feed  till  they  burst.  They  are  not  fit  to 
have  the  choice  fare  I  set  before  them.  It  is  the 
nature  of  such  hogs  to  wallow  in  the  refuse  and 
filth  a  better  taste  would  scorn." 

Ben  was  intent  on  displaying  his  weak  point ; 
but  his  friend,  who  knew  how  much  of  worth  there 
was  in  him,  despite  his  over-appreciation  of  him- 
self and  his  contemptuous  regard  of  the  pretensions 
of  others,  tried  to  change  the  conversation.  This, 
however,  was  no  such  easy  matter,  and  he  found 
himself  obliged  to  listen  to  much  disparaging  re- 
marks on  many  writers  he  knew  and  honoured. 
At  last,  the  meal  having  been  finished  and  the 
flask  emptied,  the  last  draught  drew  him  into  a 
passing  commendation  of  the  wine :  thereupon  his 
host  availed  himself  of  this,  and  they  were  pre- 
sently in  earnest  discourse  of  the  wines  of  the 
ancients,  on  which  subject  Ben  poured  forth  a  flood 
of  learning  as  inspiring  as  his  theme. 
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WTsikt  Simon  Stockfish  cleared  away  the  things 
and  brought  a  fresh  supply  of  the  wine  Ben  had  so 
commended.  Master  Shakspeare  informed  his  vi- 
sitor he  had  come  at  a  rare  time,  for  to-morrow 
was  the  customary  day  of  the  Stratford  revels, 
Ben  Jonson  seemed  much  taken  with  this,  and 
vowed  he  had  never  been  in  such  good  fortune  at 
to  hare  hit  upon  so  excellent  a  time  for  his  visit. 
He  promised  he  would  play  no  ignoble  part  amongst 
the  revellers.  At  this  his  friend  made  known  to 
him  what  strange  characters  were  some  he  was 
likely  to  meet ;  and  he  found  such  entertainment 
in  the  description  he  heard  of  Jonas  Tietape, 
Young  Quiney,  and  Tommy  Hart,  that,  at  his 
earnest  request,  they  were  sent  for  to  afford  him 
present  amusement.  They  came — and,  of  a  surety, 
they  made  a  night  of  it 

Ben  shook  his  fat  sides  most  lustily  at  the  hu- 
mours of  the  woman's  tailor,  and  the  sport  afforded 
that  night  made  the  walls  of  New  Place  resound 
again.  Their  host  took  an  occasion  to  leave  them 
when  their  mirth  was  getting  furious,  but  he  found 
it  a  difficult  matter  to  get  to  sleep  for  the  shouting 
of  ridiculous  catches  and  roaring  songs  they  chose 
to  indulge  in.     This  sort  of  uproar  wonderfully 
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disturbed  the  sense  of  propriety  of  Simon  Stockfish ; 
and,  learning  his  master  had  gone  to  bed,  he  cud- 
gelled his  brains,  with  small  profit,  to  hit  upon 
some  rare  stroke  of  policy  by  means  of  which  he 
might  be  rid  of  it  presently.  This  he  knew  could 
only  be  done  by  the  dispersion  of  those  who  were 
the  busiest  peace-breakers,  and  he  found  he  had  a 
difficult  task  to  effect  this  with  perfect  security  to 
himself  and  credit  to  his  master  —  two  points  of 
equal  importance  with  him. 

Little  did  these  choice  spirits  imagine,  whilst  so 
absolutely  giving  themselves  up  to  jollity,  what 
throes  they  were  causing  the  grave  serving-man, 
whose  lack  of  speech  afforded  a  copious  source  of 
speech  in  them.  Ben  Jonson  had  got  them  to 
rehearse  before  him  certain  speeches  they  were  to 
deliver  in  a  magnificent  play,  styled  the  Siege  of 
Troy,  made  by  the  schoolmaster,  destined  to  be  the 
chief  attraction  in  the  Stratford  revels  of  the  mor- 
row. He  was  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  hardly 
able  to  see  out  of  his  eyes,  his  mirth  did  so  puff  up 
his  cheeks,  with  his  arm  resting  on  the  table,  on 
which  stood  lights,  cups,  tankards,  and  curious 
shaped  bottles,  and  the  other  lying  across  the  arm 
of  his  chair  with  an  empty  glass  in  his  hand.    His 
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three  associates  stood  in  choice  attitudes  in  the 
open  space  before  him  and  the  wall ;  and,  as  Jonai 
Tietape  was  representing  Hector,  armed  with  a 
pot-lid  by  way  of  shield,  and  a  spit  for  spear; 
Tommy  Hart  Agamemnon,  with  a  besom  handle ; 
and  young  Quiney  Achilles,  with  a  rolling-pin  — 
each  with  bare  arms,  spouting  the  most  terrible 
fustian  ever  heard,  there  was  sufficient  cause  for 
his  appearing  so  famously  amused.  It  so  chanced  as 
Jonas  was  delivering  himself  of  some  most  Hec- 
toring line&,  in  rushed  Simon  Stockfish,  his  leaden 
visage  a  most  moving  picture  of  horror  and 
alarm. 

"  How  now,  knave  ?  "  cried  Master  Jonson ; 
"  how  darest  thou  intrude  thyself,  unannounced, 
upon  such  heroes  as  these  ?" 

"  Speak — answer,  slave  !  or  Trojan  ghosts  shall 
keep  thee  company,"  shouted  the  assumed  Hector, 
stalking  up  to  him  with  stately  steps. 

"  Death  dogs  thy  steps,  presumptuous  varlet!" 
cried  Tommy  Hart,  strutting  forward  with  Aga- 
memnon strides. 

"  Nay,  good  sirs  !  I  pray  you,  worthy  Jonas !  ex- 
cellent gossip  Tommy  I"  exclaimed  the  alarmed 
serving-man,  turning  imploringly  from  one  to  the 


THE  SECRET  PA8SI0N.  807 

other,  "  I  did  not  venture  without  strong  warrant, 
be  assured." 

"  Speak,  caitiff !  or  thy  recreant  life  shall  be  the 
forfeit,"  cried  Ben  Jonson. 

"Excellent  valiant  sirs,"  hurriedly  exclaimed 
Simon,  not  without  some  apprehension,  "  some  one 
hath  just  brought  me  word  that  worthy  Jonas  Tie- 
tape's  house  hath  taken  fire." 

Scarce  had  the  words  been  spoke,  when  the  three 
players  dropped  their  several  weapons,  and  rushed 
out  of  the  chamber.  Independently  of  their  con- 
sideration  for  the  dogs  and  other  animals,  they 
knew  full  well  that  most  of  the  properties  necessary 
for  the  performance  of  their  famous  play  were  there 
housed ;  and  they  at  once  made  off,  in  a  horrible 
fright,  to  endeavour  to  save  them  from  the  devour- 
ing flames,  leaving  Simon  Stockfish,  for  once  in  his 
life,  highly  gratified  at  the  success  of  his  profound 
policy. 

The  earliest  risers  the  next  morning  looked  at 
the  gloomy  sky  with  huge  misgiving ;  but,  much  to 
their  content,  as  the  day  grew  older,  the  heavy 
clouds  dispersed,  and  the  visiters  were  ushered  into 
Stratford  with  a  burst  of  bunshine,  that  ma^e  the 
gay  scene  that  presented  itself  before  them  a  thou- 
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sand  times  more  cheerful.  Again  commenced  the 
Stratford  revels  in  all  their  several  varieties,  and 
again  a  glorious  cavalcade  filed  through  the  streets, 
wherein  Master  Shakspeare  was  the  particular 
grace  and  ornament  to  thousands  upon  thousands 
of  admiring  spectators.  This  time  he  rode  alone ; 
for  the  gentle  Susanna,  now  Master  Doctor  Hall's 
excellent  fair  helpmate,  was  with  her  friends, 
riding  amongst  the  gentlewomen  who  had  joined 
the  procession. 

With  the  gentlemen  rode  Master  Benjamin 
Jonson,  wonderfully  taken  with  all  he  saw  and 
heard,  especially  with  the  various  sports,  which  he 
did  commend  right  liberally.  His  perfect  restora- 
tion to  health  made  Master  Shakspeare  appear  in 
such  good  case  as  greatly  delighted  his  innume- 
rable admirers  ;  and,  possibly,  the  great  danger  he 
had  been  in  appeared  greatly  to  increase  the  claim 
on  their  admiration  his  own  talents  had  secured. 

The  great  business  of  the  day  proceeded  admi- 
rably ;  but  the  grand,  unrivalled  specimen  of  a 
classical  play  appeared  to  take  the  spectators  by 
storm.  The  Siege  of  Troy  was  looked  upon  by 
many  as  a  superhuman  effort  of  human  intellect ; 
and  the  wooden  horse  supposed  to  have  done  such 
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rare  service,  the  invention  of  Jonas  Tietape  and 
young  Quiney,  for  the  safety  of  which  the  three 
friends  had  made  such  famous  use  of  their  legs  the 
previous  night,  was  the  source  of  the  most  absolute 
wonder  and  admiration.  Certainly,  Master  Shak- 
speare  did  marvel  in  no  small  measure,  but  he 
found  it  horribly  difficult  to  maintain  his  gravity 
whilst  glancing  at  his  friend,  whose  ludicrous  as- 
pect during  the  performance  it  looked  impossible  to 
stand  against. 

But  all  things  have  an  end ;  and,  though  the  Siege 
of  Troy  was  unconscionably  long,  it  did  at  last 
reach  its  conclusion — with  no  slight  regret,  by  the 
way,  to  much  the  greater  part  of  the  spectators, 
who  seemed  hardly  to  know  of  which  they  should 
most  approve,  the  Greeks  or  the  Trojans.  Never- 
theless, the  reader  must  submit  to  be  hurried  from 
this  and  many  other  delectable  sights  that  were 
attracting  delighted  crowds  on  that  notable  holiday, 
and  be  set  at  once  before  the  choicest  sight,  which 
was  a  grand  banquet,  given  by  the  high  bailiff  and 
corporation  in  honour  of  the  guest,  to  whose  fair 
name  the  proceedings  of  the  day  intended  to  do 
some  sufficient  honour. 

Certes,  this  banquet  was  marvellously  imposing, 
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and  in  consequence  of  Master  Shakspemre's  ] 
recovery  from  his  dangerous  sickness,  a  great* 
number  of  guests  assembled  than  the  Guildhall  bat 
ever  contained  before.  There  was  a  most  imposing 
array  of  flowers,  and  laurels,  and  no  lack  of  plate  o 
napery.  The  High  Bailiff  sat  at  the  bead  of  tb 
room,  irith  Master  Shakspeare  on  his  right,  am 
Sir  George  Carew  on  his  left ;  and  down  a  k«q 
table,  having  a  cross  one  at  the  bottom,  sat  no 
only  all  the  notables  of  those  parts,  with  the  mop 
respectable  sort  of  burgesses  of  Stratford,  bu 
many  persons  of  some  distinction,  fast  friends  o 
Master  Shakspeare,  who  had  hurried  to  Stratford 
once  more  to  renew  their  acquaintance  with  on 
with  whom  acquaintance  was  a  distinction. 

Nothing  can  be  said  here  pa rtitul arizing  tin 
viands,  or  describing  their  number  and  qualities 
It  is  sufficient  to  state  that  the  tables  might  hav 
groaned  with  their  weight  and  number.  Ever 
thing  connected  with  the  feast  was  of  the  choices 
eon,  and  amongst  the  company  there  existed  oe 
ennobling  spirit  of  homage  to  the  object  of  the 
sympathy  and  good  fellowship.  They  were  woi 
derfiilly  enlivened  by  the  company  of  Ben  Jonso 
who  was  in  a  rare  mood  for  the  display  of  his  choi* 


• 


THE  8ECRET  PASSION.  Sll 

facetious  talent.  In  this  he  was  well  seconded  by 
Sir  George  Carew,  whose  exceeding  courteousness 
and  affable  pleasant  grace  won  the  hearts  of  alL 
It  was  when  the  wine-flasks  had  commenced  doing 
their  inspiring  office,  that  the  attention  of  the 
whole  of  that  gallant  company  was  attracted  to* 
wards  Sir  George,  by  his  rising  from  his  seat  with 
an  evident  desire  in  him  to  address  them.  A  re- 
spectable silence  quickly  ensued. 

"  It  hath  been  said,*  he  observed,  after  a  brief  pre- 
amble touching  his  pleasure  at  meeting  so  numerous 
and  brave  an  assembly,  "that  a  famous  monarch, 
of  times  passed,  offered  a  most  tempting  reward  to 
any  one  who  would  invent  for  him  a  new  pleasure. 
Certes,  had  he  lived  in  these  days,  he  would  not 
have  had  long  to  wait  for  what  he  so  required,  and 
methinks  it  behoveth  us,  with  whom  so  much  of  a 
very  exquisite  sort  have  been  made  familiar,  to  be 
no  less  liberal.  We,  too,  should  offer  a  higher  ap- 
preciation for  the  delights  that  have  been  so  boun- 
tifully afforded  us,  for  they  are  altogether  of  a 
nobler  kind  than  such  as  might  have  been  created 
for  the  entertainment  of  a  jaded  voluptuary.  Our 
new  enjoyments  are  drawn  from  that  better  part 
of  us  that  constitutes  our  intelligence,  acting  in 
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unison  with  those  fine  sympathies  that  do  serve  to 
bind  us  indissolubly  to  all  humane  things.  But,  as 
cannot  be  unknown  to  you,  we  have  a  source  of 
pride  as  well  as  of  pleasure  in  the  creator  of  these 
exquisite  sweet  enjoyments.  He  is  one  of  ourselves. 
He  is  our  neighbour — our  companion — our  friend. 
He  is  that  incomparably  sweet  gentleman  so  well 
known  amongst  us  all — he  is  our  townsman  and 
friend — William  Shakspeare!" 

Every  one  had  listened  with  a  most  pleased  at- 
tentiveness  to  the  flowing  syllables  of  the  old 
courtier.  As  his  meaning  begun  to  break  upon 
them,  every  eye  flashed  with  eloquent  delight;  and 
when  the  object  of  his  eulogium  was  betrayed  by 
the  mention  of  his  name,  there  came  forth  such  a 
hearty  burst  of  applause  as  stopped  his  speech  for 
some  few  moments, 

*'  Of  his  excellence  in  the  art  he  professes,*  con* 
tinned  the  speaker,  "  there  hath  already  been  am- 
ple testimony.  He  hath  obtained  such  repute,  and 
such  gain  in  its  exercise,  as  hath  never  been  pos- 
sessed by  any  in  the  same  art  But  it  is  with  no 
email  gratification  I  find  myself  enabled,  from  per- 
sonal knowledge,  to  advance,  that  Ins  worth  as  a 
man    keepeth   such  fair  pace  with    his   merit  as 
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though  they  were  twin-born,  I  feel  assured  those 
who  know  him  will  agree  with  me  in  the  opinion 
that  in  him  the  gifts  of  the  heart  are  not  less  pow- 
erful than  those  of  the  mind.  Such  is  sweet  Willie 
Shakspeare  —  our  Shakspeare,  of  Stratford  upon 
Avon." 

Again  a  burst  of  loud  applause  broke  forth  from 
the  company,  testifying  their  acknowledgments  of 
the  propriety  of  this  praise. 

"  Filled  with  these  impressions,"  he  added,  "  I 
must  needs  say  I  look  for  your  complete  contenta- 
tion  to  a  proposition  I  have  risen  to  submit  to  you. 
In  this  most  honourable  of  days — for  such  surely  it 
should  be  styled,  having  given  birth  to  two  such  dis- 
tinguished characters  as  Shakspeare  and  St.  George 
— we  have  been  employed  in  various  devices  for 
showing  how  gratefully  we  look  upon  it  for  having 
bestowed  upon  us  our  rare  townsman  and  friend — 
let  us  crown  our  proper  task  with  drinking,  in  full 
glasses,  of  the  choicest  wine  before  us,  in  this  sort — 
Here's  to  thee,  sweet  Willie  Shakspeare,  and  num- 
berless happy  returns  to  thee  of  this  golden  day  !" 

At  the"  conclusion  of  this  goodly  speech  such 
acclamations  arose,  as  made  a  very  tempest,  as  it 
were,  throughout  that  chamber.     Scarcely  had  it 

vol.  nr.  * 


an,  out  nis  powi 
air  of  free  and 
abundance  of  li 
vantages  in  beii 
whom  he  had  ev 
of  men,  it  is  t 
need  he  should 
quotations  froff 
which  he  chose 
will  be  best  to  { 
of  what  he  said 
"We  are  to] 
author  of  my  a 
men  before  Age 
non  of  our  Iliad 
so  far  from  it, 
the  marvellous 
proud  an  eminc 
with  him.     Hii 


THK  SECJIET  PASSION.  315 

well  deserved  praise,  to  speak  on  such  a  subject  fully 
and  entirely  to  the  purpose,  I  can  make  no  addi- 
tion worthy  of  note.  It  hath  not  been  my  good 
fortune,  like  him,  to  have  lived  amongst  you,  never- 
theless, I  have  had  many  opportunities  of  studying 
the  fair  page  he  hath  so  admirably  got  by  heart*  I 
have  known  him  to  whom  I  allude  and  loved  him 
long,  honoured  his  genius  beyond  that  of  any  living 
or  dead,  and  regarded  his  worth  with  a  kind  of  re- 
verence. I  cannot,  therefore,  be  expected  to  be 
backward  when  a  way  of  honouring,  what  I  honour 
so  exceedingly,  is  under  discussion.  1  must  needs, 
at  such  a  call  as  we  have  just  heard,  be  the  first  to 
answer  :  therefore  do  I  now  repeat,  with  all  earnest- 
ness of  soul,  '  Here's  to  thee,  sweet  Willie  Shak- 
speare,  and  numberless  happy  returns  to  thee  of 
this  golden  day  P  w 

Amid  a  storm  of  plaudits,  no  less  loud  than  fol- 
lowed the  former  speech,  Master  Shakspeare  was 
seen  to  rise  from  his  seat.  He  looked  admirably, 
with  health  in  his  cheek,  and  pleasure  in  his  eye, 
and  vigour  in  every  manly  limb,  and,  as  he  directed 
his  gaze  down  the  lines  of  friendly  faces  turned  to- 
wards him  with  looks  of  mingled  reverence  and 
affection,   his  gaze  seemed   to  brighten  with  the 

p£ 
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purest  happiness,  and  his  form  to  dilate,  as  it  were, 
with  the  most  exalted  pride.  He  began  to  speak, 
at  first  deliberately,  with  words  of  ordinary  accep- 
tation, as  he  mentioned  the  honour  that  had  been 
done  him,  and  his  unworthiness  to  express  the 
grateful  sense  of  it  he  entertained ;  but,  when  he 
advanced  more  into  his  subject,  he  got  free  of  the 
spirit  of  form  and  ceremony  that  he  had  been 
struggling  with.  He  spoke  of  his  early  years,  and 
showed  how  much  he  was  indebted  to  Stratford  for 
whatever  had  given  him  the  means  of  taking  the 
place  amongst  them  he  sought ;  and,  knowing  and 
feeling  his  obligations,  it  could  not  be  surprising 
that  he  had  chosen  it  as  the  spot  in  which  he  de- 
sired to  live  out  the  remainder  of  his  days. 

44  A  few  years  only  have  passed,"  said  he,  "  since 
I  traversed  foreign  lands,  where  my  eyes  were  wit- 
nesses to  many  strange  and  wonderful  things.  I 
stood  where  fire  and  ashes  have  burned  and  buried 
two  large  and  noble  cities,  yet,  with  many  such 
marvellous  matters  about  me,  I  thought  of  Strat- 
ford. I  beheld  the  yellow  Tiber  flowing  in  the  ho- 
noured neighbourhood  of  ancient  Rome  ;  I  floated 
on  the  dark  lagunes  of  once  triumphant  Venice ; 
and  I  gazed  in  transport  on  the  blue  waters  of  the 
Adriatic  Sea ;  but  they  were  to  me  as  though  they 
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never  were,  when  I  thought  of  the  less  imposing 
beauties  of  our  exquisite  Avon. 

"  And  since  I  have  returned  to  them,  what  a 
balm  hath  visited  me  in  their  looks ! — river,  wood, 
and  sky ;  the  green  lane,  the  flowery  heath,  the 
corn-field,  the  orchard,  and  the  grove,  have  come 
upon  me  like  the  faces  of  ministering  angels  seen 
in  dreams,  giving  assurance  of  the  heart's  comfort, 
and  the  soul's  repose,  never  to  be  gainsaid.  With 
these  have  been  associated  many  a  gallant  spirit, 
overflowing  with  generous  sympathy  —  many  a 
tender  heart  prodigal  of  its  sweetest  solace — much 
admiration,  some  reverence,  and  more  good-will. 
It  cannot,  therefore,  be  thought  surprising  I  should 
gather  matter  of  infinite  contentation  in  finding  my 
ark  at  rest  in  so  admirable  a  spot. 

"I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  good  wishes. 
When  a  boy,  I  remember  me  well,  in  the  perspec- 
tive my  young  ambition  stirred  my  fancy  with,  I 
saw  in  the  remotest  distance  some  such  proud 
scene  as  the  present.  Its  happy  accomplishment 
looks  as  if  Destiny  hath  done  for  me  all  that  had 
been  promised,  and  that  I  must  prepare  me  for  a 
change  where  alteration  is  unknown.  Should  it  so 
chance  that  I  live  not  to  see  another  anniversary  of 
the  day  you  have  so  greatly  glorified,  accept,  I  be- 


318  THE  SECRET  PASSIOX. 

seech  you,  my  grateful  thanks  for  this  bountiful 
proof  of  your  desire  for  my  honour  and  well-being, 
and  be  assured  I  feel  both  proud  and  happy  in  your 
favourable  opinion,  which  it  hath  been  as  much 
my  wish  to  possess,  as  it  shall  be  my  duty  to  retain." 

The  applause  which  here  followed,  and  the  va- 
rious enthusiastic  commendations  from  other  quar- 
ters, must  be  left  to  the  imagination  of  the  under- 
standing reader.  The  scene  was  a  proud  one,  and 
none  regarded  it  with  feelings  of  such  exquisite 
gratification  as  the  affectionate  Susanna  and  her 
loving  husband,  who  looked  on  the  pleased  trium- 
phant features  of  their  honoured  parent  with  feel- 
ings of  mingled  reverence  and  affection.  The 
reader,  however,  must  be  content  he  should  leave 
the  place  where  his  hero  received  those  well-merited 
honours,  and  accompany  him  back  to  his  own 
dwelling.  Before  retiring  to  his  chamber,  he  took 
a  light,  and  appeared  to  feel  a  singular  pleasure  in 
going  over  the  few  pictures,  examining  some  of 
the  rare  books,  and  one  or  two  of  the  best  examples 
of  antique  furniture.  He  seemed  to  dwell  upon 
them  with  a  more  than  ordinary  earnestness. 

Anon  he  drew  himself  away  from  them,  and, 
having  entered  his  own  chamber,  sat  himself  down 
by  the  open  casement,  and,  resting  his  head  upon 
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his  hand,  leaned  out,  gazing  upon  the  blossoming 
orchard,  the  pastures,  and  hedge-rows,  and  all  the 
features  of  a  lovely  landscape  then  spread  out  be- 
fore him,  over  which  the  moon,  riding  high  and 
clear,  occasionally  obscured  by  quick-passing  clouds, 
appeared  to  bathe  every  object  in  an  atmosphere  of 
supernatural  beauty.  His  thoughts  seemed  spiri- 
tualized by  the  touching  aspect  of  the  scene  he 
looked  on. 

Not  very  far  removed  from  the  moon's  orbit,  he 
observed  a  star  with  an  exceeding  bright  and 
strange  brilliancy.  While  he  gazed,  there  suddenly 
entered  into  his  mind  the  conviction  that  the  soul 
of  his  long-lamented  Hamnet  inhabited  its  pre- 
cincts. Master  Shakspeare  lived  again  in  the  past 
— a  holy  and  a  tranquillizing  spirit  seemed  to  take 
possession  of  him,  that  brought  him,  as  it  were,  into 
immediate  communion  with  the  immortal  nature  of 
that  glorious  boy  of  whom  he  had  been  so  proud, 
and  whose  premature  divorce  from  his  embraces 
he  had  lamented,  with  more  than  a  lover's  con- 
stancy in  a  first  and  only  passion.  His  soul  was 
subdued  by  the  force  of  early  memories — affections, 
aspirations,  anticipations,  once  so  devoutly  che- 
rished, he  clung  to  as  doth  a  drowning  wretch  to 
the  tangled  weed  upon  the  perilous  shore  whereon 
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that  he  could  get  but  obscure  snatches  of  what  had 
awhile  since  appeared  so  distinctly. 

One  of  the  very  last  objects  that  presented  itself 
was  a  face  that  rapidly  changed  from  a  feminine 
aspect  of  immortal  beauty  to  an  old  crone,  which 
was  presently  succeeded  by  a  lovely  smiling  youth,  in 
a  beckoning  attitude ;  but  hardly  had  he  recognised 
its  familiar  shape,  when  a  black  cloud  surrounded 
its  outline,  and  it  began  perceptibly  to  fade  away. 

At  this  period  he  became  aware  of  a  strange 
sensation,  like  as  a  small  flame  creeping  up  from 
his  extremities.  The  cloud  grew  blacker  round  the 
indistinct  image  of  the  intelligent  aspect  he  had 
loved  with  such  entireness.  The  flame  crept  up 
above  his  knees.  The  cloud  encompassed  the  figure 
of  the  child,  passing  over  it  like  a  thick  film,  and 
gathered  round  the  dreamer's  head  in  a  heavy 
volume.  The  flame  crept  up  his  legs  to  his  body. 
The  inky  cloud  passed  over  the  exquisitely-smiling 
aspect,  and  became  as  a  pall  before  the  dreamer's 
eyes.  The  flame  crept  up  to  his  heart,  at  the  same 
moment  that  a  darkness  enveloped  him  too  black 
for  a  ray  of  light  ever  again  to  penetrate. 

All  the  revellers  were  fast  locked  in  their  first 
sleep,  and  the  whole  town  seemed  to  slumber  no 
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less  profoundly,  so  tranquil  was  its  aspect 
calm  moonlight;  but  if  any  where  there  existed  a 
perfect  repose,  surely  it  was  in  a  certain  part  o(  the 
meadows  bordering  on  the  river.     The  Avout  oi 

a  surety,  still  pursued  its  course,  but  it  was  as  with 
a  lethargy  that  threatened  to  check  its  career.  The 
mill  had  stopped,  and  the  mill-stream  was  there- 
fore dumb.  For  a  marvel,  neither  beast  nor  fowl 
gave  evidence  of  existence.  The  moon  shone 
clear  and  cold,  in  a  sky  traversed  with  quick, 
gloomy  clouds,  now  giving  the  river  an  aspect  oi 
molten  silver,  ami  making  visible  the  forms,  she 
mill,  the  straggling  town,  and  the  towering  church  ; 
anon,  leaving  all  in  impenetrable  darkness. 

Suddenly  there  arose  a  low  wail  j  it  was  not 
easy  to  pronounce  its  cause,  for  it  partook  of  the 
moan  of  the  wind  among  the  trees,  and  the  iu*t 
audible  diapason  of  the  church-organ  heard  afai 
off.  It  gathered  force  and  character  every  moment, 
and  grew  into  a  solemn  chant,  or  lament,  so  touch- 
ing, so  subduingj  it  might  have  passed  for  a  Mi- 
serere, sung  by  a  company  of  spectral  monks  in 
some  ruined  abbey. 

At  this  time,  there  might  be  seen  innumerable 
spenks  high  in  the  atmosphere.  These  presently 
grew  upon  the  eye  till  they  took    the  shape    oi 
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figures  of  extraordinary  smallness,  each  clad  in  a 
cloak  of  inky  blackness;  and  as  they  all  came 
in  a  body  towards  the  meadows,  it  might  readily 
be  known  that  they  sang  in  solemn  chorus  the  fol- 
lowing words : 

THE  FAIRY  REQUIEM. 
I. 

Fair  courtiers  of  the  fields  and  woods. 

Rare  minstrels  of  the  skies, 
Pat  off  gay  vests  and  flaunting  hoods, 

Attempt  grave  harmonies. 
The  funeral  cloak,  the  churchyard  chant, 
Comprise  whatever  ye  most  want. 

II. 

Ye  lilies  pure,  and  sweet  jonquils, 

Lone  violet,  queenly  rose. 
Ye  pansies,  kingcups,  daffodils, 

Forswear  your  gallant  shows  ; 
Ye  marigolds,  so  proudly  dress'd, 
A  darker  suit  becomes  ye  best. 

III. 

And  all  things  that  are  fair  and  good. 

Your  bravest  shapes  give  o'er ; 
The  darling  of  your  brotherhood 

Belongs  to  you  no  more. 
Mourn  !  mourn  !  for  such  another  one 
Shall  ne'er  be  found  beneath  the  sun. 

IV. 

The  earth  hath  lost  its  fairest  grace. 

Gift  ne'er  to  be  supplied, 
And  fails  to  be  a  fitting  place 

For  fairy  forms  to  hide. 


ERRATA. 


rfefc  *.       -ae  7.    for  "  noblest."  read  ••  strangest. 
?^x.     -u»  2 J.  for  "  wts."  read  *4  were." 
r\$*  I*.    *.r*  5.    for  •*  drap«ry.**  read  4*  naper\.  ' 
F«V£  L5£.  Tin*  IT.  issert  comma  after  ••  wear.*' 
r**R  iU€»  ocef  4  &  5.  for  •"  Tom."*  read  ••  Dick  " 
f>r»  il*.  fcst  Lin*,  for  "  see,"  read  ••  *ea.*' 
Pai*  2!}.  ant  hac,  for  '•  hath,"  read  "  have.'* 


LONDON : 

*»    SULL.  -T5..  Oi.  aUPERT  STREET,  HiYMARKLT. 
P&IXTZ&  IV  K.  R.  H.  PRINCE  ALBERT. 


THE  SECRET  PASSION. 

black  shield,  the  same  deep  stillness  reigned  that 
had  a  moment  since  wrapped  the  whole  neighbour- 
hood as  closely  as  if  the  place  formed  a  sepulchre 
in  the  midst  of  a  mighty  desert. 

fcerc  rntictf)  tye  dtorp  of 

THE  SECRET  PASSION. 


Note. — This  pleasant  task  is  ended.  This  labour  of  love  hath 
been  brought  to  a  conclusion.  There  now  only  remaineth  one 
thing  to  be  done  ere  the  courteous  reader,  and  the  doubtless  too- 
ambitious  author,  who  hath  so  long  and  largely  demanded  his 
attention,  part  —  of  a  surety  never  to  meet  again  in  such  ho- 
nourable company.  He  cannot  close  an  acquaintance  carried  over 
so  many  pages,  without  expressing  a  hope  that,  notwithstanding 
manifold  defects,  for  which  he  prayeth  a  gracious  indulgence, 
his  excellent  worthy  friend  has  received  some  pleasure  at  this 
picture  of  an  age  that  in  its  many  golden  features  has  not  been 
equalled  in  latter  times,  and  this  portrait  of  greatness  never 
excelled  in  any.  To  those  of  his  readers,  slowly  and  needfully 
descending  the  hill  of  life,  he  desireth  such  absolute  perfect  ease 
at  the  end  of  the  journey,  as  tired  traveller  never  had  glimpse  of, 
with  many  estimable  memories  with  which  to  rejoice  such  as  they 
leave  behind ;  and  to  those  who  are  but  climbers  in  the  same 
path — to  the  exquisite  fair  creature  who  hath  carried  her  gene- 
rous sympathies  through  all  the  varying  scenes  here  set  down,  he 
wishes  the  fullest  measure  of  content  in  her  affections  her  prodi- 
gal young  heart  can  sigh  for;  whilst  to  the  youthful  gay  gallant, 
glowing  with  all  life's  richest  impulses,  he  wishes  numberless 
opportunities  for  noble  adventure,  and  much  comfort  with  his 
lady. 


Page  3,  line  9,  forMi 
Page  80,  line  20,  for" 
Page  14,  line  8,  for  •« . 
Page  158,  line  17,  insert 
Page  206,  lines  4  &  6,  to 
Page  218,  last  line,  for* 
Page  219,  first  line,  for* 
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